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The Day I Realized My Cat Was Smarter Than Me

It happened on a Tuesday.

Not that Tuesdays are particularly special, but this one was different. I was sitting at my kitchen table, drowning in a sea of emails, my coffee cold, my shoulders tense enough to crack walnuts, and my brain spinning like a hamster wheel going nowhere fast. I had three deadlines, two arguments brewing with people I’d never met in person, and one existential crisis about whether any of this actually mattered.

And then I looked up.

There he was. My cat, Whiskers—yes, I know, terribly unoriginal name, but he came with it from the shelter and refused to acknowledge any alternatives—was lying in a patch of sunlight on the living room floor. He wasn’t doing anything. He wasn’t trying to do anything. He was just... there. Existing. Breathing. Completely, utterly, enviably at peace.

No emails. No deadlines. No existential spirals about purpose and meaning.

Just a cat. In a sunbeam. Being.

And in that moment, something cracked open inside me. Not a breakdown, exactly, but more like a break-through. A sudden, overwhelming realization that I had been doing life completely wrong, while this ten-pound furball had been doing it completely right all along.

I used to think I was smarter than my cat. I mean, I have a degree. I can read. I can operate complex machinery like a coffee maker and a smartphone (sometimes simultaneously). I pay taxes, for crying out loud. Surely that makes me more intelligent than a creature who once spent twenty minutes trying to fight his own reflection.

But sitting there that Tuesday, watching him stretch languidly, yawn without self-consciousness, and return to his state of pure contentment, I realized something profound: intelligence isn’t about how much you know. It’s about how well you live.

And by that measure, Whiskers was absolutely destroying me.

He didn’t worry about things that hadn’t happened yet. He didn’t replay conversations from three years ago, wondering if he’d said the wrong thing. He didn’t compare himself to other cats on social media or feel inadequate because someone else’s human gave them fancier treats.

He just... was.

Being. Present. Content.

It was infuriating. And enlightening. And absolutely, undeniably true.

So I did what any reasonable person would do when confronted with the limitations of their own existence: I started watching my cat more carefully. I began paying attention to his rhythms, his choices, his seemingly inexplicable behaviors. And slowly, pattern by pattern, lesson by lesson, I started to understand.

My cat wasn’t just living. He was teaching.

Not in the way a professor teaches, with lectures and PowerPoints and pop quizzes. But in the way the best teachers do: by example. By simply being himself, fully and unapologetically, he was showing me everything I’d forgotten about how to live.

This book is my attempt to translate those lessons. To put into words what Whiskers has been demonstrating without words for years. Some of it is funny. Some of it is philosophical. All of it is true.

I should warn you: these aren’t your typical “pet care” lessons. This isn’t about litter boxes and feeding schedules, though we’ll certainly touch on the profound philosophy hidden in those mundane moments. This is about bigger things. About how to be human in a world that’s forgotten how. About how to find peace in chaos, joy in simplicity, and wisdom in the strangest places.

Like, say, in the behavior of a cat.

Whiskers, if he could read (and honestly, I’m not entirely convinced he can’t), would probably be extremely smug about this entire project. He’d probably knock the manuscript off my desk just to prove he could. But he’d also purr, in that self-satisfied way cats do, because deep down, he knows: he’s been right all along.

And I’ve finally started listening.
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Why Cats Make the Best Life Coaches

Let’s be honest: when you picture a life coach, you probably don’t picture a cat.

You picture someone in a blazer with a clipboard, asking you about your five-year plan. Someone who uses words like “synergy” and “optimization” and “actualization” without a trace of irony. Someone who charges $200 an hour to tell you things you already know but needed permission to believe.

You don’t picture a creature who spends sixteen hours a day sleeping, occasionally wakes up to knock things off tables for entertainment, and considers “playing hard to get” a full-time career.

But here’s the thing: maybe we’ve been looking for wisdom in all the wrong places.

We read self-help books written by people who are just as confused as we are, but better at hiding it. We follow influencers who curate their lives so carefully that even their “authentic moments” are staged. We attend seminars and workshops and retreats, searching for some external authority to tell us how to live.

Meanwhile, cats have been demonstrating the art of living well for approximately 10,000 years, and we’ve been too busy projecting our own neuroses onto them to notice.

Think about it.

Cats don’t need validation from others. They don’t perform for applause. They don’t people-please or pretend to be something they’re not to fit in. They set boundaries without guilt. They pursue pleasure without shame. They rest without justification. They play without purpose. They love without losing themselves.

They are, in almost every measurable way, better at life than we are.

And the paradox—the beautiful, infuriating paradox—is that they achieve all this through what looks to us like complete indifference.

A cat doesn’t care if you’re impressed. A cat doesn’t need you to understand them. A cat will not explain themselves or apologize for taking up space or modify their behavior to make you comfortable.

And somehow, miraculously, this makes them some of the most beloved creatures on earth.

There’s a lesson in that.

Actually, there are about nine hundred pages of lessons in that, which is why you’re holding this book.

The Paradox of Feline Wisdom

Here’s what makes cats such unlikely philosophers: they appear to give zero fucks.

They’ll sit on your laptop when you’re on deadline. They’ll yowl at 3 AM for reasons known only to them. They’ll stare at you with what can only be described as mild contempt while you pour your heart out about your problems.

And yet.

And yet, there’s something about their presence that’s profoundly calming. Something about their self-possession that’s quietly inspiring. Something about their ability to be fully present in each moment that we’ve somehow lost along the way.

Cats are masters of the art we’ve forgotten: the art of simply being.

Not doing. Not achieving. Not proving. Just being.

They understand something fundamental that we’ve complicated beyond recognition: life isn’t a problem to be solved. It’s an experience to be lived.

We’ve turned existence into a performance. We measure our worth by our productivity. We justify our rest by our exhaustion. We apologize for our needs and our boundaries and our very existence.

Cats do none of this.

A cat will sleep in the sun because the sun feels good. They’ll play with a piece of string because play is joyful. They’ll walk away from you mid-conversation because they’re done with the interaction. They’ll demand attention when they want it and disappear when they don’t.

And they feel no guilt about any of it.

Imagine living like that. Imagine trusting your instincts so completely. Imagine honoring your needs without apology. Imagine being so comfortable in your own existence that external validation becomes irrelevant.

That’s not indifference. That’s freedom.

That’s wisdom.

What This Book Will Teach You

Over the all pages, we’re going on a journey together. Not a journey of accumulation—you won’t need to buy anything, join anything, or become anything other than what you already are. This is a journey of remembering. Of unlearning all the dysfunctional patterns we’ve inherited and reclaiming the natural wisdom we were born with.

The wisdom cats never forgot.

We’ll explore how cats approach rest, boundaries, relationships, play, grief, aging, and everything in between. We’ll look at the psychology behind their behaviors and the mindfulness embedded in their choices. We’ll laugh at ourselves (and with our feline companions), but we’ll also dig deep into what it means to live authentically in a world that’s constantly telling us to be something else.

Each chapter follows a simple structure: a story, a lesson, and a practice. The stories are from my life with Whiskers and other cats I’ve known. The lessons draw from psychology, philosophy, mindfulness, and plain old common sense. The practices are small, doable ways to integrate feline wisdom into your daily life.

You don’t need to own a cat to benefit from this book. You don’t even need to like cats, though I hope by the end, you’ll at least respect them. You just need to be willing to question the way you’ve been taught to live and consider that maybe, just maybe, there’s a better way.

A way that involves more naps, more boundaries, more play, and significantly less apologizing for existing.

A Note on Whiskers

Throughout this book, you’ll meet Whiskers—my primary teacher, occasional nemesis, and constant companion. He’s a medium-sized tabby with green eyes, a white chin that makes him look perpetually judgmental, and the personality of a Zen master who moonlights as a chaos agent.

Sometimes in these pages, Whiskers will “speak.” Not literally, obviously—though again, I’m not entirely convinced he couldn’t if he wanted to. But I’ll share what I imagine his perspective might be, based on years of observation and the kind of interspecies communication that happens when you really pay attention.

Think of it as creative interpretation. Or projection. Or profound intuitive understanding.

Whiskers would probably call it “finally catching on,” but he’s gracious enough not to say so. Usually.

Are you ready? Ready to see life through the eyes of a creature who’s been doing it right all along? Ready to unlearn the dysfunction and remember the wisdom? Ready to discover that the teacher you’ve been looking for has been napping on your couch this whole time?

Good.

Let’s begin.
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“Humans are always rushing toward the next thing, missing the current thing entirely. It’s exhausting just watching them.” — Whiskers, probably



CHAPTER 1: The Zen of Napping

I used to think naps were a sign of laziness.

This is what capitalism does to your brain, by the way. It convinces you that rest is something you have to earn, that sleep is something to minimize, that productivity is the only measure of worth. It teaches you to wear exhaustion like a badge of honor and to view basic biological needs as inconveniences to be overcome.

I believed all of this. I wore my sleep deprivation proudly. I’d brag about functioning on four hours of sleep, as if slowly killing myself was an achievement worth celebrating. I’d power through fatigue with coffee and stubbornness, convinced that pushing harder was always the answer.

And then I’d watch Whiskers take his fourth nap of the day, and I’d think, “Must be nice to be so lazy.”

One day, I said it out loud. “Must be nice,” I muttered, as he stretched luxuriously on the couch, preparing for nap number five.

He opened one eye, gave me a look that can only be described as pitying, and went back to sleep.

That look haunted me. Because in that moment, I realized: he wasn’t being lazy. I was being stupid.

Cats sleep an average of 16 hours a day. Sixteen. That’s two-thirds of their lives spent in rest. And you know what? They’re thriving. They’re healthy, alert when they need to be, and possess an enviable level of contentment.

Meanwhile, humans sleep an average of 6.8 hours a night—significantly less than the recommended 7-9 hours—and we’re a mess. We’re anxious, depressed, sick, exhausted, and running on fumes. We’re medicating our fatigue with stimulants and our stimulation-induced insomnia with sedatives. We’re literally killing ourselves by refusing to do the one thing our bodies are begging us to do.

Rest.

Cats understand something we’ve forgotten: rest isn’t the absence of productivity. Rest IS productivity. It’s when your body repairs itself. When your brain consolidates memories and processes emotions. When your immune system does its heavy lifting. When creativity percolates and insights emerge.

Rest is when the actual work of being alive happens.

But we’ve been taught to see it as wasted time. As something to be minimized, optimized, hacked. We’ve turned sleep into another task on our to-do list, another thing to feel guilty about not doing right.

Cats don’t have this problem.

Whiskers doesn’t lie awake at 2 AM wondering if he’s napping enough or napping too much or napping at the right times. He doesn’t feel guilty about his fifth nap of the day. He doesn’t compare his sleep schedule to other cats and feel inadequate.

He just sleeps. When he’s tired, he sleeps. When he’s not, he doesn’t. It’s that simple.

There’s a deeper wisdom here, beyond just getting enough sleep. It’s about trusting your body. About listening to what you need instead of overriding it with what you think you should do.

Our culture has trained us to ignore our bodies’ signals. Hungry? Wait until the designated lunch hour. Tired? Push through with coffee. Need to pee? Hold it until the meeting ends. We’ve learned to treat our bodies like inconvenient machines that occasionally need servicing, rather than the wise organisms they actually are.

Cats haven’t lost this connection. A cat’s life is a constant conversation with their body. They stretch when they feel stiff. They groom when they feel dirty. They eat when they’re hungry and stop when they’re full. And yes, they sleep when they’re tired.

Radical concept, I know.

I started experimenting with this. Not the 16-hours-a-day part—sadly, I still have to participate in human society—but the underlying principle: What if I actually listened to my body?

What if, when I felt tired in the afternoon, instead of reaching for my third coffee, I just... rested? Even for fifteen minutes?

The first time I tried it, I felt incredibly guilty. I had things to do. Resting felt irresponsible. But I lay down on the couch—Whiskers graciously made room—and closed my eyes.

Twenty minutes later, I woke up feeling more refreshed than I had in months. I got more done in the next hour than I would have in three hours of caffeinated struggling.

Whiskers, who had barely moved, opened one eye as if to say, “I’ve been trying to tell you.”

Here’s what I’ve learned from watching Whiskers nap: rest is an act of trust. Trust that the world will keep spinning without your constant intervention. Trust that you’re allowed to have needs. Trust that you’re not a machine, and treating yourself like one will only break you.

Cats nap with complete abandon. They don’t keep one ear open for emergencies. They don’t half-ass their rest, keeping their bodies still while their minds race. When a cat naps, they’re ALL IN. Fully surrendered. Deeply trusting.

This is hard for humans. We’re afraid that if we fully rest, something bad will happen. We’ll miss something important. We’ll fall behind. We’ll be revealed as the lazy frauds we secretly fear we are.

But the opposite is true. When we don’t rest fully, we’re only ever half-present. We’re too tired to focus, too wired to relax, stuck in some miserable middle ground of low-grade exhaustion and high-grade anxiety.

Real rest—the kind cats do instinctively—is restorative. It doesn’t take away from your life. It gives you your life back.

Cat Wisdom of the Day: Rest is not earned. It’s required.

Try This Cat Habit Today:

Set a timer for 20 minutes. Find a comfortable spot. Close your eyes. Don’t check your phone. Don’t make a list. Don’t do anything except rest. Notice how your body feels. Notice the guilt that might arise. Notice it, thank it for trying to keep you “productive,” and rest anyway.



CHAPTER 2: Stillness Is Power

Whiskers can sit perfectly still for hours.

Not sleeping. Not even dozing. Just... sitting. Watching. Existing in a state of alert stillness that seems almost supernatural to my human brain, which apparently can’t go three minutes without needing to check something, adjust something, or fidget with something.

The first time I really noticed this, I thought something was wrong. He was sitting in the window, completely motionless, staring out at the backyard. I watched him for five minutes. Then ten. He didn’t move. Not even a tail twitch.

“You okay, buddy?” I asked, genuinely concerned.

He didn’t acknowledge me. Just kept staring, perfectly still, perfectly present.

I went back to my laptop. Twenty minutes later, I looked up. He still hadn’t moved.

This should have been boring to watch. It should have been nothing. But something about it was deeply captivating. His stillness had a quality I can only describe as powerful. He wasn’t frozen or dissociated. He was intensely present, completely engaged with the moment, utterly unaffected by the need to do anything about it.

I, meanwhile, had checked my email four times, scrolled through social media twice, gotten up for water, gotten up for a snack I didn’t want, and adjusted my seating position approximately seven times.

And I wondered: what does he know that I don’t?

In our culture, stillness is suspicious. We equate movement with progress, busyness with importance, constant activity with value. If you’re not doing something, you must be wasting time. If you’re just sitting there, you must be lazy. Or depressed. Or broken.

We’ve lost the ability to simply be.

Not be productive. Not be useful. Not be working toward something. Just be.

Cats are masters of this. They can exist in pure presence without any agenda. They don’t need to justify their stillness with meditation or mindfulness practice. They don’t need to call it “self-care” to make it acceptable. They just... are.

And there’s tremendous power in that.

Think about it: who has more influence in a room—the person frantically running around trying to get everyone’s attention, or the person sitting calmly, fully present, not needing anything from anyone?

Stillness commands attention. Stillness communicates confidence. Stillness says, “I don’t need to prove anything. I’m enough exactly as I am.”

Whiskers understands this instinctively. He never performs. He never tries to be interesting or entertaining. He simply exists, and somehow, his very existence is magnetic.

People come to my house and gravitate toward him. They want to pet him, photograph him, be near him. Not because he’s doing anything, but because he’s so completely himself.

I started practicing stillness. Not meditation, exactly—though there’s overlap. Just... sitting. Without my phone. Without a book. Without anything to do.

It was excruciating at first.

My brain immediately flooded with all the things I should be doing. My body itched to move. Every little discomfort became amplified. I’d last maybe two minutes before I’d have to get up and busy myself with something, anything, to escape the unbearable feeling of just existing.

This, I realized, was the problem. I’d forgotten how to just exist. I’d trained myself so thoroughly to be constantly doing that simply being felt wrong. Dangerous, even. Like if I stopped moving, I’d disappear.

But I kept practicing. I’d sit with Whiskers, trying to match his stillness. At first, he’d look at me like I was being weird. (Fair.) But gradually, as I got better at it, he seemed to accept me as a fellow practitioner.

And something shifted.

The world didn’t end when I stopped moving. I didn’t disappear. In fact, I became more present. More aware. More alive.

In stillness, I could actually feel my feelings instead of constantly running from them. I could notice my thoughts instead of being dragged around by them. I could be with myself instead of constantly abandoning myself for the next task, the next distraction, the next thing.

Stillness, it turns out, isn’t empty. It’s full. Full of everything we miss when we’re constantly moving.



Try This Cat Habit Today:

Find a comfortable spot. Set a timer for 10 minutes. Sit completely still. Don’t meditate, don’t try to clear your mind, don’t do anything. Just be still and notice what happens. Notice the urge to move, to check your phone, to be productive. Notice it, acknowledge it, and stay still anyway. What emerges in that space?



CHAPTER 3: The Science of “Do Nothing”

Whiskers has a daily routine that would horrify any productivity expert.

He wakes up. He stretches. He eats. He grooms. He finds a sunny spot. He lies down. He does absolutely nothing for four hours.

Then he wakes up, stretches again, maybe plays with a toy for three minutes, and goes back to doing nothing for another three hours.

There’s no hustle. No optimization. No “maximizing” his time. He’s not “networking” with other cats or “building his brand” or “investing in his future.” He’s just... existing. Being. Living.

And you know what? He’s thriving.

His coat is glossy. His eyes are bright. He moves with grace and confidence. He’s content, healthy, and appears to have zero regrets about his life choices.

Meanwhile, I’m reading articles about “life hacks” and “productivity systems” and “how to fit more into your day,” trying to squeeze every possible drop of output from my waking hours, and I’m exhausted, anxious, and constantly feeling like I’m falling behind.

Something is very wrong with this picture.

We live in a culture that worships productivity. “Do more with less!” “Maximize your potential!” “Sleep when you’re dead!” We’ve gamified existence, turning every moment into an opportunity for optimization, every activity into something that should produce measurable results.

Rest is only acceptable if it makes you more productive later. Play is only valuable if it enhances your creativity. Relationships are “networking opportunities.” Hobbies need to have ROI.

We’ve forgotten that life isn’t a project. It’s not something to be optimized or maximized. It’s something to be lived.

Cats never forgot this. They understand intuitively that sometimes the most important thing you can do is absolutely nothing.

Not “nothing” as in scrolling through your phone or half-watching TV while also checking emails. Actual nothing. Pure, unapologetic, purposeless existence.

I decided to try it. A whole afternoon of doing nothing. No agenda, no productivity, no purpose. Just being.

It was harder than running a marathon.

Every cell in my body screamed at me to do something, anything. My brain helpfully supplied an endless list of tasks I should be doing instead. “This is irresponsible!” it shrieked. “You’re wasting time! You’re falling behind! Everyone else is out there achieving things and you’re just sitting here like a lazy piece of—”

Whiskers, who had been observing my struggle, yawned and rolled over.

Right. If he could do this for hours every day and still maintain his dignity, so could I.

So I stayed with it. And slowly, the panic subsided. The mental chatter quieted. And underneath it all, I found something unexpected: peace. Actual, genuine peace. Not the temporary relief that comes from crossing things off a to-do list, but deep, abiding contentment with simply being alive.

This, I realized, is what we’re running from. This peace. Because if we let ourselves feel it, we might realize that all the striving and achieving and optimizing isn’t making us happy. That maybe we’ve been measuring success by all the wrong metrics.

Whiskers stretched, looked at me with something resembling approval, and went back to his very important job of doing absolutely nothing.

There’s a psychological concept called “default mode network” that activates when we’re not focused on any specific task. This is when our brains make unexpected connections, process emotions, consolidate memories, and generate creative insights. It’s essential for mental health and cognitive function.

But we’ve trained ourselves to never let this network activate. We fill every gap with stimulation, every waiting moment with our phones, every silence with noise. We’re terrified of boredom, of emptiness, of the void that appears when we stop doing.

Cats aren’t afraid of this void. They spend hours in it daily. And this isn’t laziness or depression—it’s wisdom. It’s understanding that your brain needs downtime, that your nervous system needs rest, that not everything needs to be productive or purposeful.

Sometimes the most important thing you can do is nothing at all.

I started incorporating “nothing time” into my schedule. Radical concept: scheduling time to do nothing. At first it felt absurd, like I was appointing myself to be lazy. But I stuck with it.

Fifteen minutes a day of pure nothing. No phone, no book, no TV, no meditation app. Just sitting or lying down, doing absolutely nothing.

The first week was torture. My brain rebelled. My body fidgeted. I felt guilty and anxious and convinced I was wasting precious time.

The second week, something shifted. The panic lessened. I started noticing things I’d been too busy to see: the way light moved across the wall, the sounds of my neighborhood, the rhythm of my own breathing.

By the third week, I was looking forward to nothing time. It became the anchor of my day, the moment I could actually land in my own life instead of constantly chasing the next thing.

Whiskers, I swear, looked proud. As if he’d been waiting years for me to finally understand.

The irony is that my “nothing time” made everything else better. I was more focused when I worked because I wasn’t running on fumes. I was more present with people because I wasn’t constantly thinking about my to-do list. I was more creative because my brain actually had space to make connections.

Doing nothing, it turns out, is actually doing something very important. It’s giving your system permission to exist without purpose, without pressure, without constant demands.

It’s remembering that you’re a human being, not a human doing.

Cats have always known this. They don’t need to justify their existence with productivity. They don’t feel guilty for taking up space. They understand that being alive is enough—you don’t need to earn it with constant output.

This is perhaps the most radical thing a cat can teach us: that you have inherent worth simply because you exist. Not because of what you accomplish or produce or achieve. Just because you’re here.

That’s it. That’s the whole lesson. You’re allowed to exist without justification.

Try telling that to your inner productivity police. Try sitting still for thirty minutes without feeling like you should be doing something more important.

It’s revolutionary. It’s countercultural. It’s also essential for your mental health and possibly your survival in a world that’s trying to monetize every moment of your existence.

Whiskers does this effortlessly. He takes up space without apology. He exists without justification. He does nothing with the same confidence that others do everything.

And in doing so, he’s more content than most humans will ever be.

Cat Wisdom of the Day: Doing nothing is not the same as being nothing.

Try This Cat Habit Today:

Schedule 30 minutes of nothing. Put it in your calendar like any other appointment. During this time, you are not allowed to be productive, useful, or purposeful. Just exist. Breathe. Be. Notice how uncomfortable this feels, and do it anyway. Your nervous system will thank you.



CHAPTER 4: Why Silence Wins Every Argument

Whiskers has never won an argument by talking more.

Actually, Whiskers has never lost an argument, period. And his secret weapon is simple: silence.

I discovered this during one of our many “debates” about whether he should be on the kitchen counter. I’d catch him up there, launch into my well-rehearsed lecture about hygiene and boundaries and house rules, and he’d just... look at me.

Not defiantly. Not apologetically. Just calmly, silently, holding my gaze with those green eyes that somehow managed to communicate both complete understanding and absolute indifference to my concerns.

I’d finish my speech. He’d continue looking at me. The silence would stretch.

And here’s the thing about silence: it makes you really hear yourself. Without the distraction of someone arguing back, defending, explaining, I could hear how I sounded. Frustrated, sure. But also a little ridiculous. I was having a one-sided argument with a cat about counter-surfing, as if the cat understood property rights and social contracts.

Eventually, I’d trail off. He’d blink slowly—the cat equivalent of “are you done?”—and then calmly walk away, having neither conceded nor escalated.

He didn’t win by proving me wrong. He won by not playing the game.

We’ve been taught that the way to win arguments is to be right, to have better facts, to argue more convincingly. We think of conflicts as battles to be won, with one side emerging victorious and the other defeated.

But cats understand something we’ve forgotten: most arguments aren’t actually about who’s right. They’re about power, control, and the desperate need to be heard. And the person who’s trying hardest to win is usually the person who’s most afraid of losing.

Silence is powerful because it refuses to play that game. It doesn’t give the argument energy. It doesn’t escalate or deflect. It simply exists, neutral and non-reactive, forcing the other person to confront their own intensity.

This is psychological judo. Instead of meeting force with force, you meet it with emptiness, and watch the other person exhaust themselves.

I started experimenting with this in human interactions. Not ignoring people—that’s different—but practicing the art of strategic silence. Listening fully without immediately defending, explaining, or counter-arguing.

It was remarkable how often conflicts simply dissolved.

Someone would come at me with complaints or accusations, clearly geared up for a fight. I’d listen. Really listen. And then... pause. Let there be silence before responding.

Nine times out of ten, they’d soften. Start reconsidering their own position. Sometimes even apologize. Because silence creates space for reflection, and most people, when they actually hear themselves, realize they’re being unreasonable.
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