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Prologue

 

 

 

If you have begun to suspect that your world has morphed into a dystopian parody, where logic and common sense are not making sense anymore, whether you are watching the news, debating with your friends and loved ones, at your workplace or just scrolling through your phone, then there is hope! There is hope for us as Humanity that we are not maybe that fucked or should I say, at least  not yet.

 

I hear you! Yes you, the most optimistic of us: “nothing new to see, we - as a Human species - always disagreed”, and oh boy on so many things. We had our different political views and preferences and you had to pick a side; conservative or liberal, Democrat or Republican if you were in the US, Left or Right in Europe. But Ultimately, We -as a Majority- agreed rightly or wrongly to call dictatorship  any part of the world where “We the People” didn’t have our choice or say. 

 

There was a time when science wasn’t a matter of opinion — when facts were not open for debate, but for understanding. We accepted empirical truth not as dogma, but as the best model we had to describe reality — precise within its limits, and honest about where those limits lay. Science was never meant to explain everything, only everything it could measure.

 

Curiously, in times less divided, our sense of direction was sharper. We knew where freedom ended and tyranny began, where science stood apart from mysticism, where the empirical yielded to the esoteric. Above all, we shared an almost quaint ability to distinguish reason from STUPIDITY.

 

1


There used to be natural selection.

 

 

 

 

 

Once upon a more sensible time, if you poked a bear, you ended up dead—or, if fortune had a sense of humour, merely half-eaten. Stupid decisions had real consequences. And your family name would bear eternal witness to your brilliance: generations proudly (or apologetically) carrying the surname Pokbear—a mark less of legacy than of lineage, commemorating that one visionary ancestor who thought he could outsmart nature armed with nothing but optimism and stupidity.

 

Stupid has always been among us — as ancient as humanity itself — driven by the same primal instinct as every living thing: survival. Yet his chances of outlasting his peers were once delightfully slim, and usually nonexistent. Natural selection had a charming habit of tidying up after him, preserving, if not the best of us, at least the less stupid. But not anymore! Somewhere in the last couple of decades, something began to shift — or as my nine-year-old would put it, something started cooking. The grand algorithm of evolution seems to have glitched, and now we find ourselves in an unfathomable new era where stupid not only survives, but thrives, prospers, and dies rich of all things.

 

Where once Stupid would have met his natural death somewhere in his thirties — blaming misfortune for a long résumé of terrible decisions and calling himself ‘unlucky’ right up to the end — he now ascends to the highest spheres of influence. He commands, he leads, he preaches, he advises. Once nature’s cautionary tale, he’s been promoted to motivational speaker. No longer confined to barstools and Darwin Awards, Stupid has discovered branding, and the world, inexplicably, has discovered faith in him.

 

Used to be, if you let yourself be choked — or choked somebody else — nature and the law solved the problem: burial, guilt, or prison. It wasn’t called the new trending social media challenge, but rather a stupid decision, as simple as that. Natural selection kept stupidity contained. Today we share the stunt, applaud it, and hit replay — and some of us  - not the brightest even give it a try convinced that this time the outcome will be different, and maybe even go viral.

 

Others take medical advice online from chiropractors who call themselves Doctors, prescribing apple cider vinegar and baking soda as the cure for everything from cancer to heartbreak. Fuck years of research and development, fuck peer review, fuck the twelve years of sleepless nights and study to master a single discipline - they’ve cracked the code and stupid line up to drink the Kool aid, or apple cider vinegar in this case.

 

So what the hell happened? Why isn’t natural selection doing its job anymore and the mass of stupid still alive ? Of course there are the unlucky ones - dead presumably, who cannot post their final thoughts and like & share from the afterlife, let alone unsubscribe from their favourite Chiropractor - excuse me favourite Doctor Youtube channel. Others were never sick to begin with just self-diagnosed casualties of too many medical dramas and WebMD at 2 a.m, another consequence of stupidity going hand in hand with boredom. But ultimately and interestingly the vast majority ended up at some point seeking real help from real Doctors. 

 

And here lies the biggest problem and the dilemma. No matter how stupid they are, there is always that smart ass saviour who believes in science and common sense, ultimately saving stupid and ruinning it for natural selection. Yes! that one guy who dedicated his life studying, reading, experimenting and counting the days until his student loan is fully paid. It’s as if the brightest among us are working overtime to keep stupidity alive, and in doing so, engineering our own extinction.

 

if you can’t fix stupid, should you really save him? Should you interfere in the natural course of things, survival and selection. This is a slippery slope to eugenics I will concede, one that was debated and dissected by the likes of Dostoyevsky, Nietzsche or Kafka. But allow me to develop here. At least we were able to read and debate, challenge the concepts and the ideas without calling Nietzsche “a freak”, Kafka a “leftist lunatic” or Dostoyevsky “woke”.  Needless to say that banning books was the privilege of dictators and obscurantist, Hi Florida!. There was a time when we knew the difference between the idiot, the stupid and the uneducated. But that fine line — like nuance itself — seems to have quietly faded. And we certainly lost confidence in our ability not to be influenced and yet enriched from others.

 

There was a time when an Author could get away with asking whether the world might, in fact, be better off without a greedy pawnbroker who thrived on human misery. Readers were trusted to handle a little moral discomfort without forming an online mob. Dare we still ask whether the world — and humanity at large — might be better off if natural selection were allowed to do its job, and stupidity were, as nature intended, outnumbered? Or must we bow to the sacred army of keyboard warriors, foaming with indignation and, in their outrage, unwittingly confessing their allegiance to the very species under discussion? After all, progress has never been so loudly defended by those who least understand what it means.

 

So what are we to do if stupid can neither be fixed nor outnumbered? I sit there, binge-watching Chris Hayes delivering the news in disbelief as if it was published on the Onion, The poor Mehdi Hasan still heroically and tirelessly trying to reason with stupid, Owen Jones trembling with righteous fury and begging the world to wake the fuck up, while Bassem Youssef, for the sake of his sanity, has surrendered to sarcasm. And yet, on the opposite end of the spectrum, their counterparts sit with that smug, knowing grin — the kind that doesn’t argue, doesn’t explain, just whispers through the silence: we’re winning “bigly” as the connoisseur of bigly fuck ups would share on his “truth” social media feed. Because who reads governments press release anymore? No one!, stupidity goes unfiltered and unchecked from the fingers of leaders and pseudo experts to the mass.

 

And here’s the truly terrifying part: a buffoon elected by a majority of the stupid and the uneducated is still, by every definition, a democratically elected President - and buffoon. When he begins dismantling, piece by piece, the very safeguards once considered sacred, and does so with the full blessing of his devoted army of idiots, there’s no graceful way back. And when the rest of us raise the alarm? Their response is simple: FAFO. You almost have to admire the irony — stupid reminding us that our refusal to let natural selection run its course is precisely why they still have a voice… or a keyboard.

 

It isn’t just politics, it’s your workplace too. Imagine pulling off a global pandemic — not without its generous share of stupidity and melodrama. Remember when toilet paper became a prized commodity, and we had to remind people not to drink or inject bleach? Out of that chaos, we somehow discovered a new balance: people working from home, caring for their families, actually enjoying fragments of their lives. Productivity didn’t fall; hundreds of studies confirmed what common sense already knew — that a sane worker is a better worker. And yet, Stupid, true to form, found a way to ruin it.

 

I’m not talking about the amateur stupid — the guy who forgot to hide his real name while asking on public forums how to fake working from home, or the genius posting beach selfies from Bali while supposedly on a Zoom call from Arizona, tagging his own manager in the process. No, I mean the professional grade of stupid — the kind whose decisions ripple across society. ‘Let’s get everyone back to the office,’ they said. ‘Let’s fill the roads, crush public transport, burn more fuel, and wreck the planet just a little faster. And while we’re at it, let’s all eat shit again, because who has time to cook after commuting, raising kids, and pretending to have a social life?’

 

And why, you might ask, is that stupid? Aren’t CEOs supposed to be the crème de la crème — the visionaries, the thinkers, the ones with the big-picture view? Don’t take my word for it; just look around. People are making fewer babies — not because they hate children, but because no one has the time or the sanity to fuck responsibly anymore. Loneliness has become epidemic, and some now find comfort in virtual companions after discovering that dating apps forgot the most essential filter of all: the ‘remove stupid’ option. 

 

And what fun would it be if it didn’t hit home? It used to be the drunk uncle at Thanksgiving, the one who’d slip a racial slur between mouthfuls of turkey and cheap beer. Now it’s closer — spouses, parents, children — the people we love most joining the grand chorus of the wilfully dumb. These are the same folks who can’t quite grasp that if the immigrant doesn’t scrub the toilets or pick the crops, terrified of being deported for the crime of wanting a better life, then no one will. Ask the ‘Farmers for Trump’ how that’s working out — their labour was immigrant, their markets were global, and their chosen saviour’s campaign promise was to destroy both. And when the crops fail, when the old outnumber the young, when a crumbling healthcare system collapses under the weight of a sick and aging population — what then? People die. All of them. The stupid and the bright alike. It’s as if karma and natural selection finally teamed up, punishing us all for keeping stupid alive.

 

Ask ‘Latinos for Trump’ how it feels to watch the Supreme Court hand ICE the right to racially profile them, to stop and question citizens who simply look too Mexican. Or ask ‘Blacks for Trump’ why their history is being quietly erased from books, museums, and libraries, one page at a time.
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