Fight Club

"Then, something happened. I let go, lost in oblivion. Dark and silent and
complete. I found freedom. Losing all hope was freedom’

" [...] When people think you're dying then they really really listens to you
instead of just...
- ... instead of just waiting for their turn to speak’

"Marla's pﬁi[osopﬁ_z/ of [ife was that she m'yﬁt die any moment'
"This is your life and it's ending one minute at a time’

'On a long enough time line, the survival rate for everyone drops to zero"

" What do you do?

- What do you mean?

-What do you do for living?

- Why? So you can pretend [iKe your interested?’

"We are defined by the choices we maKe'

"~ What are we then?

- I don't Know, consumers like...

- Right, we're consumers. We're byproducts of a lifestyle obsession.
Murder, crime, poverty, these things don't concern me. What concerns me
is celebrities magazines, television with 500 channels, somegquy s name on

my underwear, Rogan, Viagra, Molesta ... [unknown ending]'

"The things you own, end up owning you'



"- I've never been in fight, you?
- No, but that's a good thing!
- No it is not. How can you Know by yourself if you never been in fight?’

"Surprise me."

"Used to be when I came home angry or depressed, I just cleaned my
condo, polished my scandinavian furniture. I should have been looKing for
a new condo, I should have been haggling with my insurance company, I
should have been upset about my nice neat flaming little shit. But I
wasn't"

' felt sorry for guys pacKed into gyms, trying to look like all Calvin Klein
or Tommy Hilfiger said they should

"When the fight was over, nothing was solved, but nothing mattered,
afterwards, we all felt saved’

... it's a bridemaid’s dress, someone loved it intensely for one day, then
tossed it... [ike a Christmas tree, so special, and... banyg, it's on the side of
the road’

"first, you have to give up. First you have to Know, not fear, Know, that
someday you gonna die [...] it's only after we've lost everything that we're
free to do everything'

"Advertising has us chasing cars and clothes, worKing jobs we hate so we
can buy shit we don't need. We're the middle children of history men. No
purpose or place, we had no great war, no great depression. Our great
war's a spiritual war. Our depression is our lives. We've all been raised on
television to believe that one day we'll be millionaires and movie gods and



rocK stars, but we won't, we're slowly learning that fact and we're very

very pissed off

"Now this is not as easy as it sounds. Most people, normal people do just
anything to avoid a fight'

"You had to give it to him. He had a plan. And it started to maKe sense in
the Tyler sort of way. No fear, no distractions. The ability to let that
which does not matter truly slide"

"You are not your job, your are not how much money you have in the bank,
you're not the car you drive, you're not the contents from your wallet,
you're not your fucKing Khakis, you're the all singing all dancing crap of
the world'

"Hitting bottom isn't a weeKend retreat, it's not a god damned seminar.
Stop trying to control everything and just let go. Let go."

" I don't want this.
- What do you want? You wanna go back to your shit job, your fucKing
condo world watching sitcoms? Fuck you, I won't do it

"(Trust me, everything's going to be fine)
You met me in a very strange time in my life’



