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LETTER FROM THE EDITOR:


Some recent correspondence from a friend, David Lund, urged me to look up the definition of “sisu” of the Finnish origin. Here is what I came up with; "Sisu" is a uniquely Finnish phenomenon. The word is often translated as "guts", but it goes much deeper than this. I much prefer the following potent definition: "Sisu is the ability to hold on to the end of a rope, while dangling over a precipice, for 5 seconds longer that you thought you could, and then keep holding on for 5 more hours. I’ve decided I like this “sisu” thing. It brings about thoughts of pushing the limits, desperately holding on until the bitter end, and making sure people who need it get told to “go fuck themselves.” I’m going to surprise everyone here and say that I think America needs a bit more “sisu.” But we can’t use that sissy sounding word, we need something better, such as “intensity.” Yes, we all need more fucking intensity. People need to go beyond a mere commitment and take things to an unnecessary level. Unnecessary because no one really needs to be fucking crazy to improve their “intensity” but they do need to realize the next level exists and at times it is for everyman, woman and child. 

Recently, upon gazing at the “intensity” lettering on the side of my crotch-rocket a new friend asked, “What’s with you and this intensity thing?” 

To which I replied, “Well, it’s my gig.”

Surprisingly, I had never been asked that question and it made me question why the fuck I am the way I am. Honestly, I can’t even operate without being intense. When there’s some sort of situation that doesn’t allow me to be intense my world spins wildly out of control, I can’t fucking handle it.

The above quote claimed “sisu” is a uniquely Finnish phenomenon I disagree. I practice “sisu” everyday, except it’s in my own personal form. “Sisu” or “intensity” or whatever you want to call it, isn’t just about being hard, or being the fastest, or strongest, it’s simple commitment to a lifestyle that has been chosen for you. Being it riding bikes are drinking Cuervo (Some of us do both), do it Sisu style…or die!
“The notorious” Rhoads

Editor in Chief

intensitynewsletter@yahoo.com

QUOTES:

“Dangerous Sport!?!?!?!? Knife fighting is a dangerous sport!”

Rhoads, when someone called cycling “dangerous.”

“I’ll pluck his eye out and skull fuck ‘em!”

Rhoads, referring to what he would do if he ever found out who took his friends climbing gear. Also, used on several different occasions referring to stupid mother fuckers.

“Shhhhhhh…..be very quite. We are in the M.I.L.F. preserve.”

Frankie, as TIN staff observes the wild M.I.L.F.s of west side Madison.

“I’m one leopard print pillow away from a pimp shack!”

Dr. Doug Sanford, no explanation needed.

“This is what we do!”

Dr. Doug Sanford, amidst the chaos.

“You don’t understand how smoked my brain is.”

Frank, after two days and 30 M.G.D.’s.

NEWS:

I just read an article sent to me by my news watchdog, Mr. Belenky and I’m happy to report that Minnesota just doled out the informal record for the fastest speeding ticket ever….205mph. Of course an officer in an airplane that was chasing two racing motorcycles clocked this. The offender was sited for going 140mph over the posted limit, reckless driving, and driving without a motorcycle license.  This really sucks for him, but fuckin’ ae you got to be proud of that shit!

RANTS:

Fuck class!

Class started the other day, and I’ve noticed that most of the time I’m jumping out of my skin. Everything is just too fucking slow. What can’t people get to the point, explain the point and move on? Instead there has to be some sort of fucking exercise, like writing a 10-page paper. Look, I haven’t really learned dick in school. I learned shit tripping all over myself for the last 22 years. Ten pages of bullshit, which is what everyone writes, helps everyone waste fucking time. What they should be doing is learning from the newspaper or magazines, or even TV! All these think tanks, thesis, and scholarly journals simply cluster fuck ideas over and over. It is my firm belief that anything can be explained in one page or less, from rocket science to how to bake cookies, ONE FUCKING PAGE! Lay it down mother fucker! I don’t need this fluff bullshit! I need fluff in my laundry, not your explanation on what the Grapes of Wrath has to do with fucking capitalism!
I HAD TO “KICKSTAND” THE MOTHER FUCKER!

By:

Willie Vander Heyden
Driving in Madison can be a bitch, especially on a motorcycle. Ask anyone who rides and they will all tell you the same thing… people just don’t see you or care enough to look out for those on motorcycles.

The other day I was driving by the union (Langdon St.) and I was following some fuck in a PT Cruiser. It’s like a Saturday or something and traffic was kind of thick. So I put my blinker on to turn right and the Cruiser has no blinker on and is in the far left part of the lane… so I assume that this fuck is going to go straight… however. Just as I start turning the fuck turns right into me… I have to speed up just not to get hit!!! I turn around and give them a dirty look and what do they do but speed up and get right on my ass!!! 

(Meaningful tangent)

When you’re driving in cars and someone does something stupid and you decide to ride their ass. The worst thing that could happen would be someone brakes too fast and you get in a little fender bender. But if you ride the ass of a motorcycle you will likely kill the rider. Just one little bump on a fast moving rear tire and the rider will go flying… “Personally, I would rather fuck with you than your car!!!”

Back to my story…

So, after this fuck rides my ass for a minute or so I decide to speed up to the next stop sign. When I get there I “Kickstand” them… meaning I put down my kick stand and I get off my bike to have a few words… if you find yourself riding the ass of a motorcyclist and he or she “kickstands” you, you better be ready to fight cause your going to get your ass kicked. I gave the driver… some bitch woman a few choice words (most of which began with C, B and F). And her fat, middle aged, PT Cruiser driving ass husband gets out and I take off my helmet to fuck him up… I get in his face and he tells me to “get back on my bike and get into an accident so that (he) can get (my) kidneys”. I look him right in the face tell him to “go fuck himself” and I take off. In hindsight I really wish I could be telling the story to the loyal TIN readers that I left his fat ass in a bloody mess on Langdon St. But I didn’t think that he was even worth the energy… but you know what??? I guarantee that bitch and her punk husband won’t ever fuck with a motorcyclist again!!!

TALEE ONE UP FOR ALCOHOL:

By Paul C.  and Jim B.


It all started out as a normal summer night.  Jim, Paul, and Dan convened at the 699 Station to kick off the festivities.  The Siberian Ice Vodka ($9.99/1.75 L) and cheap ass lemonade was flowing freely, as the 3 person fuck-the-dealer game proceeded.  Things began to get intense as cards hit the floor and time became irrelevant.  One bar, several high-balls and half a dozen “Jagerbombs” later Dan was ready to drop out of the game.  Apparently Dan got a taxi or some sort of transportation back to his abode- no one is quite sure.  At this point Paul and Jim, the standing soldiers, purveyors of intensity, were rumored to be near the City Bar.  Allegedly this fucking intense duo wandered into State Street Brats and racked up a huge fucking tab laden with gin and tonics.  At the bar they likely took in some fucking splendid scenery as ladies danced all the fuck around them.

Flash forward to bar time….

Paul was still at large in the bar, apparently trying to talk to those he somehow knew or had just met.  This is disputed as Paul succinctly describes his condition as “Fucked.”  Jim on the other hand was staggering outside the bar waiting and wondering where the fuck Paul was.  He managed to make the acquaintance of a young attractive lady, one Talee from Vesper, WI, wherever the fuck that is.  Jim talked to this chick for quite some time.  Apparently the word was that she lost her friends, just as Jim had lost Paul.  But to Jim’s aid a stumbling, quite crushed and inebriated looking Paul emerged from the saloon.  As many Intensity Newsletter disciples know- bar time lends itself to illicit substance use, and this night, one Talee was an eager beaver- to say the least.  She followed the two gentlemen back to the 699 station on Mifflin Street, in her fucking hideous hot pink high heels.  Little is known about the next couple of hours except for the fact that Talee repeatedly said “P.B.R. Me A.S.A.P.” and she got what she asked for.  The local sack of nuggets got considerably lighter, as did the assembled minds.

Eventually Talee ended up sitting on Jim for a little bit of a make-out session.  Unfortunately, the fucking substances, which she put down and in, had put her down and out.  She lay there on Jims lap, fucking crushing him, but not fucking him.  Jim enjoyed the moment until he let out a yelp, “Ah, you’re fucking crushing my left nut!”  Followed by “I’m going to have to put you on the fucking floor.”  Talee had no idea that Jim was even trying to fucking talk to her.  She was in a dream world of candy canes and sugar pops.  

Jim put her on the carpet floor

Listened to her gently snore

And left the premises through the door

As he muttered “fuck that whore.”  

Flash forward again…

One P.M. the next day.  Paul rolled over, groaned, and uttered an impassioned “fuuuucccckkkk” followed by “What the hell happened last night?”  He was greeted in the living room by a scene as confusing as the one in his head.  Hideous pink high heels, a grotesque purple purse, a wallet, cell phone, keys, and finally a wild girls caution tape all belonging to one Talee of Vesper, WI littered the room in a random intense fashion.  Contraband was strewn across the entire living room floor.  Scratching his head, Paul retrieved a bowl from the corner and a nugget from another and decided to call Jim to find out what intensity had gone down under his fucking roof.  Long story short, this broad just picked up and left, leaving all her fucking belongings on the floor.   

No one has even heard from her since

Maybe in the meantime she has gathered some sense

Her memories of that night must make her wince

All we can say is that’s fucking intense.
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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