
 
 

“The Iron” 
 
 

 I believe that one defines oneself by re-

invention. To not be like your parents. To not be 

like your friends. To be yourself. To cut 

yourself out of stone. 

 When I was young, I had no sense of myself. I 

was a product of all the taunts and threats at 

school combined with the fear and humiliation I 

dealt with on a regular basis. At school I was 

told that I would never amount to anything. One 

“instructor” as they were called, took to calling 

me “garbage can” in front of the other students. I 

could never talk back to an instructor, so I had 

to sit still and take it. I started to believe them 

after a while. I was skinny and spastic. When 

others would tease me, I didn’t run home crying 

and wondering why. I knew very well why they 

antagonized me. I was that which was there to be 

antagonized. In sports, I was laughed at and never 

chosen to be on a team. I was pretty good at 



 
 
boxing but only because the rage that filled my 

every waking moment made me wild and 

unpredictable. I fought with a strange fury. The 

others thought I was crazy. I was not respected, 

just observed to see what I would do next. 

 I hated myself. As stupid as it seems now, I 

wanted to be like my fellow students in every 

way. I wanted to talk like them, dress like them, 

carry myself with the ease that one does when he 

knows he's not going to get pounded in the 

hallway between classes. When I looked in the 

mirror and saw my sallow face staring back, I 

wanted nothing more than to be transformed into 

one of them, just for a night to see what it would 

be like to have some of their seemingly well-

adjusted happiness. 

 Years passed and I learned to keep it all 

inside. I would only talk to a certain few of the 

boys in my grade that were losers like me period 

to this day, some of those guys are some of the 

coolest people I've ever known. You hang out with 



 
 
a guy that's gotten his head pushed into a toilet a 

few times and you treat him like you would want 

to be treated, you'll have a good friend there. 

Some of these guys were so funny. They saw 

things that the better looking, more well-

groomed members of our school would never see, 

new things they would never know. I believe that 

they were the better for it. They definitely had 

the best jokes. 

 I did instructor in history. His name was Mr. 

Pepperman. I am forever in his debt period Mr. 

Pepperman commanded intense respect and fear 

all over the school. He was an absolutely no 

bullshit, powerfully built Vietnam vet who 

barely spoke outside of class. No one talked out 

of turning his class except once that I can 

remember. It was the class president. Mr. 

Pepperman lifted the boy off the ground by the 

lapels of his jacket and pinned him to the 

blackboard. That was it, as far as talking out of 

turn in class, or being late either. 



 
 
 One day in October, Mr. Pepperman asked me if 

I had ever worked out with weights. Actually, he 

said something like, “You’re a skinny little 

faggot. This weekend, have your mommy take you 

to Sears and buy one of those 100 pound sand- 

filled weight sets and drag it home. I'll show you 

how to use it.” 

 This was encouraging. He was not the nicest 

person I’ve ever met in my life but at least he 

cared enough to tell me that much. 

 Since it was Mr. Pepperman telling me to do 

this, I did it. I figured he would throw me across 

the room if I didn't. I got the weights into the 

basement somehow and left them on the floor. I 

was looking forward to Monday with a strange 

anticipation which I had never felt before in my 

short life. He had told me to buy the weights and 

I had done it. Something was sure to happen. 

 Monday came. I was called into his room after 

school. He asked if I had bought the weights. I 

told him that I had period what he told me next 



 
 
was something I'll never forget. He said that he 

was going to show me proper ways to lift weights. 

He was going to put me on a program, and he was 

going to start hitting me in the solar plexus in 

the hallway when I wasn't looking. When I could 

take the punch, then I would know that I was 

getting somewhere. At no time was I had a look at 

myself in the mirror to see signs of change nor 

was I to tell anyone at school what I was doing. I 

promised. I was going to make a list of all the 

reps and the weights I was lifting so I could 

monitor my progress, if I manage to make any. I 

was to turn in the charted Christmas break. 

Never had anyone given me that much 

encouragement. He told me that it was going to be 

hard, but I would like it if I gave it my all. 

 I went home that night and started writing on 

the exercises he had taught me. It was hard 

finding what weight was right for each lift, but I 

soon fell into step.  



 
 

I never missed a single workout. Sometimes I 

would do the workout twice. Immediately I noticed 

that my appetite grew incredibly. I was eating at 

least twice what I usually did. It felt like I could 

not get enough food into me. When I would visit 

my father on the weekends, he started calling me 

“the locust.” 

Weeks passed and occasionally, Mr. 

Pepperman would give me a shot and drop me in 

the hallway sending my books all over the place. 

The other students didn't know what to think. All 

the while I had this great secret that I wasn't 

telling anyone. I hadn't looked at myself in the 

mirror. I did everything he told me to do down to 

the letter. As the weeks went by, I steadily added 

more weight to the bar. It could feel the power 

inside my body grow. 

Exams came right before Christmas break. I 

was walking to class and from out of nowhere 

Mr. Pepperman appeared and gave me a shot in the 

chest. I laughed and kept walking. That afternoon 



 
 
Mr. Pepperman told me to bring in the chart the 

next day. I was still not allowed to look at 

myself or tell anyone of my secret work. I 

brought in the chart, and he looked it over and 

asked if I had really come that far. I told him yes 

and I was proud of myself, and I never felt like 

this in my life. He said that I could go home and 

look at myself now. 

I got home and ran to the bathroom and 

pulled my shirt off. I could not recognize myself 

at first period my body had a shape. It was a body, 

not just this thing that housed a stomach in a 

heart. I could see the difference big time. Period. 

it was the first thing that I remember ever giving 

me a sense of accomplishment. I felt and looked 

strong. I had done something. No one could ever 

take it away. You couldn't say shit to me. 

It took me years to fully appreciate the value 

of the lessons learned from the Iron. It wasn't 

until my late 20s that I learned that I had given a 

great gift to myself. I had learned to apply 



 
 
myself and that nothing good came without work 

in a certain amount of pain. You can kick ass in 

anything you want to do when you apply yourself 

completely. To this day all the lessons I learned 

when I was 15 are still with me. 

I used to think that the Iron was my enemy, 

and I was trying to lift that which did not want to 

be lifted. My triumph was making the iron do what 

I wanted it to do, the thing that it did not want to 

do- move. I see now that I was wrong. When the 

Iron doesn't want to come off the hooks, it's the 

kindest thing you can do for you. It's trying to 

help you. If it flew up and went through the 

ceiling, then it wouldn't be doing you any good. 

It's not resisting you in the least. That's the way 

the Iron talks to you. My triumph is to work with 

the iron. The material you work with is that which 

you will come to resemble. That which you work 

against will always work against you, including 

yourself. 



 
 

I used to fight the pain through the workout. 

My triumph was to take it and bear it all the way 

through. Hating the pain in the way it made me 

feel. Recently the lesson was made clear to me. 

The pain that fills my body when I hit it is not my 

enemy. It is the call to greatness. It's my body 

trying to pull me higher. 

People usually go so far. Pain keeps them 

back. There is pain on many different levels 

period to change is painful period to go after 

something that's out of your reach is painful 

period pain doesn't have to be a deterrent. Pain 

can inspire you to reach past yourself. When 

dealing with the iron, one must be careful to 

correctly interpret the pain. You must seek 

proper instruction, so you don't injure yourself. 

Most injuries involved with the iron come from 

ego. Try to lift what you're not ready for and the 

iron will teach you a lesson in restraint and 

self-control. I once spent a few weeks lifting 

weight that my body wasn't ready for and spent a 



 
 
few months of not picking up anything heavier 

than a fork. It was my ego that made me try to lift 

weight that was still several months and 

workouts away. 

Through the years, I have combined 

meditation, action, and the Iron into a single 

strength. Only when the body is strong can the 

mind think strong thoughts. It's up to an 

individual character what he does with this 

strength. The difference between a big bouncer 

who gets off strong arming people and putting 

them in pain and Mr. Pepperman and his gift of 

strength. 

The strength I've attained did the combined 

efforts of what I described earlier is a One 

Relationship. The mind and body develop strength 

and grow as a single thing. Go out and see for 

yourself. The strongest number is One period 

aspire to the one and understand strength and 

balance. 



 
 

I cannot believe a weak person who says they 

have true self-respect. I have never met a truly 

strong person that didn't have it. I think that a 

lot of inwardly and outwardly directed contempt 

passes itself off for self-respect. 

I have found that the Iron is a great cure for 

loneliness. Loneliness is a desire for what is not 

there with you. You can be lonely for an infinite 

number of things- people, feelings- whatever 

creates a void in your life with its absence. 

Sometimes your loneliness has nothing to attach 

itself to. You're just lonely, flat out. The Iron 

can pull you through when all else fails. You'll 

find that it was you that got you through. 

Loneliness is energy, powerful as hell. People 

kill themselves sick on loneliness. They drink 

themselves into the floorboards. They do all 

kinds of damaging things to themselves to combat 

their loneliness. The loneliness is real. The 

energy is real. I can't see what good it does to 

damage yourself trying to feel better. If one can 



 
 
apply all this real energy to damaging oneself, 

that isn't it possible to harness all this energy 

into something positive to combat loneliness? 

Time spent away from the Iron makes my mind 

and body degenerate. I turn on myself and wallow 

in thick depression that makes me unable to 

function. The body shuts my mind down. The Iron 

is the best antidepressant I've ever found. No 

better way to fight weakness than with strength. 

Fight degeneration with generation. Once the 

mind and body have been awake into their true 

potential, there is in many ways, no way to turn 

back. You might not remember when you started 

working out, but you'll remember when you 

stopped, and you won't look back at it with much 

joy because you know you're depriving yourself 

of yourself.  

The Iron will always kick you the real deal. 

You work out correctly and patiently and 

maintain a good diet and you will become 

stronger. You don't work out for a while and 



 
 
muscle will go away. You get what you put into it. 

You learn the process of becoming. 

Life is capable of driving you out of your 

mind. The way it all comes down these days, it's 

some kind of miracle if you're not insane. People 

become separated from their bodies. I see them 

move from their offices to their cars and on to 

their homes. They stressed out constantly. They 

lose sleep period there he goes run wild. They 

become motivated by that which will eventually 

give them a massive stroke. You never have to lose 

it. You really don't. There's no excuse for 

freaking out at the workplace, school, anywhere. 

No need for a midlife crisis. You need the Iron 

Mind. 

The Iron is always there for you. Your 

friends may come and go. Someone you thought 

you knew might turn out to be someone you can no 

longer stand to be around in the time it takes you 

to blink your eye. Fads come and go, almost 

everything comes and goes. However, the Iron is 



 
 
the Iron. Two hundred pounds is always two 

hundred pounds. The Iron is the great reference 

point, the all-knowing perspective giver, always 

there like a beacon in pitch black. I have found 

the Iron to be my greatest friend. It never freaks 

out on me, never runs, never lies. 

 

By Henry Rollins, 19xx 

 


