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I Don’t Know Sh*t About F*ck

Words of wisdom by everyone’s favorite criminal, Ruth Longmore, from the hit Netflix series

OZARK
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INTRODUCTION YOU DON’T KNOW SHIT ABOUT FUCK EITHER
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You ever met somebody who’s got a real high opinion of themselves, of their intellect or whatever, and then all of a sudden they just get blindsided by the shit they don’t know? They get stolen from, cheated on, or fuckin’ killed? I mean, the men in my family were basically pit bulls that could speak English, only meaner. Those men didn’t know anything, but they thought they knew everything—and that’s a dangerous place to be. They thought they had everything all figured out, but they didn’t have fuck-all figured.

That’s why you gotta be smart about your stupid. Know what you know, know what you don’t know, and know what you wanna know—and keep tabs on all of ’em. Hell, I think if some of the folks in my family had the wisdom deep down to know when they were being goddamn fools, they wouldn’t have gotten themselves killed. Assuming that you’re smarter than everyone is just about the dumbest move you can make, and you can quote me on that.

You see, that’s what’s at the heart of what I believe; that there’s always something to learn, no matter who you are. I don’t know shit about fuck and neither do you—no one does.

I mean, you ever seen someone with a fancy-ass college education try to calculate a tip for a waiter? It’s like they’ve got worms for brains all of a sudden. Like adding 20 percent is suddenly a sum floating beyond the outer limits of their minds. The truth is they don’t know shit about fuck, and if they just admitted it, if they’d just wave their waiter down and say “Give me a calculator, please” or “What do you think is fair, garçon?” I bet that server would end up getting a decent tip and wouldn’t have to go robbin’ hotel rooms with their family every so often. You see my point? All it takes is a little willingness to stop pretending you know it all and everyone fuckin’ wins.

To clarify, this isn’t about trying to be ignorant. It’s the opposite of that. It’s really a way of learning, starting from admitting what you don’t know. Approaching things from a place of not knowing shit is different than saying you don’t want to learn shit, right? I think this helps people from the ground up. It helps someone who’s hustling a few jobs get by a little easier if folks know how to tip right, and it helps those people giving out the tips not look like assholes. Most of all, looking at the world through the rose-colored glasses of not knowing shit about fuck helps people who are underestimated and underestimate themselves. I mean, look at me. I didn’t go to college, but I’ve done pretty well for myself, all things considered. If I had pretended to know things, I wouldn’t have gotten where I am.

Now, I used to complain about people reading self-help books, used to say self-help is the ultimate grift and that when I see people reading The Secret or whatever else, it would make me sick. See, the way I saw it, there ain’t no way to fix yourself—you just are what you are. So buying any of those books, you’re just out twenty bucks like a goddamn idiot. Now, I still think I was right about the grift, so I wanna be clear: This ain’t no self-help book. This is just kinda how I see the world—and a couple of things that helped me step up and grow up. I’m just telling you to look at who you really are and what you actually know. And what you don’t know.

The first thing I’ll tell you about this way of growing yourself is that it fuckin’ hurts. So, get ready for some pain, because fixin’ the way you do things (which is basically tryin’ to fix the way you are) hurts. Some people around you won’t want you to do it. They’ll see the change comin’ and they’ll put a goddamn boot on your neck to keep you down. I know that’s what most of the people in my life did.

Don’t get me wrong, I’m responsible for me and you’re responsible for you, but changin’, growin’… It’ll mess your life up. Be willing to face that before you give up who you think you are.

Thankfully, I mostly thought I was a piece of shit before, so I didn’t get real attached to who I thought I should be, I guess. Sure, I liked my people, my cousins, but taking care of them was a ton of responsibility for someone my age. I just pretended like I knew what I was doing raising them. I had to pretend that I knew everything about robbing hotel rooms and chopping boats and skimming money, even though I didn’t. I knew the raw materials were there inside me, that I had some kinda smarts, I just wasn’t sure of exactly what to do with ’em. But that was then… and I wouldn’t have gotten to where I am if I didn’t fake it just a little, but goddamn if I wasn’t trying to ride a horse backward. And now? I’ve gotten past the idea that I know everything that I need to know, or that I can’t learn new things. Now, I don’t know shit about fuck.

The good thing about not knowing nothin’ is that you’ve got everything to learn. The world is your fuckin’ oyster. You think I knew anything about laundering money before I met Marty Byrde? No chance. Now, I’m not sayin’ Marty knows shit, but he sure knows money. He knows money ’cause he’s used to money. He’s smart in that way, in a rich-person kinda way. Like money is the only thing he really knows. I wouldn’t have been about to take my chances with Marty if I hadn’t opened myself up to the possibility that I had been flyin’ blind my whole life, up until that point. If I hadn’t admitted to myself that deep down I don’t know shit, I wouldn’t be here now.

For me, I think not knowing shit makes every day new, kind of like you’re a baby. It’s kind of a spiritual state of mind or something. Like some people spend a fortune to go to Mexico or wherever to learn yoga or whatever, but I think they’d learn a hell of a lot more by livin’ with me and my family in the middle of nowhere. I’ll get ’em to clear their minds: There’s nothin’ to do out here, so there’s nothin’ to think about. If it’s a “penny for your thoughts” kind of life, you’d have very little money coming your way out here.

The upshot of being from a “mind-clearing” type of place like where I’m from is that I’ve got the power of fuckin’ perception on my side. What I mean by that is: People on the outside don’t expect anything from me, and that allows me to move through the world without that kind of pressure. Nobody payin’ attention to me. I’ve got no expectations for myself or from other people, and after a while, folks start to take you for granted, and soon enough it’s like you’re just a leak in the roof. You’re just one little drop at a time, no one really paying attention to you, and then, before you know it, the whole roof caves in. I’m the water in this situation, by the way: You might think I’m just a little bitty drop of rain, but believe me, I can fuck your shit up.
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I know what people think of me and I know what I think of myself, and that’s an important piece of this puzzle.

To all those fuckers doin’ bad shit, I’m just a frizzy-haired girl who doesn’t know a thing, and to all those Toyota-driving tourists, I’m just a piece of shit from the Ozarks. The best part about that? Well, it’s like I get to sneak up on both types of people in the dark. Boo.

So if you’ve found yourself in a position where people don’t expect much from you, don’t worry about it. Take my example; sometimes it’s important that people don’t see you coming. And if you’ve managed to find yourself in a position where you have a task before you that you don’t fully understand? Just remind yourself that you need to tell yourself you don’t know shit about fuck and that’s a good thing, that leaves you space to be a real detective about your situation, to ask questions, and really learn what the fuck you’re doing. When you’re scared or let down or just kind of feelin’ like shit, ask yourself the question:

What’s the most important thing that I, Ruth Langmore, know? Well, it’s that I want to know fuckin’ everything.
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COMMIT TO THE CRIME
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Being in a family like mine is almost like being in a family that owns a small business. My daddy taught me a trade, just like his daddy did and on and on. You get it. He had groomed me to steal since I was young enough to ask him to take me to the toy aisle for practice, so I really thought I knew my game by the time I decided to do something on my own for the first time.

It started because I liked this boy named Bodie, but he barely knew my name. I was fourteen and still going to school at that point, and even though he was nineteen he had flunked out enough that our classes stacked together pretty neatly. Now that I’m older it seems pretty clear that there was no way this nineteen-year-old boy was going to be interested in my fourteen-year-old self. Bodie was a lot of things, but he wasn’t a fuckin’ creep. Still, I hoped to turn his affections my way because I didn’t know any better. One morning, I thought it would be cool if I offered him a cigarette at the laundry-mat behind the school, and you know what? It was. He took the cigarette and asked me if I wanted to cut class with some of his friends.

Now, let’s be clear—it’s not the cutting class that I’m choked up about; going to class is a waste of time if you live in the Ozarks. I wouldn’t be surprised if you could find more of our “famous” spring water in the minds of our teachers than active, dynamic fuckin’ thought. No, school wasn’t for me, but skipping wasn’t the part of my slide toward criminal behavior. That was already well underway.
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