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      “I was prepared to hate this book, but Sarah Dunn has managed to fuse frighteningly on-target observations with a historical

         perspective that is so often lost when people talk about slackers.       
A tremendously funny book.”
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      introduction


      HOPPING INTO THE SLACK


      It is the inalienable right of every man, woman, and child to work as little as humanly possible. Looking, acting, and ultimately

         being slack is no longer restricted to an elite minority of twenty-four-year-olds lucky enough to spend their days drinking

         coffee in smoke-filled cafes and writing delicate poems littered with obscenities. You don’t even have to have read Bukowski.

         In this decade of shame and self-loathing anyone can be a cynical destitute genius. It’s only fair.


         The Official Slacker Handbook will help you in your transformation from gainfully-employed sane person to poverty-stricken malcontent. For slacking is

         much more than just battling adult-onset acne and sleeping til noon—it’s making your way through a hermetic subculture in

         which important subtleties abound. Within this book lies the sort of information that would make even the most intrepid zeitgeist-forging

         slacker gape: where to live, what to wear, what to read, what to tell people you’ve read, how to steal things from work, how

         to forestall utility termination—even how to make hallucinogenic drugs from basic household chemicals. It includes advice

         on choosing day jobs, house pets, live-in lovers, tattoo designs, and conspiracy theories. It covers everything from cafe

         etiquette to sex etiquette, from serial killers to suicidal artists, from hooking up to breaking up.

      


      So stop thinking you’re a lost cause just because you own a couch that’s never been propped against a curb on trash day. Even

            the most die-hard slacker had to learn to struggle with timeless existential questions and cultivate his deathlike pallor.

            Remember: Slackers don’t have to be overeducated Caucasian males who were raised in the suburbs in the Seventies and are deluded

            about their creative abilities. But they do have to read this book. Even if they do it standing up in the corner of the bookstore.

            It’s the ultimate shortcut. It’s alpha prime.


   

      Slack Like Me
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      SLACKING THROUGHOUT HISTORY


      Somerset, Englang, 1797
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      Education history: Cambridge dropout

      


      Drug of choice: Opium

      


      Formative experience: The French Revolution

      


      Signature affectation: Rumpled ascot

      


      Night table reading: Immanuel Kant’s Groundwork of the Metaphysic of Ethics


      Weltanschauung-shaking assassination: Marie Antoinette

      


      Sexual mores broken: Fell unhappily in love with prudish sister-in-law

      


      Basic philosophical conflict: Man vs. Nature

      


      Hallmark of creative efforts: Shocking subject matter presented in simple, unpoetic style with thinly disguised autobiographical content

      


      Day job: Disgruntled landbearing aristocrat

      


      

      Paris, 1922
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      Education history: Princeton dropout

      


      Drug of choice: Jug wine

      


      Formative experience: Discovery that he could invite women back to his studio and make them disrobe nearly convinced him to give up fiction and

         dedicate his life to painting

      


      Signature affectation: Beat-up walking stick and pipe

      


      Night table reading: James Joyce’s Ulysses


      Weltanschauung-shaking assassination: Archduke Ferdinand

      


      Sexual mores broken: Associated with known homosexuals

      


      Basic philosophical conflict: Man vs. Man

      


      Hallmark of creative efforts: Shocking subject matter presented in simple, unpoetic style with thinly disguised autobiographical content

      


      Day job: Disgruntled dairy fortune heir

      


      San Francisco, 1967
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      Education history: High school dropout

      


      Drug of choice: Ditch weed

      


      Formative experience: Hallucinogen-induced late-night vision of Alexander Pope convinced him to dedicate his life to poetry

      


      Signature affectation: Black turtle-neck

      


      Night table reading: Charles Bukowski’s The Post Office


      Weltanschauung-shaking assassination: John F, Kennedy

      


      Sexual mores broken: Opted to have sex with his brother-in-law

      


      Bask philosophical conflict: Man vs. Society

      


      Hallmark of creative efforts: Shocking subject matter presented in simple, unpoetic style with thinly disguised autobiographical content

      


      Day job: Disgruntled trust-fund drifter

      


      

      austin, 1994
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      Education history: Film school dropout

      


      Drug of choice: Unfiltered Camels and black coffee

      


      Formative experience: Discovery that Heinz ketchup’s “57 varieties” was secret Illuminati codescript (right along with the pyramid with the eye

         on the back of the dollar bill) convinced him to resign himself to political and economic apathy

      


      Signature affectation: Knit cap

      


      Night table reading: Robert Graysmith’s Who Killed Bob Crane?


      Weltanschauung-shaking assassination: Ronald Reagan (attempted)

      


      Sexual mores broken: Stuns dominant culture by frequently being too lazy to have sex

      


      Basic philosophical conflict: Man vs. Me

      


      Hallmark of creative efforts: Shocking subject matter presented in simple, unpoetic style with thinly disguised autobiographical content

      


      Day job: Disgruntled coat check boy

      


      

      THE SLACK SENSIBILITY


      THE SLACK SENSIBILITY IS PART OLD-FASHIONED BOHEMIANISM AND PART FIN DE SIÈCLE EXHAUSTION, PLACED AGAINST THE BACKDROP OF

         A CRAPPY RECESSION AND INTOLERABLE SUBURBAN IRONY. IN SOME IT BLOSSOMS INTO A HAPPY-GO-LUCKY PROLONGED ADOLESCENCE IN WHICH

         THE SATISFACTION THAT COMES FROM TRASH-PICKING BJ AND THE BEAR LUNCHBOXES AND MAKING UP SONGS CALLED “JEWISH HOAGIE” TAKES THE PLACE OF SCALING THE CORPORATE LADDER AND SPAWNING KIDS.

         OTHERS ELECT TO PICK AT THE SCABS OF THEIR PSYCHE AND QUICKLY DEGENERATE INTO A MOUND OF BROODING APATHY AND DESPAIR. EITHER

         WAY, THEY SHARE A FEW IDEALS THAT TRANSCEND MERE FASHION OR MUSIC, A COMMON SENSIBILITY THAT ALSO HAPPENS TO BE, AS ASTUTE

         CULTURAL COMMENTATORS WILL SURELY NOTE, NOTHING NEW:

      


      CONSCIOUS NON-PARTICIPATION


      Metaphysical paralysis? TV-induced inertia? plain old-fashioned laziness? A lot has been said about the slacker’s trademark

         indolence, but the point must be made that deliberately opting out of socially-recognized forms of activity isn’t the same

         thing as stumbling into inaction. If you refuse to be a cog in our economic machine you become, de facto, a detached spectator with a lot of free time on your hands.

      


      REJECTION OF CONSUMERISM


      This isn’t to say that slackers have rejected materialism. They don’t aspire to give away their CD collections and live like Gandhi. Quite the contrary. But, put plainly, rejecting

         the nose-to-the-grindstone lifestyle that’s founded upon the ethic of Purchasing New Things isn’t the same as rejecting the

         ethic of Mooching, Shoplifting, and Stealing them.

      


      CONTEMPT FOR CORPORATE AMERICA


      THE NUMBER OF FETID CORPSES AND DISMEMBERED KITTENS THAT CAN BE LEFT AT THE DOORSTEP OF CORPORATE AMERICA DEFIES CALCULATION.

         VAGUE SLACK ANTI-ESTABLISHMENT LEANINGS FIND THEIR IDEAL TARGET IN THIS EVIL FACELESS BEHEMOTH. CHEMICAL CORPORATIONS THAT

         TOXIFY THE WATER TABLE?

      


      PHARMACEUTICAL COMPANIES THAT STICK IT TO AIDS SURVIVORS? THE GAP, WHO APPROPRIATED SLACK FLANNEL SHIRTS AND THEN SOLD THEM

         IN SUBURBAN SHOPPING MALLS FOR FORTY-FOUR BUCKS? ALAS, NO ONE IS IMMUNE.

      


      CULTIVATION OF THE INNER Landscape


      Even if at times he has little else, the slacker has a lively inner world. In its highest form, slacking is not unlike coasting

         through in a non-degree post-bac program of your own devising. Either way, the locus of activity takes place between the ears,

         for some in the highly developed cerebral cortex, for others in the more humble brain stem and cerebellum.

      


      REFUSAL TO BE CATEGORIZED


      The slacker hates to be categorized. In fact, he will go so far as to claim that he is impossible to categorize. Suggest to him that his chronic malaise and vague dissatisfaction with life is nothing more than part of a

         widespread generational impulse and you’ll quickly be shown the door. Needless to say, slackers are amazingly quick to lob

         flaming insults at anyone who dares to claim to speak about them, to them or—God forbid—for them.

      


      UNTAPPED RAGE


      SLACKERS DON’T WANT TO BE CATEGORIZED, LARGELY BECAUSE THEY’VE SPENT THEIR LIVES WITNESSING THE BABY BOOMERS’ UNDYING LOVE EOR THE CONCEPT OF GROUP IDENTITY AND THE UNDISGUISED GLEE THEY EXHIBIT WHEN ONE OF THEIR CONTEMPORARIES TRIES TO PIGEONHOLE THEM WITH A NEW DEFINING

            CHARACTERISTIC. THE BOOMERS LOVE TO INVENT MAGAZINES ABOUT THEMSELVES, MAGAZINES THAT TELL THEM HOW IMPORTANT AND NOBLE AND GOOD THEY ARE, MAGAZINES

            THAT ASSURE THEM THAT IT’S COOL TO BE CROTCHETY AND POSTMENOPAUSAL AND IMPOTENT, AND MAGAZINES THAT—THIRTY YEARS FROM NOW—WILL

            CONVINCE THEM THAT IT’S HIP TO BE DEAD.

      


      (SLACKERS, QUITE UNDERSTANDABLY, LOOK ON IN HORROR.)

      


      The Slack Pantheon


      
The Lotus Eaters—9th century B.C.

      


      A WHOLE TRIBE OF SLACKERS FEATURED IN HOMER’S EPIC POEM THE ODYSSEY. LIVED ON AN ISLAND OFF THE NORTH AFRICAN COAST AND ATE ONLY FROM THE LOTUS TREE, THE EFFECT OF WHICH WAS TO MAKE THEM WASTOIDS AND LAYABOUTS (SORT OF LIKE KOALAS AND THEIR EUCALYPTUS LEAVES). HAVE COME TO SYMBOLIZE LIVING IN EASE AND LUXURY. ODYSSEUS AND HIS FELLOW SAILORS ENCOUNTERED THEM IN THE NINTH BOOK OF THE ODYSSEY: “I SENT AWAY SOME OF MY COMRADES TO FIND WHAT MANNER OF HUMAN BEINGS WERE THOSE WHO LIVED HERE. THEY WENT AT ONCE AND SOON WERE AMONG THE LOTUS EATERS, WHO HAD NO THOUGHTS OF MAKING AWAY WITH MY COMPANIONS, BUT GAVE THEM LOTUS TO TASTE INSTEAD. THOSE OF MY MEN WHO ATE THE HONEY-SWEET LOTUS FRUIT HAD NO DESIRE TO RETRACE THEIR STEPS AND COME BACK WITH NEWS: THEIR ONLY

               WISH WAS TO LINGER THERE WITH THE LOTUS EATERS, TO FEED ON THE FRUIT AND PUT ASIDE ALL THOUGHT OF A VOYAGE HOME. THESE MEN I THEN FORCED BACK TO THE SHIPS; THEY WERE SHEDDING TEARS BUT I MADE THEM GO.”


      Siddhartha Gautama 563-483 B.C. (approx.)
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      Also known as Buddha, or “the enlightened one.” Born a prince and raised in luxury. AT AGE OF TWENTY-NINE DID THAT DOWN WARDLY

            MOBILE THING AND FOR SOOK ALL HIS FINERIES TO WANDER AROUND AND FIND THE END TO THE INNATE CONDITION OF HUMAN SUFFERING. Sat

            under a tree for quite some time and yet still managed to reach enlightenment (sort of, and yet not, like Newton). Hung out with the guys for the next forty-five years, living off the donations of wealthy lay devotees. His third Noble Truth, that suffering has

            a cessation, was the inspiration for the name of the band that fathered all ye holy grunge (Nirvana).

      


      

      Socrates 469-399 B.C. (approx.)
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      GREEK PHILOSOPHER. NEGLECTED HIS OWN AFFAIRS. DIDN’T EVEN BOTHER TO GO INTO PUBLIC SERVICE (AN EXPECTED THINC BACK IN THOISE

         DAYS IN ATHENS). WANDERED AROUND FOR THE MAJORITY OF HIS LIFE AVOIDING HIS WIFE AND HANGING OUT WITH THE GUYS DISCUSSING.

         VIRTUE, JUSTICE, AND ETHICS WHEREVER FELLOW CITIZENS CONGREGATED. LIKED TO WAX PHILOSOPHIC ABOUT HOW HE SHOULD RUN THE CITY,

         I.E., HE CONSTANTLY FANTASIZED ABOUT A CITY WHERE PHILOSOPHERS (WORTHLESS LAYABOUTS) WOULD BE KINGS (SORT OF LIKE THE TYPICAL

         FANTASY ALL TWENTIETH CENTURY SLACKERS HAVE OF STARRING IN THEIR OWN NETWORK LATE-NIGHT TV TALK SHOW).

      


      

      Diogenes 412-323 B.C. (approx.)


      [image: art]


      Greek Cynic philosopher. Believed in the simple life; hence, lived in a barrel. Dispensed with his only kitchen utensil, a

         cup (probably a coffee mug), When he saw some impoverished peasant drink with his hands. Really into tanning, apparent because

         when Alexander the Great asked what he could do for him, Diogenes answered, *“Only step out of my sunlight.” Had (surprise)

         great contempt for his own generation and wandered around with a lit lantern in broad daylight looking for an honest man (ha!).

      


      

      Conon and His Triballi 370s B.C.


      Essentially a band of well-to-do young street toughs in Athens. Took their name from a tribe of brigand Thracian people (Thrace

         is now pretty much Turkey) who ravaged the coast in 376. Rich and having nothing better to do, they went on drinking rampages,

         crashed parties, committed unspecified acts of hooliganism, and stole the sacrificed pigs (these were sacrificed to Hecate

         at the beginning of every month) off of people’s doorsteps to eat like the poor people did, only they weren’t poor, just spoiled

         brats, blatantly thumbing their noses at established religion. Immortalized in one of Demosthenes’ private orations (he is

         the most famous classical orator—he basically wrote speeches for people to give in court, sort of like a lawyer) where a proper

         young man named Ariston brought Conon and his son to court for allegedly unprovokedly attacking him and his slaves in a drunken

         brawl and stealing his cape, etc. Conon tried to pass it off as just harmless Triballi antics; polite society in Athens saw

         these kids merely as unruly idlers and wastrels.

      


      Jesus 4 B.C.-30
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      ALSO KNOWN AS “THE MESSIAH” OR “CHRIST.” THE MOST AGGRESSIVELY DOWNWARDLY MOBILE OF THE BUNCH, AS HE WAS, AFTER ALL, THE SON

         OF GOD. BASICALLY, HIS REAL FATHER WAS CEO OF THE WORLD, AND JESUS SETTLED FOR THE LIFE OF AN ITINERANT PREACHER. HIS STEPDAD,

         JOSEPH, HAD A JOB AS A CARPENTER IN HIS COMPANY ALL LINED UP FOR JESUS, BUT HE DECLINED AND INSTEAD CHOSE A LIFE OF HANGING OUT WITH THE GUYS. HE HAD COOL ACQUAINTANCES LIKE PROSTITUTES AND ASYLUM ESCAPEES. PEOPLE HUNG OUT WITH HIM BECAUSE HE HAD CHARIS MA.

      


      

      HAMLET PRINCE OF DENMARK B. 1601 (APPROX.)


      Prince of Indecision. Perpetually miserable, a layabout still living at home even at the age of thirty-five. Given to philosophical

         rhapsodies on the nature of humanity rather than actually getting anything accomplished (like killing his stepdad).

      


      Too lazy to go out and get himself a real girlfriend, he kept it in the family. Hung out with colorful folk such as wandering

         actors and grave diggers. Suicidal.

      


      Samuel T. Coleridge 1172-1834
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      English poet and arguably the most influential figure of the English Romantic Movement. Notorious for never finishing anything

         and having failed literacy pursuits. Authored the aborted kubla Kahn and ode to Dejection. A precocious and dreamy child; he said of himself, “I became very vain, and despised most of the boys that were at all near

         my own age, and before I was eight years old I was a character. Sensibility, imagination, vanity, sloth and feelings of deep

         and bitter contempt for all who traversed the orbit of my understanding, were even then prominent and manifest.” Dropped out

         of Jesus College, Cambridge, in 1793, then was forced to return by his family; however, in 1794 he was kicked out for hanging

         out with Robert Southey, a young radical. Had several big schemes that never came to fruition, among them to establish a pantioscratic

         community in Pennsylvania, and publication, of a literacy magazine, Watchman, which failed after ten issues, as did another

         publication, Friend. Much of his work, such as Opus Maximum, was left unfinished. Opium addict and (attegedly) quite a plagiarizer.

      


           

      Gioacchino Rossini 1792-1868


      [image: art]


      Italian composer. Also a notorious self-plagiarizer, Rossini had a habit of using arias from his former operas in his new

         ones. Hence, his most famous opera, The Barber of Seville, was written in thirteen days

      


      Rossini himself wrote about his method or work. “WAIT UNTIL THE EVENING BEFORE THE OPENING NIGHT


      NOTHING PRIMES INSPIRATION MORE THAN NECESSITY, WHETHER IT BE THE PRESENCE OF A COPYIST WAITING FOR YOUR WORK, OR THE PRODDING

            OF AN IMPRESARIO TEARING HIS HAIR
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