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AUTHOR’S NOTE

	

	

	
T



	his book owes its existence to William Shakespeare, who has been interrupting my thoughts for years with inconvenient truths and surprisingly practical wisdom. Without his unruly brilliance—and without the Fool’s stubborn habit of telling the truth to power—these pages might have remained little more than a long complaint about modern politics. With them, they became something else: a manual, of sorts, for crossing the apocalypse of stupidity with grace, humor, and the occasional well-aimed line of verse.

	In my own life, I have also been fortunate to cross paths with unusually wise people: teachers, friends, colleagues, and strangers who treated the world not as a script to obey, but as a stage to question. They showed me how some are born with a restless curiosity about the role they have been handed, while many others simply accept their part and never ask who wrote the play. That tension—between questioning and quiet acceptance—is woven through every page of this book.

	My years as a career diplomat offered another, more empirical lesson: stupidity is a profoundly democratic resource. It respects no border, serves no single ideology, and flourishes with equal enthusiasm in every culture, nation, and continent. If we cannot abolish this universal human talent, perhaps we can at least learn to recognize it, laugh at it, and—when necessary—outwit it.

	This book is written in that spirit: not to sneer, not to scold, but to stay awake, amused, and alert. The Fool, after all, does not promise salvation. He merely refuses to play along.
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	 Better a witty fool than a foolish wit.

	— Twelfth Night 1.5 (Maria)



INTRODUCTION

	All the world is a stage.

	(and it’s on fire)

	

	

	
W



	ell met, gentle reader! Seeking wisdom, are you? Bold quest indeed! Though I must ask—what strange sorcery makes you turn to a 400-year-old playwright to rescue a collapsing planet, faltering democracies, and attention spans shorter than a sonnet? Ambitious. I approve.

	Since introductions are spells, here’s mine—The Fool. Not just a fool—The Fool. Court jester to kings and madmen (often the same fellow). My trade? Telling truths to ears that flinch at them. I wear many hats: philosopher, prankster, prophet of doom. Riddles are my armor; plain speech gets one beheaded, canceled, or “politely” shown the door. Lucky me—I have nothing to lose. I was born unemployed.

	You see, I’ve been wandering through this world of scrolls and screens, watching mortals stumble toward a cliff’s edge while cheering for those who build the fire at the bottom. I’ve spent ages studying folly in all its forms—but even I must admit, the stupidity of this era is something else.

	A stupidity that trends. That sells. That wins elections and melts ice caps. 

	In this shiny new world, where ignorance is monetized and moral clarity is “just another opinion,” it’s not the dragons or the floods you should fear—it’s the people insisting neither exist. 

	Ah, the age of miracles—satellites that see every leaf, yet children starve beneath their gaze. Humanity mastered abundance and promptly forgot how to share.

	Now, I’ve seen plenty of idiots in my time. Lear handing his kingdom over to flattery. Macbeth trading sleep for suspicion. Caesar bleeding because Brutus was noble but gullible—and Antony knew how to tweet. 

	And you? You’ve built glowing rectangles that deliver rage on demand. You’ve trained algorithms to feed you lies you’ll love and truths you’ll swipe away. You’ve elected clowns and then wondered why the circus won’t leave town.

	So why drag old Will into this mess? Because even as fools multiply, wisdom still whispers from those ink-stained pages. The man knew you—your triumphs and your tantrums, your puffed-up pride and your petty wars dressed in modern fabric. He watched ambition put out its own eyes, power rot from within, and stupidity clamber onto the throne, wearing a borrowed crown. He knew the bargain: where empathy is sold for ego, where applause drowns out sense, and where a society doesn’t collapse with a bang, but with a standing ovation for the wrong speech.

	This folio is no lecture—it’s a mirror. A spotlight. A backstage pass to humanity’s oldest performances: the tragic, the comic, and the just plain dumb.

	So, pull up a seat, grab a latte, silence your phone, and let’s see what the Bard can teach a world on the brink. I’ll be your guide—your ghost of common-sense past. 

	A TALE BEFORE THE TEMPEST 

	Before we meet Lear, Othello, or Caesar, let me tell you a smaller story. A town still fictional—though it could just as well be yours.

	Long before Cold Cape was swallowed by the Atlantic, I—your humble Fool—was already the odd one at dinner parties, rattling on about how YouTube’s sorcery was turning friends into fanatics and how “anti-elitism” had shifted into an open war on facts.

	“Get thee to a beach chair!” they’d laugh. “Find some sand for that weary mind.” 

	But what this jester needed wasn’t sunscreen—it was a book. This book.

	Let's get started. 

	Cold Cape was a town built on stubborn pride. Nestled between jagged cliffs and the restless gray Atlantic, its people wore their resilience like a badge of honor. The townsfolk liked to say, “We don’t scare easily.” Ah, but they should have. The sea nibbled at their edges like a curious god, claiming three feet of coastline each year. Scientists begged the town to reinforce its crumbling flood defenses. 

	Mayor Sylvia Statom, a retired engineer, spent sleepless nights drafting grant proposals for a new seawall. Her voice cracked like the cliffs: “One big storm, and we’re done for.”

	But in tragedies, as I know all too well, it’s never the thunder that strikes first. It’s the whisper. Disaster didn’t come from the ocean. It came from within. 

	Enter J.D. “Big Truth” Riley, stage left. Mechanic by day, misinformation bard by night. Three months before the seawall vote, Riley launched a Facebook page called Cold Cape Awake!—and oh, awake they became. 

	Not to science, mind you, but to conspiracy tales: the seawall was a UN scheme to microchip residents; climate change was a hoax designed to bankrupt small towns; the real enemy wasn’t the rising sea, but “globalist bureaucrats.” 

	Riley’s garage-filmed speeches went viral online. The algorithm, bless its binary heart, recommended them like fresh catch. “Don’t let them control you!” strangers shouted from distant basements. 

	Poor Sylvia—her town hall meetings had turned into shouting matches. A man wearing a “Don’t Tread on Me” hat claimed the seawall’s concrete would “leach estrogen into the water.” A woman accused Sylvia of taking bribes from “eco-fascists” and “big windmill companies.” 

	When a state scientist tried to speak, the “True Patriots” drowned him out with air horns. Brutus had it easier compared to this.

	The vote? A landslide against reality. Fifty-two percent of Cold Cape chose to tear down the existing barriers and reject federal aid. 

	At the victory rally, J.D. grinned under a tent, selling Cold Cape Awake! T-shirts. “We took back our future!” he roared.

	Six weeks later, the sea took it too.

	Storm Sarah struck like Lear’s tempest—merciless, biblical, and utterly unimpressed with denial. Forty-foot waves devoured the cliffs. The town’s drain system, clogged from years of neglect, turned streets into furious rivers. Sylvia, waist-deep in chaos, livestreamed her final plea from her kitchen. A telephone pole cut off the broadcast.

	By dawn, Cold Cape was a ghost. Twelve souls lost. Hundreds were left in ruins. They found J.D. crushed under his garage door. A Cold Cape Awake! shirt floated by, still in its wrapper. On the last wall of the Rusty Anchor diner, someone scrawled what might as well have been a Shakespearean epitaph:

	THEY TOLD US. WE DIDN’T LISTEN.

	Now, don’t mistake this for your average disaster story. No, no. This wasn’t just a storm. It was a case study in something far more insidious: stupidity.

	The dangerous kind.

	The kind that feeds on fear and arrogance, feasting on algorithmic affirmation.

	The kind that turns pride into poison and truth into treason.

	Cold Cape didn’t drown in water, my heart—it drowned in delusion.

	And so, dear reader… Cold Cape is everywhere. It lives in governments that mock expertise, in CEOs who toast profits while the planet burns, in millions who cry “hoax” at glaciers that no longer exist.

	The problem isn’t just that idiots have found their way into the system—it’s that they are now the system.

	But if they are winning so far, fret not!—there is hope yet. For I’ve brought a friend. Witty fellow. Big on masks, mistakes, and moral reckoning. He’s seen this show long before—and more than once. 

	He didn’t just mock madness—he handed us the tools to survive it: a touch of empathy, a hint of curiosity, a moment of honest reflection, and a spine that won’t bend when truth becomes unpopular. Ancient tools—but they still work. 

	This paper stage is about peering through his lens—seeing the 21st century not as a brave new world, but as a well-worn play. Today’s politicians strut and fret on TikTok. Today’s mobs cry “fake news!” where once they shouted “mutiny!” Same greed, same fear, same foolishness—just with shinier screens and faster Wi-Fi.

	So take the Bard’s hand. Not to retreat into the past, but to see the present clearly. If we are to duel with stupidity—and duel we must—we’ll need an ally who has read this script before.

	

	Curtain up. 

	Let the reckoning begin.

	Enter Master Shakespeare!

	

	

	

	

	

	

	

	

	




	 

	 

	 


	PART I

	A WORLD GONE FOOLISH
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	SHAKESPEARE FOR A WORLD ON THE BLINK

	Because Modern Crises Need Elizabethan Warnings

	

	

	
L



	et’s be honest—when you hear "Shakespeare," your mind may summon dusty tomes, stiff collars, and someone droning on in a classroom that smells of chalk and despair. But the Bard’s work? It isn’t a museum relic. It’s a 400-year-old mirror, burnished to reflect our worst instincts with unsettling accuracy. His plays are less “literature” and more the greatest hits of human folly: greed, jealousy, blind faith, gossip (now rebranded as fake news), and those well-meaning disasters that pave the road to ruin.

	And who am I to tell you this? Not a clown in floppy shoes, but the licensed jester—the one who sees through the farce and says what no one else dares. Shakespeare gave me wit as weapon and mockery as shield, and I’ve been sharpening both ever since. Now I turn them on your world—because heavens above, it needs it.

	The 21st century is staging a new epic—tragedy, satire, and farce all at once. We’ve got crumbling empires, fragile egos in gilded towers, climate collapse fit to make Lear weep, and mobs armed not with pitchforks but hashtags. Macbeths with microphones. Iagos with Wi-Fi. Crowds, a single speech away from setting the digital forum aflame.

	I’ve seen your leaders mishandle crises like they’re auditioning for a farce. I’ve watched social media turn town squares into coliseums. I’ve watched floods of clickbait drown drought warnings. And yes—algorithmic charmers are leading nations by the nose while fascist nostalgia, intolerance, and techno-hubris hum in the background like a bad overture. Take my word, it feels like watching civilization rehearse its own funeral.

	Now, picture me, bells and all, standing between you and the cold tide that sank poor Cold Cape. That drowning was real—but it’s also a mirror. Humanity is not just sinking in water; it’s marinating in moral rot: an old poison with new packaging—tribalism, stupidity, fascism, and neat little lies that bite like sugar-coated glass.

	Why so fast, you ask? Because the glittering rectangles in every palm have turned misfortune into theater and theater into judgment. The platforms don’t just mirror us—they amplify our ugliest reflexes. Denial feeds delay, delay feeds catastrophe, catastrophe feeds fear, and fear breeds more denial. It’s a perfect ouroboros of idiocy.1

	This isn’t ordinary foolishness—it’s turbocharged. We’re not dealing with a village idiot anymore—we’ve built a global platform that rewards outrage and monetizes ignorance. Stupidity is now a business model: systemic, profitable, even… presidential. Shakespeare knew this dynamic well: folly thrives best beside power, pride, and polished lies.

	So why dust off the Bard? Because as I scroll through your daily tragicomedy, I hear an old line rewritten: The fault is not in our stars, but in our feeds. Will mapped the traps centuries ago—kings too vain to listen, mobs too loud to think, schemers too clever for their own good. He didn’t write pretty speeches; he left blueprints for survival.

	Literature is not escape—it’s training. King Lear is not just an old man yelling at clouds; it’s a masterclass in how pride deafens power. Shakespeare teaches us to ask: Who’s pulling the strings? Who profits from the chaos? What can still be done—together?

	In his world, foolishness isn’t a subplot. It’s the engine. It topples thrones, poisons discourse, shrinks decent people into frightened shadows. Macbeth, once valiant, becomes a butcher when ambition whispers. Othello, noble, unravels when doubt is fed drop by drop. Trade witches for predictive dashboards, Iago for a viral thread—and the tragedies leap from the stage into your living room.

	But the Bard didn’t just diagnose; he smuggled remedies. Empathy against tribal drums. Humility against certitude. Courage against convenience. Reason against spectacle. Even in Romeo and Juliet, those reckless star-crossed teens remind us that love can bridge divides—if we don’t sabotage it first.

	And remember: Shakespeare didn’t write for scholars sipping sherry in ivory towers. He wrote for butchers and bakers, sailors and scoundrels. For people who laughed too loud, loved too hard, and stumbled home beneath stars they barely noticed. People like us.

	Before influencers and self-help sages sold their “ten steps to enlightenment,” Shakespeare had already peeked behind the curtain and tattled on us all. He knew our weak spots: vanity, sweet lies, pack-mind howling with the herd. But his plays aren’t just mirrors—they’re maps.

	So step away from the algorithm. Step into the Globe. Let the Bard pull us back from the brink. We’ve always been a little lost, a little loud, a little too human. But his plays remind us: there is always a turning point—a moment to choose mercy over madness, wit over noise, a future over a funeral.

	THE WISDOM IN MOCKERY 

	Look, there goes an idiot! 

	Shakespeare knew truth wears bells better than robes. He smuggled reality past the guards, wrapped in jokes. He sweetened medicine with laughter, so it slipped down before the patient knew they’d swallowed it.

	So instead of rolling his eyes at humanity’s endless parade of stupidity—kings behaving like toddlers, peasants cosplaying as nobles—he sends us, the clowns.

	Touchstone skewers courtly love in As You Like It. Jacques—not a licensed fool—turns melancholy into a dagger with “All the world’s a stage.” Hamlet’s gravediggers crack jokes while death watches. Puck cackles as lovers lose their wits in A Midsummer Night's Dream. Even Banquo’s ghost crashes dinner in Macbeth like a meme with perfect timing. And I, Lear’s Fool, once told my king, “Thou shouldst not have been old till thou hadst been wise,” 2 and lived to sing the line—vinegar where courtiers poured honey. 

	It’s no accident that my dearest colleague Touchstone gave us the truest riddle: “The fool doth think he is wise, but the wise man knows himself to be a fool.”3 Not cynicism—survival. The moment you’re sure you’re clever, folly is already tightening the noose. And Feste, sly imp of Twelfth Night, sealed the creed: “Better a witty fool than a foolish wit.”4 Not a trifle of wordplay, but Shakespeare’s philosophy. Again and again, the “clever” strut toward ruin, while the Fool—humble enough to doubt, sharp enough to laugh—carries the truer mirror. 

	Laughter, rightly used, is not escape; it’s self-defense—a blade that cuts pomp down to person, turning thunder-throated monarchs back into men shivering in the rain. Mockery, when honest, is the scalpel that saves what sermons cannot.

	If Will lived today, his quill would roast straw-haired kinglets tweeting about tariffs, skewer snake-oil gurus hawking $200 crystals, and feast on flat-Earthers and anti-vaxxers alike. Not to humiliate, but to correct. His question was never “Whom shall we shame?” but “Where are we staggering—and how do we stop?”

	So take heart, dear reader. Even in storms of nonsense, hope flickers. In Lear’s thunder, Hamlet’s doubt, and Malvolio’s gullibility, we see ourselves. And in that reflection lies the chance to change before becoming the next cautionary tale.
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	THE AGE OF THE HOLY IDIOT

	Why Stupidity Threatens Us More Than Malice
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	h, dear soul, I see you’ve stumbled through my opening chatter and the grand prelude, and still you linger. That already makes you wiser than half the mob shouting online. Don’t get smug, though. Even I—a certified Fool by profession and birthright—know that the moment you fancy yourself wise, you’re halfway to disaster. Now the real play begins, where Shakespeare’s quill leaps like a mad hare.

	Come closer. The fun's just getting dangerous, and the stage grows crowded—for now, we must speak of fools. Not the charming, truth-telling, rhyme-spouting, cap-and-bell-wearing kind like me. No, I mean the Holy Idiots of this age: influencers, autocrats, conspiracy theorists, podcast prophets in branded hoodies who claim to have unlocked the secrets of the universe after watching three YouTube videos and half-reading a tweet.

	We’re not, as some would have it, in a crisis of intelligence. There’s no lack of smart people out there. We have scientists aiming telescopes at the edge of the universe and twelve-year-olds coding apps between orthodontist visits. No, the real crisis—the one Shakespeare would instantly recognize—is a crisis of stupidity.

	We are living through what I call a Renaissance of Stupidity—not to insult anyone’s IQ, mind you, but a name for those facepalm choices that make you ask, “What were they thinking?” This isn’t ignorance or lack of brainpower; it’s the active, self-assured, often well-funded variety: the disaster artist, the chaos agent, the saboteur who derails progress and leaves everyone worse off.

	And don’t mistake it for some shiny new curse. This folly is ancient—older than kings and crumbling empires. From the yes-men who cheered as thrones toppled to the algorithms that now script our waking hours, stupidity has swollen far beyond mere ignorance. This round, it isn’t just noisy—it’s weaponized. To see why it festers so deeply today, let us call two other wise men to the stage: Carlo Cipolla and Dietrich Bonhoeffer.

	Picture Italy in 1976, knee-deep in the "Years of Lead"—bombs rattling streets, politics splintered, the air thick with dread. Out of that chaos, historian Carlo Cipolla handed us a wicked little gift: The Basic Laws of Human Stupidity.5 His verdict? Blunt, brilliant, and impossible to ignore—stupidity is neither ignorance nor malice, but a force all of its own.

	Ah, Cipolla! He dared to say aloud what most only mutter: stupidity—more than malice—may be the true engine of the world’s misfortunes. There are far more foolish among us than anyone suspects. They sit on thrones and in boardrooms, lecture halls and lunchrooms. And here’s the cruel joke: no amount of schooling, money, charm, or titles inoculates against it. Stupidity, like the plague, visits high and low alike.

	But what is it, really? Cipolla cuts clean: the stupid are those who harm others while gaining nothing—and often injure themselves in the bargain. Wrecking balls without aim, they swing wide, shattering sense and fortune alike. Worse, the clever among us smirk, assuming we can sidestep them, outwit them, dance around their chaos. Foolish faith! In that very confidence, we stumble into their trap.

	Make no mistake: stupidity is the most dangerous force of all. A thief at least wants your coin. A villain seeks your power. But the stupid? They want nothing—and still bring ruin. They scorch the field, trip over their own feet, and pull the village down with them. They are jesters who don’t know they’re joking and kings who don’t know they’re naked—committed to chaos for chaos’s sake.

	But these are no dusty scrolls of theory, no. They are as real as spilled wine and twice as bitter. History, my friends, is one long parade of fools dressed as sages. Take that Roman senator—a man of noble toga and empty head—who, in a famine, blocked subsidized grain to hobble his populist rivals (heaven forbid the poor should eat). The outcome? Riots, instability, and a government teetering like a drunk centurion. Or those oh-so-wise 19th-century British officials who scoffed at germ theory and blamed cholera outbreaks on “moral decay.” Because bacteria clearly respect your virtue, don’t they? That kind of ignorance delayed the development of basic sanitation by decades and claimed thousands of lives.6

	Cipolla’s idiot, you see, isn’t just a regular fool—it’s someone whose foolishness operates on a whole other level. It’s a universal saboteur, a human-shaped bomb that disrupts progress without rhyme or reason.

	And modern history? An endless buffet. Imagine, if you will, the 21st-century politician who slashes pandemic defenses just to “own the opposition”—then watches his own flock drop dead. Or the CEO who guts environmental safeguards for a fleeting stock bump, only to drown later in lawsuits, boycotts, and a plummeting share price. Folly, served hot, with a side of irony.

	These aren’t mere blunders, oh no. They’re the crown jewels of what Carlo Cipolla named stupidity: follies so grand they wound the world and their author in one dazzling act of self-sabotage. A spectacle of ruin played for laughs. 

	Curtain call—bravo!

	But if Cipolla’s idiot wrecks the economy, Bonhoeffer’s idiot poisons the soul. A man of faith, steel, and spine, Bonhoeffer wasn’t just any theologian—he was the kind who told Hitler to get stuffed. For that, he was imprisoned and hanged. Yet before they could silence him, he left us a blistering truth wrapped in a deceptively simple sentence: “Stupidity is a more dangerous enemy of the good than malice.”

	Why? Because malice, at least, plays by rules we can see. It plots, it schemes, it knows its own darkness. Malice may be cruel, but it’s self-aware—it can be unmasked, cornered, even made to blush. Sometimes, it even regrets.

	Stupidity, though? That’s a different beast entirely. It cannot be reasoned with, doesn’t care for truth, and shrugs off logic like a bad Wi-Fi signal. It isn’t fueled by hatred so much as by cowardice, conformity, lazy thinking, and that mule-headed refusal to pause and ask: Wait—does this make sense at all?7 

	And that—that’s the perfect recipe for tyranny.

	Alone in his cell, Bonhoeffer looked out at the wreck of his country—Goethe’s land, Kant’s land— choking on its own madness. How had so many decent souls become obedient cogs in a machine of murder? The answer wasn’t hatred. Not even ideology. No, it was bleaker still: they had simply stopped thinking.

	They let others do the shouting. They bowed to uniforms. They called tyrants "entertaining" or "necessary." They convinced themselves it was someone else’s problem—until it wasn’t.

	Bonhoeffer’s idiot is no mustache-twirling villain. He’s your neighbor, your cousin, your colleague. The one who mutters, ‘I’m not political,’ as freedoms vanish. The one who laughed at the demagogue, called him a buffoon, and then gaped when the buffoon seized the crown. He’s the 1950s American who waved off McCarthy’s witch hunts—‘Well, they’re probably Communists’—and the Rwandan farmer who, drunk on propaganda, turned on the family next door. Nearly a million dead in a hundred days.8

	And today? The air thickens with a familiar fever, a new witch hunt costumed for our century. It wears flags, it speaks in slogans, it prowls for enemies both real and imagined. The peril isn’t that the idiot burns with hatred—it’s that he marches in step.

	Stupidity doesn’t see. It mocks facts, shrugs off debate—and, worst of all, never doubts itself. That’s why it’s scarier than evil. In 2016, millions voted for Brexit, admitting they didn’t really understand the EU—they just wanted to “stick it to the elites.”9

	That’s the chilling genius of moral stupidity: it needs no hatred, just indifference. No flames—just fog. And Bonhoeffer didn’t see stupidity only as a personal flaw. No, it’s a social illness. It flourishes in groups. It becomes stronger in echo chambers. It loves uniforms and hashtags. It grows when people stop thinking and start chanting.

	Now gather ‘round, dear reader, and let me tell you a tale of today’s idiot—not your average village buffoon. No, no. Today’s idiot is a hybrid beast: part saboteur, part coward, turbocharged by technology, and dressed in a confidence slicker than a politician’s handshake. 

	Unlike ignorance—which, bless it, can be cured with a book and a biscuit—modern stupidity is willful. It’s networked. It’s monetized. It wears hashtags and hoodies. It masquerades as a truth-seeking sage but then stumbles over hoaxes that couldn’t fool even a bored pigeon with Wi-Fi.

	You’ve seen it. QAnon prophets posting about secret tunnels and lizard people—trying to "wake up the sheeple." Tech moguls who profit from outrage while their platforms quietly radicalize teenagers at 2 a.m. Billionaires funding climate denial just long enough to buy beachfront property somewhere cooler.

	Social media didn’t just expose stupidity—it supercharged it. An MIT study found that lies spread six times faster than the truth because outrage is clickbait gold.10 Now, the idiot’s nonsense goes viral before the truth can even find its shoes.

	And here’s the twist—even I didn’t see it coming. The real menace isn’t just the bots. It’s us: Flesh-and-blood fools, Shakespeare’s mob reborn in pixel form. We’re the ones spreading lies faster than truth, clicking and quarreling, stoking the blaze like giddy arsonists at a fireworks show.

	Italian thinker and writer Umberto Eco—himself a Fool of the highest order—warned us back in 2015: "Social media gives legions of idiots the right to speak when they once only spoke at the bar after a glass of wine."

	Well said! Once, stupidity stayed local—your town’s conspiracy theorist sobered up by morning, his ranting forgotten with the dawn. Now? Algorithms press a megaphone into his hand and shower him with applause. Trolls find their tribes, echo chambers breed radicals, and the noisiest nonsense climbs the throne—not for being true, but for being loud, angry, and strutting with borrowed confidence.

	Remember “Pizzagate”? The lunatic tale that Hillary Clinton was running a child sex ring out of a pizzeria? Utterly debunked—yet one true believer still stormed in with a gun, ready to rescue children who didn’t exist. That wasn’t random. That was the algorithm at work—feeding clicks, not truth.

	And so, curtain up: welcome to the Age of the Holy Idiot.
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	SHAKESPEARE’S GOSPEL OF FOLLY

	Lord, what fools these mortals be.
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	ow this—this is where things get interesting. Long before Bonhoeffer scowled at the docile and Cipolla railed at disastrous fools, the true gospel of human folly was inked by Master Shakespeare himself.

	Were he alive today, he’d scroll that cursed feed they call X, watch the digital dunces caper by, and sigh—aye, a sigh as heavy as Lear’s storm—before whispering into the void, “Did I not warn thee?”

	Picture it: the Bard with a touchscreen, thumbs as quills, dropping tweets like daggers—poetry and roast in one breath, mic-drops in iambic pentameter. Long before fake news strutted the stage, he carved human stupidity with words so sharp that truth itself staggered off bleeding. And the punchline? Four centuries later, the farce hasn’t changed. New costumes, same damn fools.

	His stage was never empty of them: the loud, the lost, the dangerous, the blessed buffoons tripping over truth like a pebble in their boot. He knew every flavor—Macbeth’s blind lust for crowns, Lear’s thunderous delusions, Dogberry’s cheerful nonsense, Hamlet’s spiraling thought, Iago’s venomous wit. He offered no cures, only mirrors. Handed us a stage full of men who crash, burn, and sometimes—if the gods are kind—stumble into wisdom. Always the warning: give power to an idiot, and the tragedy writes itself.

	But ah, if only stupidity had one face. What mercy that would be! We could draw it on a poster—“Beware This Look”—and be done. But no. Stupidity is a trickster, a shapeshifter with more masks than I have bells.

	It seldom marches under a banner. No, no. It tiptoes in dressed as confidence, cloaked in conviction, polished with PowerPoint, or puffed up with pride. It bellows from a throne one day and tweets from a couch the next, crumbs on the shirt and a global audience at its feet. It can be crowned with jewels or buried in an HR memo.

	Shakespeare saw it centuries before bots or boardrooms. In his plays, stupidity isn’t a sideshow—it’s the main act. It ruins love stories (Romeo, you dolt), topples kingdoms (Lear, take a bow), derails revolutions (Brutus, oh Brutus), and whispers sweet poison into clever ears. It isn’t always loud. Sometimes it’s the advisor nodding too eagerly, or the hero mistaking folly for wisdom.

	And here’s the sting in the Fool’s tail: stupidity isn’t some stranger skulking in the crowd. It’s us. You. Me. Your uncle forwarding conspiracies. Your boss worshipping spreadsheets. Your favorite politician thundering with fake indignation, strutting like it’s Shakespeare in the Park.

	The Bard’s genius wasn’t merely in showing us folly—it was in teaching us how to spot it. Each play is a training manual. Each fool, a mirror. Each scene, a warning. He doesn’t offer salvation. He hands us spectacles.

	So—curtain up. Let us parade a few of the Bard’s best idiots. Laugh if you must. Squirm if you will. And beware the mirror.

	The Overconfident Idiot

	
MACBETH 


	First, let’s tip our hats to Macbeth—the fool most likely to be promoted. Not your village idiot with his socks on backward. No, he’s the polished kind: The high-functioning fool who mistakes one glittering triumph for a lifetime license to never be questioned again. He wins a war, closes a deal, launches an app—and suddenly the gods, apparently, speak only to him. Ah, but the gods rarely speak. It’s usually just witches. Or worse, shareholders.

	There he stands, bold, decorated, admired, and with blind spots the size of Greenland. A war hero hears three hedge-witches croak a riddle on a blasted moor: Thane today, King tomorrow. Half-truths are the Devil’s snacks, and our man devours the lot. Lady Macbeth pours ambition in his ear like hot wax, whispering the one line that has doomed more men than plague: “If you’re not a coward…,” she purrs. And so the man who won battles with honor murders a good king in his sleep, spills blood to wash away blood, and crowns himself lord of ashes.

	Macbeth thinks he’s seizing greatness. He’s torching everything—sleep, honor, friends, future, and yes, himself—all for a crown that never fits. He isn’t driven by malice alone. No, his engine burns a more volatile fuel: the belief that he alone can see the future.

	And oh, how he walks among us still: at tech summits and vanity conferences—swaggering about in tailored suits, tweeting from private jets, issuing manifestos between espresso shots. You know the type: builds a social media empire and suddenly thinks he’s qualified to rewire democracy, decide humanity’s fate, and colonize Mars—all before lunch. The one who believes content moderation is tyranny and that free speech includes… well, whatever he just posted.

	Yes, I’m looking at you, Musk.

	They didn’t start as villains. That’s what makes it tragic. They started as clever men. But cleverness, unmoored from humility, builds some truly awful things. Like Ponzi schemes. Or Twitter.

	You see, the Overconfident Idiot doesn’t always wear armor. Sometimes he wears hoodies, carries podcast microphones, or shows up at a TED Talk. He’s the kind who rebrands autocracy as “efficiency” and thinks carbon offsets justify flying ten thousand miles to give a speech on climate.

	To Cipolla, he’s the ultimate saboteur. And to me? He’s the crownless king with an echo chamber throne, the walking proof that brilliance untethered from wisdom becomes just another form of beautifully packaged stupidity.

	Shakespeare doesn’t give a flat villain. That would be too simple. He gives us a tragic man—a capable man—who stops listening, stops doubting, and starts believing his own hype. A man who mistakes destiny for license, and who, somewhere along the way, loses the plot—and takes the whole kingdom with him.

	So beware the Macbeths in your midst. The ones who talk like prophets and listen like tyrants. Because the most dangerous kind of fool? Oh, they never arrive bumbling. They arrive radiant, certain, adored.

	And they always, always bring matches.

	The Loyal Fool

	DOGBERRY

	Now to a different breed: less sword, more clipboard. Less ambition, more confusion. And armed with just enough authority to disrupt the gears of civilization. Let me introduce you to the bureaucrat with a badge, the unshakable titan of red tape, the patron saint of paperwork errors: Dogberry.

	In Much Ado About Nothing, he patrols Messina with the self-importance of a man promoted well beyond his abilities—and never stops celebrating. Shakespeare, bless him, didn’t just write Dogberry as comic relief. He wrote him as a warning in disguise. A love letter to incompetence given a uniform. 

	Dogberry is earnest. He is loyal. He is so proud of being a constable, you’d think he was knighted by the Queen of Logic herself. But alas! Words flee from him like reason from a conspiracy forum. He’s so prone to such linguistic chaos that it’s a miracle anyone understands him. And yet—somehow—he arrests the villains! Not from understanding, but because dumb luck sometimes works overtime.

	Right people. Wrong reasons. Right outcome. Wrong everything else. It’s like curing a headache by amputating the leg. Effective? Technically. Sensible? Absolutely not.

	Now, don’t laugh too quickly. Dogberry didn’t stay in Messina. He’s behind bulletproof glass, asking why your signature doesn’t match the one you signed in 1997. He’s in airport security, binning your toothpaste for being 102 milliliters. He’s the municipal official who insists you need Permit Form B-27 when the project requires B-26—but he’s “just following protocol.”

	Shakespeare’s point? Systems often reward loyalty over competence, and that’s where the trouble begins.

	Bonhoeffer, writing from the heart of Nazi Germany, saw that kind of stupidity as more dangerous than evil. Evil at least has intent. Stupidity follows orders. Dogberry doesn’t question bad logic—he enforces it with puffed-up pride and a tin badge. He doesn’t weigh the consequences. He recites policy like gospel, even when it contradicts the very purpose it was meant to serve.

	That, dear reader, is where comedy curdles into tragedy. And what did Bonhoeffer see before his eyes? A Nazi Germany full of Dogberries, from toe to top, carrying out the worst deeds with cheerful obedience. 
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