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QUOTES:

“Well…he wasn’t that high!”

Mr. Bond, on Mr. Fellenz’s recent 24 hour mountain bike race and how much herb was smoked.

“Where is it? I’ll eat that! I’m fucking hungry!”

Rhoads, shit-bombed and misunderstanding Mark’s statement that he left his calzone in the bushes outside the bar, when in fact he was referring to himself puking in the bushes outside the bar.

“You have a great head of hair!”

Todd, Rhoads’ hair stylist.

“Yea, I’m wearing SPF “Fuck You” today.”

Frankie, with no sunscreen on.

INTENSE HAPPENINGS:

Ironman looms! 

In 11 days I will have a really shitty day! Do I sound excited! Cause I fucking am! Yeah! 

Editors note: I realize after reading this a few days later that my sarcasm has not surfaced. So….YEA! DUDE! This is going to be fucking SWEET! I can’t wait!! YEA!!!! 

Where is the “International” Eric Hansen?

No one really knows where he is. Apparently he will be gracing the Madison area with his presence next week. Maybe the staff will do some drinking with him?

Hugo is the coolest dad alive!

Apparently, Hugo went up to do some ass kicking at a sailing event in northern Cal and after the race, while enjoying a bit of bud, he and his buddy were fucking arrested by the California drug Gestapo! Now granted, the wife was totally pissed off, but hey, shit happens. So to top it all off and to settle his woes Hugo and buddy decided to get totally hammered at the airport before their flight home. Unfortunately, they got so hammered they missed their flight home which prompted a drunken phone call to his daughter in Texas asking for her to call the wife and let her know of his predicament. TIN wishes Hugo best of luck with his wife and fully supports his intense behavior.

The way of the Intensity!

After doing this crazy shit for about three years now I think it’s time to have a look as to how the TIN staff is living their lives.

Right now TIN has packed five young co-eds into a tiny house to see if they can all survive the chaos. Thus far there has been a few minor injuries and Rhoads and Frankie have only punched three holes in the doors. The bills are getting paid and the fitness prevails. 

A typical day at the TIN offices consists of massive amounts of espresso (I just drank six shots!) followed by a totally fucking stupid work out (100 miles anyone!) and then some fucking around at work in the evening which mostly consists of shit talking, throwing objects, and some drinking towards the end of the night. That’s really all we have time for.

Really, we are living a bit of a dream, we don’t really work much, we are fit and fitter, and shit just keeps getting better!

Editors note: Once again I re-read this and realized I came off wrong. I apologize for writing such gibberish fluff. Honestly, the problem was that when I wrote the above I wasn’t seriously fucked on some sort of substance. I sincerely apologize for this and promise I will totally fucking hog wild for the duration of this months TIN.

RANTS:

Why Ironman America can kiss my fucking ass!

Well, first of all I paid the stupid ass amount of $425 to do this fucking thing. That’s enough reason to hate but I got more. Apparently, if you qualify for Hawaii you are supposed to pony up the cash the VERY NEXT NIGHT at the awards banquet which, by the way, you shelled out another $25 to go to! That was the straw that broke the camels back because that is pure bullshit. Yeah, I just whooped my ass the day before and now you want me to come up with several hundred dollars so I can do it again a year down the road? Ya know what? You can fuck off Ironman America! I am sick and tired of you greedy fucks. Let me point out some things. First, lets do the math. Say about 2,000 dumb fucks give you $400 that equals $800,000! A half IM might have 1,500 people paying $100 each that equals $150,000. $150,000 subtracted from $800,000 equals $650,000!! With, half IM’s at $100, how the fuck you gonna charge four times that for the same length of a course? For the full IM we do two loops on everything, where’s that extra cost motherfucker? Oh yea, sure you gotta pay some fat ass cop to waive traffic through for a couple of more hours that must be where the extra cash goes. Oh and you got to pay all that staff at the aid stations…..wait that’s right! YOU DON”T FUCKING PAY THEM! They are all volunteer! So, where the fuck is this money going? Hmmmmmm??? It’s going straight up your fucking ass isn’t? Leave it to America to take a nice clean mano e mano and plug it to go corporate. Nice job assholes. 

Troops?

I really fucking sick of this “Support our troops” banter. You know what motherfucker? “Fuck the troops” how does that sound? And when I say, “Fuck the troops” I say it to specifically piss you off. It worked didn’t it? I also say “Fuck the troops” in a metaphorical sense. What’s that? Oh’ you don’t know what metaphorical means? You stupid-ass bloated redneck. Well, it means that when I say, “Fuck the troops” I’m really referring to that cluster-fuck over in sand land and how it is totally fucking everything. I’d be damn happy is this war really was for oil because then I probably wouldn’t be getting a bloody asshole every time I stop by the Shell station. I’m serious when I say “fuck Iraq, fuck President Bush, fuck the oil, fuck the people of Iraq, and especially fuck you.” I’m just sick of it, get everyone and everything out. And when we pull everything don’t give me that “you didn’t stay the course” ass rapture cause it wasn’t my idea nor my problem at any time. “Freedom isn’t free” huh? Yeah, that is the stupidest shit I have ever heard in my entire life. Toilet paper isn’t free either and it’s damn nice to have, but it ain’t worth however many lives and billions of dollars. “Freedom isn’t free” is just a bland cover up for the phrase “Wow! This is totally fucked! What the fuck were we smoking? The question is how can we make it seem worth it? I know! We will make up some bullshit catchphrase!” Nice job assholes.

Safety Pussies Strike Again!

I knew this motherfucker would piss me off. His first comments with me had this aura that screamed padded arrogance. I flipped over the instruction to my low-paid lackey so I wouldn’t have to deal with the pisser. He had brought what were probably his two grandkids as he was about in his 60’s. Soon, there were black clouds in the sky, literally. Then the rain came and it came hard. I had hardly noticed as I was wrapped up in the biggest bullshit work related clusterfuck ever known to our lonely climbing gym. Seconds later the old man was in my face. “There’s a tornado warning!” He snapped. “Where do you go?” My mind raced….What the fuck? Where do we go? This is a huge concrete building dumbfuck, pick a corner. “Ummmmm….” I stalled. “I believe we go back there” as I pointed off near the lockers. He nodded and stormed back to the locker section as I picked up the phone to find out if we actually had a tornado space. Meanwhile back near the lockers the old man had found a locked door and demanded the key because for some wack reason he decided that must be the safest place. TIN confidant, Mr Cook obliged and brought him the key all the while shaking his head as this petty safety pussy. Then, after the old man seemed satisfied with the space he jumped on his cell phone to call the weather service to survey the situation. Pussy. Meanwhile as the storm is raging Boy Wonder Kelsen is out in the parking lot soaking up the rain in order to cool his raging climber body. I hope the old man saw that and realized he is being a FUCKING TWAT! Mr. Cook then informed

me that I could make the old man happy by tuning the radio to the weather report. “No fucking way I bending any way for that safety pussy” and there the radio stuck to that sweet soothing jazz. Finally, the storm calmed and all was well. Then, to top this whole fucking thing off, this old guy who wants to act like he really cares about his grand sons gets caught letting go of the ropes while the kids are 20ft up while he chats on his cell phone. Fucking fucker. Nothing but a scared safety pussy. Nice job asshole.

Editors note: Yes, I am fully aware a tornado touched down 10 miles from the gym and seriously fucked up some trailer parks but this guy is still a pussy. Live like a man, die like a man.

Contact TIN: 

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