SUBTEXT and FIGHT CLUB
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TYLER:  I look around. I look around. I see a lot of new faces.

Fight Club: [laughter]

TYLER:  Shut up! Which means a lot of you have been breakin' the first two rules of Fight Club. Man, I see in Fight Club the strongest and smartest men who have ever lived. I see all this potential, and I see it squandered. Goddammit, an entire generation pumping gas, waiting tables, slaves with white collars. 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, man; no purpose or place. We have no Great War, no Great Depression. Our Great War is a spiritual war. Our Great Depression is our lives. We've all been raised by television to believe that one day we'd all be millionaires and movie gods and rock stars. But we won't; and we're slowly learning that fact. And we're very, very pissed off.

CONSUMERISM
INT. LOU'S TAVERN – SAME:  Jack and Tyler sit in the back, with a pitcher of beer.
TYLER:  You know man, could be worse. A woman could cut off your penis while you're sleeping and toss it out the window of a moving car.
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Narrator:  There's always that. I don't know, it's just...when you buy furniture, you tell yourself: that's it, that's the last sofa I'm gonna need. No matter what else happens, I've got that sofa problem handled. I had it all. I had a stereo that was very decent, a wardrobe that was getting very respectable. I was so close to being complete.
TYLER:  Shit, man, now it's all gone.

Narrator:  All gone. 

TYLER:  Do you know what a duvet it?

Narrator:  Comforter. 

TYLER:  It's a blanket, just a blanket. Now why guys like you and I know what a duvet is? Is this essential to our survival? In the hunter-gathered sense of the word? No. What are we then?
Narrator:  You know, consumers.

TYLER:  Right. We're consumers. We're by-products of a lifestyle obsession. Murder, crime, poverty -- these things don't concern me. What concerns me is celebrity magazines, television with five hundred channels, some guy's name on my underwear. Rogaine, Viagra, Olestra.
Narrator:  Martha Stewart.

TYLER:  F*** Martha Stewart! Martha's polishes on the brass of the Titanic. It's all going down, man! So F*** off, with your sofa units and your green stripe patterns. I say never be complete. I say stop being perfect. I say let's evolve and let the chips fall where they may. But that's me, I could be wrong, maybe it's a terrible tragedy.

Narrator:  No, it's just stuff.

TYLER:  Well, you did lose a lot of versatile solutions for a modern life.

Narrator:  F***, you're right.

Tyler offers Jack a cigarette. 

Narrator:  No, I don't smoke. My insurance will probably cover it, so...

Tyler stares at him

Narrator:  What?

TYLER:  The things you own, end up owing you. But do what you like, man.
· Narrator: [to Tyler, while looking at a Calvin Klein-esque ad on the bus] Is that what a real man is supposed to look like?
· THE POWERS THAT BE –The Man, The System:
· Tyler Durden: [pointing at an emergency instruction manual on a plane] You know why they put oxygen masks on planes?

· Narrator: So you can breathe.

· Tyler Durden: Oxygen gets you high. In a catastrophic emergency, you're taking giant panicked breaths. Suddenly you become euphoric, docile. You accept your fate. It's all right here. Emergency water landing - 600 miles an hour. Blank faces, calm as Hindu cows.

· Narrator: That's, um... That's an interesting theory.

· Narrator: A new car built by my company leaves somewhere traveling at 60 mph. The rear differential locks up. The car crashes and burns with everyone trapped inside. Now, should we initiate a recall? Take the number of vehicles in the field, A, multiply by the probable rate of failure, B, multiply by the average out-of-court settlement, C. A times B times C equals X. If X is less than the cost of a recall, we don't do one.

· Business woman on plane: Are there a lot of these kinds of accidents?

· Narrator: You wouldn't believe.

· Business woman on plane: Which car company do you work for?

· Narrator: A major one.

· First Man at Auto Shop: Here's where the infant's head went through the wind-shield. Three points.

· Man #2 at Auto Shop: The teenager's braces are still wrapped around the backseat ashtray. Might make a good anti-smoking ad.

· First Man at Auto Shop: The driver must have been huge, see where the fat burned to the seat? The polyester shirt? Very modern art.

· [they laugh]
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SO WHAT?!:

You're not your job. You're not how much money you have in the bank. You're not the car you drive. You're not the contents of your wallet. You're not your F***ing khakis. We are the all-singing, all-dancing crap of the world.

…..

You are not special. You are not a beautiful or unique snowflake. You are the same decaying organic matter as everything else, and we are all a part of the same compost heap.
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