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You ever notice how the smartest people are always the most miserable? Like, they carry the weight of the world on their fragile vegan shoulders. They can quote philosophers, write essays about the sociopolitical implications of the Barbie movie, and still somehow forget to buy toilet paper. They’re emotionally intelligent, spiritually conscious, deeply informed — and absolutely insufferable.

I used to think being smart was the goal. Be sharp, be woke, be tuned in. You know what it got me? Insomnia, stomach ulcers, and a deep, seething hatred of dinner parties. Knowledge is not power. It’s a burden. A slow, grinding, torturous crawl into awareness, and for what? So you can understand just how completely screwed everything is while your neighbor, who thinks “The Onion” is real news, gets promoted twice in six months?

You think too much, you suffer. It’s that simple. You know who doesn’t worry about the collapsing economy, the rise of AI overlords, or whether their diet is destroying the planet? Morons. Morons sleep like babies. They wake up, drink six Monster Energies, post a blurry selfie with the caption “Livin’ my best life”, and then they live it. Unbothered. Unaware. Unapologetically stupid.

You ever talk to someone who really cares about climate change? Not just “I bring my tote bag to Trader Joe’s” care, I mean real care — the type that comes with charts, documentaries, and the perpetual frown of someone who knows too much. These are the people who’ll glare at your plastic straw while clicking “Place Order” on their eighth Amazon delivery that week. “We’re killing the planet,” they say, slathering almond butter onto their imported gluten-free bread that flew across three continents in a refrigerated cargo hold.

And I get it. I was that guy. I used to recycle compulsively, read the labels on shampoo bottles, try to memorize which bin was for what kind of trash. You know what I learned? Half that stuff still ends up in the same landfill. Meanwhile, the idiot who throws his beer cans in with the diapers and pizza boxes sleeps like a king. Why? Because he’s free.

See, thinking is a trap. Caring is the bait. You get lured in with the idea that your brain is some kind of weapon. But it isn’t. It’s a sponge. And once it’s soaked up enough information, it drips all over your peace of mind. That’s when the anxiety kicks in. That’s when you start arguing with strangers on the internet at 3 a.m. because someone said dogs don’t belong in restaurants. That’s when your blood pressure spikes over a tweet.

So what’s the solution?

Turn it off.

No, not your phone. (Although that would help.) Turn you off. Flip the switch. Stop thinking. Stop analyzing. Stop giving a damn. Try it. Spend one day walking through the world like you’ve never read a newspaper, never taken a philosophy class, never once clicked a link that started with “10 Shocking Reasons Why...” Pretend you’re the village idiot. Smile at pigeons. Forget your password. Let someone else win the argument. It’s beautiful.

Smart is stress. Stupid is peace.

And I like peace.

Let me tell you about my cousin Ricky.

Ricky has been evicted four times, totaled three cars, married twice, divorced once, and he still walks around like he’s auditioning for a cologne ad. Shirt unbuttoned halfway, hair gelled with something flammable, and that same blank grin like he’s just won the lottery of life. Spoiler: he hasn’t. He lost his job last year because he accidentally set the breakroom microwave on fire. Was he heating up food? No. A vape cartridge. Don’t ask.

But here’s the thing. Ricky always lands on his feet. Always. He gets fired, and a week later he’s on some yacht bartending for people who pronounce “Moët” correctly. He crashes his car, and some old fling gives him another one, claiming he’s “got such a good heart.” He ruins every opportunity with reckless abandon, and then opportunities just... keep showing up like stray cats. I hate him. I envy him.

You see, Ricky doesn’t plan. Ricky doesn’t reflect. Ricky doesn’t apologize. And that, my friend, is why he’s invincible.

Meanwhile, there’s me — checking expiration dates on condiments, proofreading text messages, overthinking the shape of my eyebrows. I once had a panic attack in a parking garage because I couldn’t remember if I locked my front door. (I had. Twice.) People like me collapse under the weight of our own brains. People like Ricky? They float.

And he’s not alone. Every family has at least one — the walking calamity who brings ruin like confetti. They lose jobs, cheat on partners, show up drunk to funerals, and somehow become everyone’s favorite uncle. There’s a strange magic in their ability to destroy without consequence. It’s like watching a toddler swing a chainsaw and never get hurt. Gravity doesn’t apply to them. Karma’s on vacation. The universe just shrugs and hands them another drink.

I once asked Ricky — after he “accidentally” flooded his landlord’s basement while trying to install a hot tub — if he ever feels guilty. He looked at me like I’d spoken Sanskrit.

“Guilt? What for?” he said, lighting a cigarette with a toaster. “It wasn’t my fault the pipes were old.”

I stared at him, trying to calculate the cost of the damage. He was already scrolling through Tinder.

“You ever think maybe you just... don’t care enough?” I asked.

“Nah,” he said. “I think you care too much. That’s your problem.”

And damn it, he was right.

The world doesn’t reward intelligence. It rewards ease. Charm. Shamelessness. The people who win aren’t always the best — they’re just the ones too stupid to stop and question themselves. They fail upward because they never look down. And while the rest of us are busy building plans and moral frameworks and neatly organized email folders, they’re living.

Like parasites on society’s Wi-Fi.

And they never pay the bill.

Here’s a little exercise for you, champ. Try going one full day — just twenty-four hours — without thinking.

I mean it. Turn your brain off. Unplug the meat computer. No opinions, no inner monologue, no “Hmm, I wonder if they’re mad at me.” Just float through the hours like a half-baked marshmallow. Go to work, smile vaguely, agree with everyone. Don’t analyze. Don’t fact-check. Don’t dig deeper. Just nod and go, “Yeah, totally,” even if someone tells you their cat reads tarot cards.

You won’t last five minutes.

But you should try. You’ll start to realize how deeply diseased we are with thought. You can’t even pour cereal without launching into an internal documentary: Should I be eating carbs? Is- oat-milk really better than cow milk? I read somewhere- the-almond industry kills bees. Why didn’t I go vegan- when I had the chance? I’m a failure. My dad was right.

That’s not breakfast. That’s psychological warfare.

Now take Jimmy. Jimmy works at the gas station near my house. He doesn’t think. He doesn’t blink. He once handed me a receipt for a bottle of water and said, “That’s proof you exist.” Then he laughed for a solid thirty seconds. Was he joking? Maybe. Was he dumb? Absolutely. Was he happy? Unquestionably. The guy has never heard of existential dread. He listens to dubstep and drinks neon-green slushies for breakfast. He is free.

Because here’s the great cosmic joke they don’t tell you in school: Wisdom is for suckers.

You know what wisdom gets you? Isolation. Regret. That awful look people give you when you speak too much truth at the wrong dinner table. Try telling your friend she married a narcissist. Try telling your boss their “team-building workshop” is cult propaganda. Truth hurts. And the truth-teller always gets blamed.

But stupid — ah, stupid is safe. Stupid doesn’t know shame. Stupid doesn’t double back and dissect every word it said in a conversation. Stupid doesn’t replay failures in bed at 2 a.m. like a sad little Netflix series. Stupid sleeps.

That’s freedom.

I knew a guy in college who once declared during a debate that “Africa is a country.” Just said it like it was gospel, then moved on to chewing gum like he’d solved world hunger. Everyone laughed. But guess what? Ten years later, he’s selling condos in Miami and driving a Porsche. Me? I spent half a decade trying to finish a novel that nobody read and the other half arguing with baristas about what “medium roast” actually means.

So yeah, go ahead and try the no-thinking challenge. Walk around like a man-shaped jellyfish. Smile at babies. Watch reality shows without irony. Scroll through comments and believe them.

Be stupid.

It might just save your life.
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They’re everywhere now.

You can’t open a website, walk into a store, or even turn on your damn fridge without being greeted by a smiling digital helper named something like Ava or Kiri or Clippy 2.0. “Hi there! Can I help you today?” No. No, you can’t. You can shut the hell up and let me read the menu like a human being. If I need help, I’ll ask — that’s how interaction used to work before the Age of Robotic Codependence.

The last time I tried to buy a pair of shoes online, I was interrupted seven times by a pop-up chatbot who wanted to walk me through the “experience.” What experience? I want size 11. I want them in black. That’s it. I don’t need an AI concierge stroking my ego while I scroll. “Need help selecting a width?” No, Brenda-bot, I’ve had feet for over six decades. I think I’ve got this one covered.

And don’t get me started on predictive text. Predictive for who? Half the time I type “I’ll be there soon,” it tries to change it to “I’ll be dead soon.” Which, honestly, fair. But still. These tools that are supposed to make life easier — they just make me want to set my phone on fire and go live in the woods with a pack of angry squirrels.

You know what’s scarier than AI becoming sentient? AI staying exactly as dumb as it is now and being handed more power anyway. These things don’t even work, and we’ve already let them run job applications, customer service lines, online dating, and — my personal favorite — therapy apps. Because nothing says mental health like confessing your deepest fears to a smiling bubble with a loading bar.

I walked into a pharmacy last week and before I even reached the counter, a little robot voice chirped, “Are you looking for a product?” I said no. It asked again. I said no louder. It asked again. I finally snapped, “I’m looking for a restraining order against you.” The clerk giggled. The machine beeped. I walked out without my deodorant. I’d rather stink than be counseled by a plastic pest on wheels.
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