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LETTER FROM THE EDITOR:

Yes, it’s four years later and it’s high time TIN lays out its endorsement for the leader of the free world. But first, my state of the nation address:


Ladies and gentleman, children of all ages, we are in a state of war. Not just in Iraq or Afghanistan or “terrorist land” but here at home as well. We have been split down the middle, left and right, and are now ready to pounce and attack our own mothers for their political views.  I say the status quo is not acceptable, we need a change! Our crooked figurehead is spinning us into a big pile of steamy shit and it’s only getting deeper! (deep breath, breeeethe!) It’s just that we look like complete assholes all over the world and that can’t be good. By the way if you ever want free beer at any bar around the world wear a “Fuck Bush” pin with pride, foreigners will fucking love you! Vote fucking Kerry.

NEWS:

Frank has finally perfected the art of drinking for three days straight. No not three nights straight, three days straight! No breaks, come home at 4am wake up at 6am and immediately crack a Beast Light. He attributes his success to nicotine gum and the will to party like a rock star!

TIN contributor Pete W. recently had an awkward experience when he tried to take a young lady home from the house party only to get lost in his drunken confusion and would up having to call cab. Somehow, Pete rallied and hooked up with her anyways.

Halloween

Really, I don’t have much to say but, MAN! THAT WAS FUCKING SWEET! After four days straight of severe binge drinking I’m surprised we made it. Some notes: I probably ran around 10 drunken miles over the weekend as I cris-crossed the city in search of more fun times. Frankie hooked with two chicks in one night. I got in a scuffle with a couple of smurfs. I got knocked over in Paul’s Club by a very drunk soccer hooligan a.k.a. Mr. Hunter Martin A couple was kicked out of Paul’s Club for having sex in the bathroom. Sunday morning found Frankie and myself running down the middle Regent St., me with my shirt off waving around my head and Frank with a Miller Lite in hand.

Outstanding!

TIN contributor Paal slays the beast of a normal life.

 Cheifs,

 
I send you good tidings by telling you of mine own. I, Paal send reports. Many oceans I have sailed, many miles have the Mighty, Weilder of Bloodaxe, Barabarian of the North has had much to do has but had little time to I ridden on my swift steed Trek 6000, and many words written that has been passed from the teacher of words. Twas not but a week since I cleaved him in two. So the story goes: A great test was layed before us. A test to test our wits. For hours I strained two answer annoying questions but did not despair for I was blessed with clever wits. A test was set before the teacher of 

words, a test greater than any written by scholars of great kings of this 

flat earth. He was not content. I, Paal the Mighty, Barbarian of the North received ill tidings from a messenger that an A- was had. I was ill pleased. I gathered my warriors and set sail to the teacher of words kingdom. We landed and a great Althing was held. For many hours we met and talked but no agreement was come upon. So I became angered and roared ”Enough! I tire of this!” and took my great axe and cleaved the teacher in two where he sat. A great battle took and many warriors slain. My expedition was outnumbered, we fought well and slayed many warriors and the day was mine. We plundered his kingdom and ravished many wenches and turned the teacher of words family into slaves. So we sailed back to my kingdom, held a feast and got drunk and were content.

 
Soon when the time is upon us another expedition will set sail to the Land of the Engs or as some would call England. Much is to be had there. I set sail with the great sailors of RyanAir to the great city of London and then on to the Henley-on-Thames for a great contest of boats between men. I sail there with a great captain of war, Per Ivar, and thus we shall not know defeat. I will make my kingdom proud and many poets will write of it and it shall be sung in many great halls.

 
After the celebration of the new year I shall venture far off to the edge of the earth. There is a distant island called New Zealand. Those who have sailed there and returned have told tales of a utopia where the mountains are high and the beaches long and beautiful with no winters to fight. It is told that ale is plentiful and the women many thus I shall venture there and take its many riches. I shall venture there with my companion in arms. He is a firey haired warrior from the distant western land of Canada. When we set foot on the shores of the land of New Zealand never again will it know its former ways for an invasion will take place and its weak natives will not defeat the raiders from the north.

 
Alas my tellings have been told and now all know the saga of Paal the Mighty, Weilder of Bloodaxe, Barbarian of the North. All soon shall meet in a great hall where a great fire will roar and feast held and talk of days long past. We will remember the battles fought, the ale drunk, the wenches had, the seas sailed, the lands invaded and we will be content.
Paal the Mighty,

Weilder of Bloodaxe,

Sailor of High Seas,

Conquerer of Great Kingdoms,

Tamer of Swift Steeds,

Leader of Althings,

Barbarian of the North

QUOTES:

“It’s weekends like that, that define my life.”

Rhoads

“Where does it all come from inside you!?!?!?!? The smoking, the drinking, the winning!??!?!?”

Sarah T. ABD women’s cycling team after Frankie smoked and drank his way though two number one finishes.

“M lite please”

Frankie, because he was too drunk to say Miller.
EASSY: The following was turned in for grading in English 201 in early October. Who said TIN would never do me any good! The question asked us to write about resistance, it played directly into my hands.
Resistance? Resistance defines my life. I take resistance and thrive upon it. Most everything I do corresponds with resistance, sometimes in the good sometimes in the bad. Fundamentally, resistance is crucial in the effort to stop this world from spinning wildly into dull uniformity.


I believe it began a very long time ago, although it has only been in the last few years that it has become apparent to me that I love resistance. Am I rebel? No, resistance is different. Rebels do the opposite just to do the opposite, for entertainment value. Resistance “fighters,” if you will, have a purpose and an ultimate goal. The goal need not be grand but something obtainable. There’s this movie Bottle Rocket, by Wes Anderson. It followed a small time group of friends in a quest to be something important. The leader, whose name I cannot recall was enthusiastic for life, his goals were set low, but he made it; he got there. Hence, a bottle rocket, who’s purpose, or goal is very simple, to be lit, fly off into the sky and explode. This is how I feel about my goals with resistance, I aim low but I get there. The following does not intend to wildly influence anyone’s views; it seeks to inform the reader that things are not the same to all men or women. To avoid confusing the reader outlining my “goals” for this piece, it will make more sense to first define my resistance and then explain its relation to my “goals.” 

Ideology is the basis of my resistance. Overall I question the ideology of those who have given me ideology. It isn’t that I oppose all thoughts spat at me, it is that I ask why these are the thoughts to have. Ideology comes in many forms. From politics to shopping, ideology plays a role.  Personally, I resist the way most people shop these days and their reasons for doing so. Materialism, or the need for worthless objects (for a definition that best suits my needs), haunts most of society. Why will these things make us happy? What good is this T.V., this musical disk, this car, or this house? Happiness is what we seek and some believe happiness comes in the form of the newest car or the latest gadget of the tech world. Or is it only to make our lives easier? Is an easier life a happy life? Some think so, I think not. I resist the use of computers, cell phones, home automation, mp3 players, G.P.S. receivers, automatic coffee machines, palm pilots, and digital cameras. But, I still own a few of these things. Am I a hypocrite? No, I’ve been forced to use them all. Sure, sure “But nobody took that cell phone, made you sign the contract and then duct taped it to your head” you’ll say. This is true, but only physically speaking. In a metaphorical sense this is exactly what happened. What if I didn’t have this phone or this computer I’m typing on right now? Where would I be? One can’t even attend school nowadays with out a computer. No phone? How do others offer me the opportunities to succeed with no connection to the main frame? Without many of these devices I’ll be passed over on jobs and ditched by friends simply because I’m not available, right now. The pure simple fact that everyone we know has these things requires us too to have them to or risk being left behind with no voice to express our concerns of the status quo. Ok, so if I am now forced to have these things and I am now “connected” how do I let people know that I’m important? That I’m a success and I therefore have a voice worth listening to? There’re many things that fit this category, but my favorite example are the cars we buy.


Jaguar, Mecedes Benz, Acura, Lexus, Hummer (lets not get me started, maybe later), Cadillac. $30,000? $40,000? How about $200,000? Which one is better? The most expensive one. Why? Because it costs the most, that’s why. And the way to get the best one is to get the most jing, moola, bling-bling, or cash. I resist the premise that in order to be cool, powerful, elite, or happy I must have one of these cars.  Personally I consider buying a new car one of the most idiotic things a person can do. First most people are completely paranoid about anything new. Especially me. I have this new pair of pants and yesterday I accidentally marked them with permanent marker, I now look like an 8 year old with a crayon problem. Does it really matter? Of course not, but it still bothers me. Why does it bother me? Because I’ve been told it is supposed to bother me. Now, imagine the same scenario with a new $40,000 (we’ll be modest) Acura, some inattentive navel gazer pulls out of his parking spot at the grocery store and oops! Damage. Fuck! I just bought this car! Think about it, almost everyone would have some sort of negative reaction, maybe not as large as me but the negativity would linger every time they glanced upon the scratch. My solution? My car is old and it sucks. I don’t really care about its appearance, dent, ding, whatever. It gets me from point A to point B. That is its job and it doesn’t need to have G.P.S to direct me to my nearest big box retailer.


Of course there is a problem with an argument that everyone should buy used cars. Who will buy the new ones? Some poor sap needs to break it in, worry about the insurance premiums, change the oil, and paint over the scratches. This is precisely why I don’t actually resist the buying of new cars, just my own new car purchase. What I really resist in this niche is the fact that most people I meet assume my goal is to obtain a new car. For example, when this very topic came up in conversion over highballs (the great philosophical enablers) my newfound comrades were aghast at the fact that I would never want a new car even though I might some day have a family to haul around. I calmly asked what the point of a new car was, because I believed it to be only a tool and if I can get a tool for less why not do it? My car has four doors, four wheels, runs good and if I were to have a family I believe it would operate just fine for those purposes. They had no answer.


In sum, I’ve decided to live within the problem. I can’t change the whole world (maybe some day) but I’ve decided to resist the status quo while living directly from it. A contradiction of sorts, but maybe everyone else is just a sucker.

While we are on the topic of cars lets explore the difference between new and old cars. It’s a fabulous metaphor for this conundrum we’ve gotten ourselves into.  First, this statement; “The best cars that were and will be made, came from 1989.” That’s right, 1989, land of big hair, gaudy outfits, tape decks, and Atari, produced the best vehicles ever! Want to know why? K.I.S.S. Keep It Simple Stupid. These cars were simple! They worked! No computer chips, no bullshit. Engine, transmission, wheels, tires. And to boot we had the power windows, power locks, power seats and the most insane stereos ever! We should have kept producing those cars over and over but no, we had to add the most useless crap ever and jack up the price year after year.

The point I’m digging at here is the fact that we always want more. The best is never the best; it can always be better to service our useless wants. I, for one, resist this trend. But I’m trapped in this hurricane of innovation from which I can never escape. If I ever do escape the hurricane I’ll be left behind in the rubble, struggling to rebuild myself with the insurance I couldn’t afford. Our capitalism is a forever-growing monster that keeps consuming but is never satisfied.  It has grown beyond its healthy weight and now only seeks to get bigger.

But, that’s just my opinion, I could be wrong.

Politics, or government in action, runs the world. As a Political Science major and self-proclaimed news hound I believe it is my duty to take politics seriously. Any resistance I endorse could take its major steps with the assistance of politics. Politics makes the world work, without it we have chaos. Unfortunately I resist politics as we see it today, run by money and therefore the corporate, bloated, capitalistic world. I vote, but lets be honest with ourselves, does it really make a difference? You may vote your views, good morally upstanding views, but your views and choices have already been chosen for you. Politics is now based on mainstream media, e.g. newspapers, movies, music, T.V., it’s all there for you to soak up and it’s all in actuality from one source. Politics! You see the circle! It’s all connected! We’re all here to help run the machine. I’m part of it and so are you! 

I resist this machine by playing along but at the same time revealing its downfalls. Politics is our civilized method of change, to resist that it is all-powerful is important in keeping it civilized. With no resistance it will never be challenged and therefore will never change. With no change we are assuming we have the perfect system but no system is perfect where people starve and live on the street and others have four times what they need. 

Wait, I’m sorry, this is too deep isn’t it? And a very big downer too. What’s the point here? Do I have an answer? How do we escape this society of materialism, corrupt politics, fake breasts, and media control? Cop-out: No, I don’t have an answer, this is just food for thought, something to confuse you on your daily commute, something to stun you while I take control, whoops! Did I say that out loud?

No, there is no cop-out, I do have an answer….so please bear with me.

If there is one thing I love and will never give up, it’s rock climbing, the only “sport” of spiritual enlightenment and physical dominance.  Huh? Ok, ok. Here we go.

Rock Climbing is defined and created by resistance. A climber uses and defies resistance at the very same time to scale any rock wall. Gravity is resisting my efforts to go up by pulling me down. I am at the same time using the resistance of my fingers and feet to cling to the wall. A well-known move in climbing involves the “hand jam.” In the hand jam a climber will plunge his or her hands into a crack of the wall and then make a fist, or angle their hand downwards to create friction and a hopefully solid connection to the rock. The resistance I speak of comes from this unnatural connection to this hard surface. The hand jam hurts and so does most of the other moves in climbing, from the “crimp” to the “figure four” pain is involved. Most people call this activity “insanely dangerous” and “irresponsible behavior.” Who would want to put themselves through this hell for no more of an objective than to test their limits and reach the top. While people are saying these things there are grown men out there who have a complete obsession with climbing and will stop at nothing in order to continue to climb uninterrupted. In the climbing world they are called “dirt bags.” “Dirt bags” might have a car or they might not, if they do it is most certainly trashed and was made in 1989. They scrounge for food from trash bins, they sleep in the forest or on a friends couch. The own very little except the gear necessary to climb the rock. Once I heard of one such “dirt bag” that lived on $15 dollars for an entire year! Why would someone do this to himself or herself to pursue an activity that causes pain and pushes them away from modern, easy life?   The answer lies within their spiritual connection to happiness. They have resisted the conventional definition of happiness and defined their own. Pain is happiness; the top is happiness, nothing else matters. They need nothing but the happiness that the rock creates for them.

I am by no means a real “dirt bag.” I live in a house, prefer to sleep in a bed, ride a nice motorcycle, and go to work everyday. I go the crags a couple of times a week and enjoy polishing up my “projects” or the climbs I want to get with out falling, with only the satisfaction that I made it. I’m happy with that. I do my thing and others do theirs. We’re all happy. Mr. Corporate C.E.O has got his Rolls Royce, he’s happy, Mr. Joe Shmo has his new lawn mower and he’s happy and Mr. Climber bum has nothing but the top and he’s happy. But the ones who truly understand happiness seek for all these people to live together, without resistance. Unfortunately, resistance is necessary to show the majority in this world that the minority doesn’t give a shit. People make too many assumptions about others. They assume I want this or that. They assume I think like they do. They assume their way of living is the best. They assume I actually care what they think and they assume that this is all actually working.

My bottle rocket is to show the few that I can that all things are not the same to all people. Thus I resist the pressures to change my ways, my reactions, and my personality. To do this would undermine my happiness and that is what is most important to me.  Sometimes I have to stop what I’m doing, get up, press my hands against the wall and push, but nothing ever happens, the wall resists my resistance and I get caught standing there wasting my time.

We encourage submissions, just write: intensitynewsletter@yahoo.com and you will see it in next months TIN making you famous among a hundred or so people! Come on! You don’t even know a hundred people! Think about how cool you will feel! It’s time to let that steam off! Don’t delay! Say “FUCK” today!
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