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QUOTES:

“Guess they can forget about that Mardi-Gras!”

Frankie

“I’ve never seen some one drive like that!”

Officer Denzer, on Rhoads’ crotch-rocket antics.

Editors note: Man, I wasn’t even going fast. Apparently he chased me for over four miles but I never saw him. If I did I would have totally smoked his piece of shit Harley in a millisecond!

“Please! Pro triathletes must be accompanied by an adult.”

Sign in the window of Crono Metro bike shop after some German pro insisted on a discount just because she was a pro. Bitch.

“WHERE’S THE INTENSITY RHOADS!?!?!?!?!?”

Diana B, screaming at Rhoads at mile 20 during IM.

“I’m going to fucking kill her.”

Rhoads, to himself, suffering bad after hearing Diana scream at him.

“Who would have thought that to make the women happy all you’d have to do is put a big piece of oak in the dining room.”

Frankie on the addition of a dining table to the TIN offices.

INTENSE HAPPENINGS!

New Orleans!

Hey, guys, really. You need to see the bright side of things. Sure, the city is gone, The French Quarter is a duck pond, there are people stealing T.V.’s even though they don’t have electricity, there are other people shooting at rescue Helicopters, there is no food, clean water, or gas, and a 1000+ are dead but hey! At least Bush gets to look like a total fucking IDIOT! Damn, as if people knew this was gonna be great! The great thing about this is that it was the worst possible thing that could have happened to Bushie right now. Not only has he over stretched the National Guard in Iraq, which could have helped in the disaster relief but also the fed waited until after the storm to due a damn thing. Nice job assholes.

Ironman: The whole fucking story.

Leading up to IM was a swirling shit hole. I had said fuck swimming weeks ago, I hadn’t averaged my goal pace on the bike for 50mi, and to top it all off in my first lame attempt to shave my legs I had gotten fucking razor burn on the inside of my thighs causing me to waddle like a fat kid for days. As the date drew nearer it was obvious the race wasn’t going to offer any mercy either; the weather called for high winds and temps in the 90’s. Nice. It was pretty much a “lets get this over with” attitude. 

On race morning I put a half-cup of espresso bean into my protein smoothie, that was the ticket. Amped, I found myself bobbing up and down in the water with two minutes to the start. BOOM! The next ten minutes was a bar fight under water. Fist to feet, elbows to shoulders, you had to fight for your right to swim hard. Eventually, I dragged to the back of the pack and picked up some pretty clear swimming space. 

Around lap one I checked my watch. “Shit.” 38 fucking minutes! This was slow, maybe I had been too caught up in the chaos and the second lap would be faster. Coming out of the water I checked my watch again 1:21. Fuck, that is way slow, my time goal was slipping through my fingers.

Intelligently, I hadn’t planned on changing my clothes and all I had to do in transition was slip on shoes and a helmet. 

So, during triathlons you aren’t supposed to draft off bikers in front of you. In IM, this is an impossible rule to follow as 2,200 people had saturated the course. I spent the entire first lap in the passing lane going fast. My average was way up, maybe 21mph+. Right before Verona I felt a twing in my left hamstring. “AHHHHHHHHHH…..FUCK!” “AHHHHHHHHHH!!!!!!!” I had cramped worse than I had ever imagined and I was screaming at the top of my lungs it hurt so badly. I collapsed next to the bike and a spectator ran over to see if I was ok. He helped me massage it out and I fell back on the bike for another 60 miles.

I spent each downhill stretching out my legs feeling my legs tighten up and then loosen with the stretching. Meanwhile the wind had picked up and so had the heat. My head was pounding and my entire body felt swollen. “I might not make it” was all I could think. The hamstring still felt bad, one false move with it and it would surely lock again. I stayed out of the aero position in fear that it would exacerbate the problem.

Feeling all right, but extremely hot I pedaled up the helix on the Monona convention center, which made feel nauseous and dizzy because it’s this spiral that spins around 6 times. I got a couple laughs from spectators when I mentioned “This shit is making me dizzy!” I wanted to puke up the nine Gu’s I had on the bike but I knew I would need them later.

The run began and I died. I was a dead man walking, more like a dead man shuffle. I stared at the concrete and bit my lip. My time goal was gone. I heard shouts of “Go Rhoads!” but all I could do was stare at the concrete. A quarter of the way through on State Street the crowd roared and I awoke from the dead. I felt awesome. I felt like I was running a 10k, it was amazing. Back up to the capital loop I lifted my arms in a “Let me here you!” gesture. The crowd went wild and my ego swelled.

Back on the second lap my hamstring started to cramp again. At each aid station I bent over and touched my toes for ten seconds. I was all I could do to keep it from ruining my race. I had gotten shouts that Mr. Cook, my nemesis was three minutes up. Quite a gap to fill, but it could be done. Soon he was in sight. Traversing Camp Randall Stadium I caught him, put my hand on his back and said, “It took a lot to get here.” I’m not sure what I meant but it felt right at the time.

I continued on swinging my left leg outwards instead of bending it to avoid the pain. Land, the infamous Election Day bottle thrower, caught up to me while riding his bike down University Av, he asked how I felt and I replied “shitty” which was the truth.

Coming back up State Street for the final time was exciting I’m sure, I not quite sure how it felt as I only vaguely remember it. Rounding the last corner I raised my arms again and broke into a sprint. At the finish line I leaped and kicked the tape and fell through over the finish. It was the very last bit of energy I had. Later, watching the footage, I could hear the announcer: “Here comes Nick Rhoads from the University of Wisconsin! Do you think he will make it to classes’ tomorrow? Probably not.”

I tried to walk around but it was no use, I found myself being dragged to the med tent. I was weighed and found that I had only lost half-pound, good news. But, I was acting like a complete drunk, slurring my words and stumbling.

Being dragged to the car a fellow competitor asked, “So, are you going to Hawaii?” I was shocked, no way I thought 11:17 would qualify, but sure enough I had squeaked in. I told him I was in no position to make a decision and we stumbled over to the car to head home.

Arriving back at home around 8pm Frankie asked “Dude? Are you drunk?” Yep, I was fucked up all right.

Finally, right before sleep I did the “fourth leg” with help from a young lady. That’s right bitches, I got leied.

The next morning I walked back into the Terrace and called my own bluff. Sure as hell I would go to Hawaii, there was just no way I could pass up that chance. I wrote the check for $485 handed to the IM employee and said “That hurt. Now I’m devastating my bank account to do it again.” Shit, they’ve got the product everybody wants and can demand anything they want for it and we would all pay for it. So be it.

In actuality the race went poorly and now I have so much to improve upon I feel excited to tackle another. Had I not have qualified I’m sure I would never do an IM again. There are so many events to try in this world I would have felt like I was limiting myself. With the qualification comes another ass kicker of a season. Somehow, I felt as if I would be able to relax after all of that mess, I was just lying to myself. Why live day-to-day focusing on mediocrity when you can focus on the insane and impossible and have a chance to feel special about it. Lets face it; mediocrity has already been tried and never fails to bore. Granted, I sometimes suffer depression and fly into rages because of my views but in the end as my eyes close one last time I know it was worth it.

Bike or Girlfriend?

Ms. Schreiner sent this to all her male triathlete friends as a warning.

Pay close attention to this cautionary tale, this could happen to you.  My friend Dave (a triathlete) has had the same girlfriend for about 2 years.  He called me this morning to tell me that she had dumped him and he was upset.  When I asked what happened, this is the story he told me:

A couple of weeks ago, Tiffany (Dave's now ex-girlfriend) wanted to go out to eat at a fancy restaurant.  Dave told Tiffany that he wanted to stay in to eat because he was trying to save money for a big purchase he was hoping to make before the end of September.  At this point, Tiffany assumed Dave was saving for an engagement ring.  She was quite angry when she arrived at Dave's apartment on Monday evening and found a new Lite Speed Blade sitting in the living room.  Tiffany broke up with Dave on the spot.  (In my opinion, this proves the Blade was the better purchase.)

 Moral of the story:  Choose girlfriends wisely, some girls just don't understand priorities.

Contact TIN: 

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