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In between The Land Of Imagination and The Valleys Of
Enlightenvment, there lies the small village of Iquav
Quagmaneous. A tribe of fowrmers, who-were oviginally
descended from the very ancient Stupido- (pronounced
Stupeedo) tribes of long ago; had heawrd many stories
about The Lands Of Enlightennment and how the quality
of life there was so- very nmuich better thau the dangerous;
muddy lowlands wherve they trried to- make their homes.
And so; wanting to- improve their lives; the people went inv
seawchv of The Lands Of Enlighterument. After av very long
ond hagoawrdows journey, they eventually came upow the
spawsely populated township of Iqua Quagmaneous.

The people were welcomed by the few residenty of the
village. Finding inthe clean air and the high hilly o
certain something that lifted not just their spirity, but
somehow also-their minds. That gove to-them av sense of
appreciatiow of the beauty and wonder of the land
avround them that they had never felt invtheir previous
home. The people decided that their jowrney to-better
thenuselves had come to- o end, and they settled invthe
village: They buit houses and factories and fowms, and
found that they could support themselves very well. It
was, indeed, avvery good place to-live. Not only did the
village lie onvthe very bovders of The Land Of
Imagination, but the whole local area was patrolled by
a low many, avvery wise and knowledgeable scholaw who's
name way Comumorn Sense.

Common Sense soon became av regudow visitor in the

vilage. He advised the villagers ovw mowny mattery
including how to-set up social and industriad laws that
would guarantee a fair society. The people of the village
had decided that their dowk days of unenlighterwment
were behind themy; that they would no-longer be the
victumy of prejudice; that all people would be treated
equally and fairly, and that the laws of the village
would make sure it way so-. The people built temples that
would stand for the things they wished to-aspive to. There
was; therefore, atemple of money, atemple of success; o
temple of youth; atemple of power, avtemple of business,
and many other temples as well. AU the people of the
village were free to-wovship at whichever temple they
chose.

One particudar manw buwidt av very strange looking temple
onwthe very edge of the village. He called it The Temple Of
Helpfulness. The mowv inwented o long bladed device
that, he said; would help people with bad backs to-cut
their toenails without hawing to-bend down. But whew
he tried the device out on himself, he sliced off the ends
of his feet. Unperturbed; the mow thenw inwvented another
device that, he said, would make o very loud noise, and
shower the sky withv spawkling light. He claimed, this
device would be very helpful to-people who-wanted, to-
arnoy someone. But when the mowv tried the device out

Common Senuse came to-clear up the mess. He warned all
the other people in the village that the wavys of the

The villagers had o meeting in the village hall to- discuss
what had happened. They decided that, although the
helpful mowv must hawve been awv extremely clever man
indeed,, for suwrely yow hawve to-be clever to-build av device



that can blow avpersov up, yet on the other hand nobody
else really wanted to-have their feet cut off; ov to-be
blownw up. And so; they decided that it was better to-listen
to- Comumorv Sense.

The tragedy that had taken place inside the strange
looking temple thwew o shadow over the village. It
reminded the people of the dark days of their Stupido-
oviging, atime whew they had been aw ignovant people;
aw age invtheir past that the villagers felt they should
hove left behind them. Therefore the strange temple was
renaumed The Temple Of Stupidity, and it was left
standing onthe edge of the village as v constant
reminder of the

degenerate past that the people had managed to-rise
above. The bones of the helpful maw were buwrieds
underneativthe temple,; and it became o place that was
shuwnned by the village.
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A new business frm was created to-help enforce the laws
that governed the village: The laws would be writtern
doww inv books and put onto-posters so-that the people of
the village could easily read and understand them. A
young mawv named, Roderick wanted av job- at the new
firm, and he went to-see his uncle;, who-just happened to-
be inv chawrge of the firm's recruitiment.

"I donw't see why yow can't hawe av job-there Roderick;"

"Well," said Roderick. "Arenw't theve testy yow hawve to-
pass?”

'Ol indeed;, yes," said his uncle: "But a bright chap like

yow shouldnw't have any problem with those."

Roderick knew he was very intelligent. When he'd been at
school, he'd always proved how intelligent he was by
always being the first person to- shout out the answer to-
any question that the teacher had asked; even thoughv
the other childrenw had often roowed with laughter at the
answers he gowve. Infact, so-had the teacher sometimes.

everyone else,” said Roderick.

"Of cowrse yow awe," said his uncle.
"It's just that I can't read," said Roderick.
His uncle stowed at himu. "Yow can't read?" he finally

repeated. "But everybody inthe village cow read
Roderick; and yowve beenv all the way throughv school,

Jjust like everyone else.”

"Yes; I know," said Roderick; getting a bit cross. "But
reading way just one of those things that I could never
do-very well. It doesn't mean I'mv not bright."

"Roderick," said his uncle. "There's no-such thing as not
bright. That's beenvproved.”

"Hay i£?" said Roderick.

"Olyes," said his uncle. "The old fashioned way of
measuring intelligence was completely wrong, fowr too-
nauwrow and imiting: We know now that there awe loty of
different types of intelligence:. There's mathematical
intelligence; spatial intelligence; sporting wu‘:ella,geywe/
social intelligence, motorcycle intelligence..."



"Motorbike intelligence!" Roderick interrupted. "What's
that one?"

"It's intelligence measwred inv accordance with-how good
a persow iy at riding a motorcycle.”

Roderick scratched his head. "I'mv not really into-

"It doesnwt matter," said his uncle. "I'wv suve we cowv find

a type of intelligence that suity yow. We're making up, I
meaun, we're discovering new ones oll the time."

"So-what yowre saying," said Roderick; slowly. "Iy that

"Well.... yes, that's right," said his wncle.

"So-that means that I'wm really intelligent.”
"Absolutely.”

"So-I should be able to-pass the tests really easily then?"

"Well." His uncle picked up the testy and thwew thew inv
the trash bivv. "I'mv very well connected withvthe people
who- run the firmy so-I'l just tell them to- give youw the job-"

So-Roderick stowted working at the law firm. He made
friends withv everyone awround him, and becaume very
populawr. His worries about the job soon faded away as it
twned out that he and his work colleagues were not
really expected to-do-very much work avyyway. Roderick
was pauwt of av team of people who- were supposed to-reads
the finished books and posters and check them for
mistokes. And if there were just avfew disgruntled,; silly,

petty minded people who-pointed out that the fact that
Roderick coulldnwt actually read pretty muich prevented
himv from being able to-do-his job-at all; well, Roderick
Jjust ignoved those people.

Now that he had o proper job; Roderick's mother and
father told him that he should decide which temple he
wanted to-worship at so-that he could begin worshiping
Roderick went o avtour of all the different temples and
eventually found himself at av very big, grond looking
place right on the edge of the village. Roderick walked
avound the buildding finding himself strangely droww to-
it. It was clearly o temple,; and yet no-one appeared to-be
worshiping at it. What o wonderful old place; Roderick
thought to-hinuself. Maybe other people don't know it's
here. There was av large sigr in front of the building,
covered in black letters. Because Roderick couldnwt read,
he had no-idea what the sigw said, and therefore he
decided that it couldnw't possibly say anvything
important. Roderick knelt downw and begaw to-worship.

Roderick liked the feeling that worshiping gove him. He
begoauwv going to-the temple every davy, worshiping at it for
howrs onwend. One day, when he was having dinner, he
realised that his mother and father were looking at him
v v very strange way. Hig father finally put dowwn his
fork.

"Roderick?" he asked. "Why awe yow worshiping at The
Temple Of Stupidity?"

Roderick looked at his father ay if he'd gone insane. "The
Temple Of Stupidity?" he said. "I'mv not."



"Yes yow awre son," said his mother. "Yow go-out there every
day, ands yow worship."

Roderick stoared at his parenty in absolute bewilderment.
"Why would someone worship at The Temple Of Stupidity?”
doesnwt make any sense.”

"Sony everybody sees yow sitting there, worshiping at the
place;" said his mother. "Oh Roderick, don't yow
understand? Yowve stowted worshiping there by mistake,
ond yow just hawven't realised..."

Roderick leapt to-his feet, his fisty clenched; his faoce very
red. "I awmv not!" he screamed at the top of his voice: "I o
not! I aumv not! I o not! I AM NOT!"

Roderick twrned and roww out of the house. He didnwt
care if every other persovw inthe whole world believed
that he was worshiping at The Temple Of Stupidity, he
knew that he wasnw't and that was the end of it. He rawv
into-the local pul- and went straight to-ov group of his
friends.

"Wl yow telll my mother and father that I am not
worshiping at The Temple Of Stupidity?"

The people inthe pulr all looked at each other.

"Roderick," said one of Roderick's best friends. "Come
withv me for & moment."

Roderick followed his friend outside. "Where awe we
na?"

"Tust over there," his friend replied. "Into- The Land Of

Imagination.”

Roderick had often heawd people talking about The
Land Of Imagination that supposedly surrounded their
village. But he was confused because; as fowr as he could
see; there was no-suchv land. He had long ago-come to-
the conclusion that The Land Of Imagination didwt
actually exist and that people talked about it all the
time because... well... just because they did.

"Where are we going?" Roderick asked again.

His friend pointed ahead of them. When Roderick
followed the direction of his friend’s finger he finally sow
something very hagy at the side of the road. He tried to-
focus;, and the hagy image solidified into- o entrance to-
a vaust forest. Roderick was highly confused. He had never
noticed thig gigantic forest land before. Feeling
somewhat disturbed, Roderick followed his friend inside
the forest. Once they were inside the line of trees,
something very strange happened to-Roderick. He saw
images inside his head; pictures that somehow formed
strange connections inv his brain, connections that
suddenly made himv owawe of things inv a way he never
had beew before. Roderick didnw't like it all. He turned
and rawv out of the forest as fast as he could. "Roderick!"
His friend roww after him. "Are yow alright?"

Roderick crouched onthe ground, clutching his head in
his hands. Something had happened to-him in there.
Suddenly he seemed to-understand how he could
actually have made o mistake, how it was possible that
he had gone to- The Temple Of Stupidity, and because he
couldn't read the sign that warned people what the
buidding was, that he had knelt downw and stouwted
worshiping there by mistake. That for the past few weeks



he'd beenv worshiping at The Temple Of Stupidity every
single day. That everybody had seen him... everybody inv
the whole village had been watching hin sitting there,
worshiping at that place!

"Why did yow do-that to- me?" Roderick spat the words at
his friend inv absolute fury.

His friend backed away, as if he thought Roderick might
actually hit him. "Roderick; yowve beenw worshiping at
that place every day."

"I know!" Roderick cried. "Do-yowthink I donwt realise
where I'mvworshiping? I know that I worship theve."

"But yow mustw't..." said his friend.

"I worship there because I want tol" Roderick screaumned.
"I worship there delibevately! Okay?" And with that
Roderick row straight to- The Temple Of Stupidity, thirew
himself on the ground and stouted worshiping.

k%%

And so- it went on. Every day after work, Roderick would
go- straight to- The Temple Of Stupidity and thwow himself
into-flerce worship. He never missed a night. He was as
dedicated as any worshiper inthe village. Infact, it was
probalbly true to-say that no-other persov took their
worship move seriously. He did it for many reasons; one
of which was his friend telling him that he mustn't
worship at the place. That, more thaw anvything else, had
made Roderick utterly determined to-worship therve, no-
matter what. And furthermove, if he stopped wovshiping
there now, he would look like a total and utter fool to-
the entire village; and Roderick could not allow that to-

happen.

Roderick was av gregariouws mow and usually preferved to-
be invthe company of other people. But no-one else ever
wanted to-worship at The Temple Of Stupidity, and so-
Roderick’s worshiping hours were very lonely ones. But
one day, while he was o his way to-the temple, Roderick
buwmped into- v girl that he'd knoww at school.

"Hello; Roderick," said the girl. "Where are yow going?"

"Hello, Shirley," said Roderick. "I'm off to-worship, at the
temple over there."

"Can I go-with you?" said Shirley.

"Of course yow cau.” Roderick was o little bit nervous as
they walked past the sigw inv front of the temple.

"The Temple Of Stupidity,” Shirley read out. "What does
that mean?"

"Er... nothing... really," said Roderick.
"Oh" said Shirley. "So-where do-yow work then?"
"I've got avjob-at the law furm;” said Roderick.

"I wanted to-wovk there," said Shirley. "But I failed the
tests."

"Olhvyes," said Roderick. "Well, they awe quite hard."

"So-what do- yow do-there?" Shivley asked him.



"I... well... I donw't actually do-anything," Roderick
arswered, quite truthfully.

"Oh." Shirley frowned. "What does the low firm actually
do?"

Now, in truth, Roderick didwt really understond what
the furm did either, so-he just told Shirley something that
didwt really make sense.

"Oh" said Shivley. "I hate cruelty to-animals.”

"So-do-1," said Roderick. "I think animals are more
important thauv people. I've got avpet cat. He's called
Willioumn."

"Caty are lovely," said Shirley.

"Yes;," said Roderick. "But I kept forgetting to-feed him
oand he got malnutrition, and thew I forget to-let himv inv
one night and whew I found himv in the morning he was
neawly frogew solid, and his tail snapped off, and we
took himv to-the vety and the vet said he had to-be put
down."

"Ohy" said Shirley.

Roderick decided it would be better to-lie about what
had happened to-Williocun from now ov.

Shirley stawted coming to-the temple every day to-
worship, and so-Roderick was no-longer lonely. But more
than this, he saw it as av victory over the rest of the
village; because he'd finally managed to-get somebody
else to-worship at the temple.

Roderick knew that he was every bit as good as all the
other people invthe village. He knew that his family were
descended from different stock thouv the rest of the
vilagers, but if anything that made him better thaw
everyone else. His family line were descended divectly
from anw ancient tribe, who; centuries ago, had occupied
the lowlands four to-the soutiv by the Miss-The-Point river.
The Miss-The-Point tribe had been av glorious people, who-
had finally been wiped out inv av tervible wor. The tribe
had beew led by o certainy King Roland, who-had found
his people at waw with two- rival tribes; one of whowm were
mowching towards them from the novth, the other
coming at them from the south. Seeing the hopelessness
of the situation, King Roland had tuwrned to-his best wow
strategists, who-had come up with avw ingenious plaw.
They would split their awmy invtwo; and take one half
into-the hills so-that they could ride awround the back of
the inwading awmy from the nortiv. They would then be
able to-take that awrmy by suwrprise, attack thew from
bothv sides, and defeat them. Then, when the inwading
army from the soutivawrived they would see the
buttlefield littered with the bodies of the decimated
novtivawrmy, and their courage would be taken from
them, making thew easy pickings for King Roland's
army.

According to-legend; King Roland himself had insisted
ow riding at the head of the troops; that were supposed to-
ride awround the back of the inwading novthvarmy. He'd
studied the strategist’s plaw inv depth; thew finally looked
up and uttered the immortal words, "I understand that
perfectly.” He'd thew sat at the head of the awrmy, led
them invthe wrong direction, riddew straight into-the
wwading soutivawrmy, and beenw completely massacred.
The few suwvivory of the Miss-The-Point tribe had thevw
escaped across the lowlands wntil they'd been taken inv



by the Stupido-people. Roderick was extremely proud of

One evening, Shirley told Roderick that she was going
away.

"Mrs. West wanty me to-go-on avtrip,” she said.

Mrs. West was av shopkeeper invthe village, who-was also-
Shirley's aunt and guawdiow. Roderick found most
people in the village to-be very polite; but Mrs. West was
well knoww for speaking her mind about things. She had
once said something about Roderick that he hadnwt
quite understood, but it had something to-do-withv
Roderick’s bravin and the stuff that came out of people's
backsides. Roderick was o good terms withy most people
inthe village, but he did not like Mrs. West.

"It's just for av little while, " Shirley told him. "She thinks it
will expand my mind av bit."

"Does your mind need, expanding?" said Roderick.

"Well," said Shirley. "Sometimes I think it does.”

So-Shirley went away, and Roderick worshiped alone
again. But one day, as he arrived at the temple;, he was
amaged to- see another mowv sitting ovw the ground ands
worshiping. He was further amaged to-see that it was av
mawv called Oweny, who-was one of the people who- rawv the
low firm where Roderick worvked.

"I hawven't seesv yow here before;” said Roderick.

Owew sighed. "Well, I normally worship at The Temple Of
Money, but I've had o argument withy my wife, and I

Jjust wanted, to- get awayy fromv it all.” And Owew stowted, to-
tell Roderick about hig problems. Intruth, Roderick only
half understood what Owenw way savying, but he did what
he always did ivv such situations and pretended that he
understood. Owen sat for more thaw o howr talking to-
Roderick, and Roderick, who-was stidl v bit lonely
without Shirley, was quite happy to-sit and talk back.
When Owen finally rose and stretched his legs; he caught
site of the sigw inv front of the temple.

"Ohmy god," he said. "Roderick, look where we are." He
slapped his head. "We've beenv worshiping at The Temple
Of Stupidity. O my god, what o mistake to- make:. I

Aidnw't realise where we were." Owenv suddenly bega to-

laungh. He launghed and langhed wntil he neorly fell
over.

"Ohvmy lovd," he said, whenw he could speak again. "Goods
grief, it's o good job nobody saw us. Come onwRoderick,
let's get awayy from here quickly.”

"I'm staying here," said Roderick angrily.
"But Roderick, it's The Temple Of Stupidity.”
"No- it isn't," said Roderick.

Owen gawe Roderick av very confused look. He finally
shook his head, then tuwrned and raw off as fast as he
could. Roderick turned back to-the temple, and threw
himself into- av fever of worship. Over the next few weeks
Roderick spent longer and longer at the temple; everv
going there at lunch times;, and in the evenings staying
there for many howry after it became dark. One day, just
as he'd begun to-worship, he turned and saow Shirley
standing av little way from the temple.



"I didnw't know yow were back," he said.

"I've beenv back for aweek;" said Shirley. "I've been trying
to-talk to- youw, but yowre always here."

"How was your trip?" said Roderick.

"It was good,” said Shirley.

"Hawve yow come to-worship?"

Shirley looked av little uncomfortable. "I've beevv
worshiping at The Temple Of Youth," she said. "There are
some really nice people there. There's this nice boy, he
took me into- The Land Of Imagination. I really liked it."
Roderick felt his insides go-cold. "Yow liked it inthere?"
"Yes," said Shivley. "It was fun.” Shirley looked around at
the darkening night. "Roderick, why don't yow stowt
worshiping there as well?"

"No!" said Roderick fiercely. "I worship heve. Yow worship
here. Yow always liked worshiping heve!"

"Well; I did sort of;" said Shivley. "But I didn't quite
understond...”

"Understand what?"

Shirley looked around her again. "Roderick; I've got loty
of new friends now, and I just donw't like people thinking
that I want to-hang around here.”

"Neither do-1!" Roderick screamed at her. "I hate it!"

Shirley frowned. "Well; why do- yow come here all the time
then?"

Roderick turned and stalked away from Shirvley. His fisty
were clenched, hig teethv werve baved, he was shaking withv
anger, absolutely enwraged that he'd fallerv into-the
intellectuald trap that Shirley had set for him.

"Roderick," Shirley called after him. "I've realised that
awe other places to-worship, that's all.” But Roderick
didnw't want to- speak to-her anvyymore.

k%%

Roderick knew there were other places to-worship. It was
Jjust that he had to-worship at The Temple Of Stupidity,
no- matter how unhappy it made him. When, one
evening; he confided thig to-his mother, she suggested
that he should go-and see v man who-lived in the
village; av moawv who-was called av psychiatrist.

The psychiatrist woas very easy to-talk to. Evenw Roderick,
who-was good at talking to-people anyway, found
himself obening up to-the maw inv v wayy that he couldnwt
withy most others.

"The thing that bothers me the most," Roderick told him.
"Is whew people talk about The Land Of Imagination.”

"And what bothers yow about it?" said the psychiatrist.
"I donw't understond what they're talking about."

The psychiatvist pursed his lips thoughtfully. "The Land
Of Imaginatiow is all around us Roderick.”



"Where?" said Roderick.

"Well, there awre entrances to- it everywhere." The
psychiatrist looked out of the window. "There's one just
out there. Look. The opening into-that great big fovest. D'
yow see it?"

"No;" sauid Roderick.

The psychiatrist pointed. Roderick tried several tumes to-

did see something very hagy outside the window. He was
confused; because it hadw't been there just a second ago-
Looking at it gawe Roderick a headache.

"The forest hay strange properties;” the psychiatrist told
him. "Every persor seemy to-see it slightly differently.”

"T donw't understond,,” said Roderick.

The psychiatrist gave him av long look: "Roderick,” he
said. "I'mv going to-ask yow av divect question. Why do-yow
worship at The Temple Of Stupidity?"

"Don't yow understand why?" said Roderick.
"I'mv asking yow to-explavin " said the psychiatrist.

Roderick clenched his fists. "Whes everybody inthe
village sees me worshiping there, it forces thew all to- stop
and think. They think about what I'm doing, and they
wnderstond it, but they tuwrn away because they can't
handle the trutivthat I'mv showing them. But I wont let
themvtuwrnw away. I'mv going to-worship there night and
day, wntitl they can no-longer deny what I'm saying to-

"Roderick;" said the psychiatrist. "Yow seem to-be
suffering what we psychiatristy coll ‘Seeing Everything
The Wrong Way Rouwnd Syndrome’. Yow see; in reality,
yowre probably the one persow in thig whole village that
nobody really pays any attention to-at all. And it's
because yow worship at The Temple Of Stupidity, that
nobody pays any attention to-yow."

It was very hawd for Roderick to-accept what the
psychiatrist was saying, but inthe end the man's words
did begin to- get thwrough to- hin. Whew he finally left the
psychiatrist's office; he went into-the village pulb-and sat
drinking ow his own, which was unusual for Roderick,
wtil he saw someone that he knew from work, o boy who-
had the reputation of being very bright indeed.

"Have yow met my girlfriend?" said the very bright boy.

Whew the girl twrned avround, Roderick sow that it was
Shirley.

"This is mawvelous,” said Shirley. "Next time we go- into-
The Land Of Imagination, yow cown come with us
Roderick. Cant he?"

"Of course he cowy," said the very bright boy.

Roderick almost choked onw his pint. He was never ever
going into-that horrible place again.

Roderick lay awake that night, wondering if people
really would notice him move if he stopped worshiping at
The Temple Of Stupidity. If he worshiped somewhere else
maybe he would meet ov girly, and then he’'d be looked up
to; like the very bright boy was. He drifted off to-sleep,
remembering the psychiatrist's words. Let go-of it



Roderick. Stop making yourself so-unhappy. Whatever's
made yow like this, just let it go. Let it go-..

After work the next day, Roderick went for o very long
walk. He weighed up all the reasons for not giving up,
against all the reasons for doing so; and found it hawd
to-escape the conclusion that life would be better for himv
if he did find somewhere else to-worship. He was almost
crying as he made the decision, but he finally decided
that he would try worshiping somewhere else. On his
walk he was passing various other temples, and when he
sow one that especially appealed to-him he walked up to-
it and began to-worship. It ondy dawned on Roderick
after quite o while; for it sometimes took quite a while for
things to- dawn on Roderick, that there was no-one else
worshiping at the temple. He stood up and ronw around
the building several times, panic clutching his heart as
he realised that for the past howr he'd been worshiping
at The Temple Of Stupidity.

"No!" he cried out inwhovror. "I... I went somewhere else!”

But he hadwt. He'd tried to-go-as fow away from The
Temple Of Stupidity as possible, yet somehow, impossibly,
he'd ended up back here and stouted worshiping again
without meaning to-

Roderick denied it. He knew this wasn't the way it was.
He went to-the temple deliberately. It was not where he
ended up without meaning to-

"It is not!” he yelled at the temple.

He turned and saw two-people walking along the road.

"There he iy again," one of thew said. "Look he's talking

to- it now."

"Olvjust leave hinm alone;” the other one replied. "He's
quite hawrmless."

Roderick became totally enwaged. How dawe yow look
doww o me! He wanted to-yell at the two-people. HOW!
DARE! YOU!

Feeling as if he was about to-blow apawt with rage;
Roderick rav back to-the temple and begaw to-worship
howder thaw he'd ever worshiped before.

*%kk

Roderick's worship became the whole point of his life.
tvery day, immediately after work, he would go- straight
to-the temple. Roderick spent most of the time he was at
work, well, actually all of the time he was at work, idly
chatting with his friends. Ever since he'd made friends
withv Oweny, onthat occasion when Roderick had found
himv mistakenly worshiping at The Temple Of Stupidity,
he'd found that he didnw't evenw have to-pretend to-do- any
work. Owen was the divector of the low firm, and what he
said went. Roderick often found himself inwited into-
Owen's office on some pretext, whesw all Owen really
wanted to- do-was chat with Roderick about his problems.
Roderick; yow see; was always happy to-talk to-people.
tvew if he didn't really understand,; or frankly even cawe
about what they were saying to-himy it was better thow

working.

One night Owenw and his business partner Briow, were
both confiding in Roderick about the pressuves of
ruwnwning the low firm. Roderick had already spent tevv
minutes pretending to-understand what they were



saying; and he was now becoming o bit impatient.

"I'mv really really sovry," he apologised. "But every night
after work; I have to-go-and worship at my temple. Ity
very importont to-me."

"Good grief;" said Owen. "Yow don't meaw to- sy yowre
sEll worshiping up at that place?" He and Briowv
exchanged avlook. "Oh well; Brian, we're keeping the
young mawv." Owew looked at his watch, then gave av
great big sigh. "Well; I'wvjust going to-go-home and
argue withv my wife. Yow don't fancy o pint do-yow
Brion?"

"I wishvI coudd,” said Briowv. "But I showld really stovy
here and wrestle with- the company accounts."

"Yow coudd bothv come withv me to- my temple,” said
Roderick hopefully. "It's fun out there."

"Fun?" saud Briowv. "I donwt think I remember what fuw is
owymore."

"Hang it adly" said Owen. "Let's blasted well go-withv
Roderick out to-his temple. Stuff what everyone soys."

"Stuff themy," Briow agreed.

Roderick was very grateful to-have company for once.
When he stowted worshiping in eawrnest, Owesw and Briowv
stood and watched him.

"It's so- peaceful out here;" said Owew. "I thought that
before, when I worshiped heve by mistake. Nobody bothersy
Yyou; no-one payy any attention to-yow. It's like being free
from all the pressures of life. Do-yow know Briawn, I canv

almost understand why Roderick likes coming here so-

"T know what yow meon," said Briowv.

The two- mew sat down next to-the temple;, in no-huwry at
all to- go- back home..

"Roderick’s such o nice young man," said Owen.
"Yes; he is;," Brioww agreed.

"I really dowt know what I'd do-without him," said

Owenv.

"He's such av nice, friendly, helpful young man," said

Briow.

"Youw know what Brion? I'd like to- make Roderick vice
president of the company.”

Briowv gawe Owenv av slightly doubtful look. "But he
worships at The Temple Of Stupidity."

Owew sighed. "Oh yes I know Briowy, I know, but it's just...
I like him so- much Briow."

The following evening Owen called Roderick into-his
office. Owen wanted to-talk to- him about how well he was
doing with the company, and Owew seemed, to-think that
Roderick was doing very well indeed. They went onto-
chatting about this and that, wntil Roderick begoarv
looking at his watch. Owen phoned his wife to-tell her he
was going to-be late; thenw walked with Roderick to-the
temple. He sat, listening to-the peaceful night, as
Roderick performed hig wovshiping tasks, then the two-of



them leaned against the temple wall talking. Owen
found himself telling Roderick his innermost secrets.
Eventually Briow came walking up the pativ.

"I thought I might find yowtwo-heve;" he said.
"Briouwv-ee;" Owew cheered. "What awe yow doing here

man?"

"I got fed up with- working late," said Briow. "There's
more to-life than balancing the accounts.”

Briown had brought some cans of lager withy himu. The
thwee of them becaume heawvily drunk, and thew Owerv
ond Briowv knelt doww inv front of the temple inv
imitatiow of Roderick’s worshiping technique. Whew some
midnight walkers onw the road stopped and stawed at
themy Owenv and Briowv begoww sweawing and throwing
empty cang of lager at the people until they rowv off.

"I hawen't enjoyed myself so- much for ages;” Owen said to-
Roderick the next day. "We'll hawe to- do- it again mate.”

It wasn't long before some of the villagery stawted

"Ity wnseemly,” one of Owen's colleagues said to-him.
"Yow and Briow acting like drunk morons night after
night. What are yow thinking? And out at The Temple Of
Stupidity of all places.”

"Stop being such avprude!” Owew replied, shocking hig
colleague. "What people say about that place iy all
rubbish! Roderick worshipy theve every night."

"Yes, but Roderick iy o little..."

"Don't yow dawe say awvvything about Roderick!" Owerv
shouted. "Danuv it! People can worship wherever they
like:. I worship out theve!"

"Yowve actually been worshiping...?"

"Yes we have, and why shouldnw't we? AU these years I've
beenv worshiping at The Temple Of Money, and has it
made me happy? I'mtelling yow, worshiping out there
withyRoderick is o lot move fun”

"But Owen,, yowre awv important mowv inv this town."

"Yes I amvavent I?" said Owen. "And that means I conv do-
whatever the hell T like."

The next week Owen made Roderick vice president of the
firmu. Roderick was given his oww office, and was told he
could tuwrn up to-work at whatever time he liked; or not
at all if he felt like it. Roderick was flabbergasted. He
was especially pleased about the fact that he was now
senior to-everyone else, including the very bright boy. It
finally proved that he was better and cleverer thown
everyone else; just like he/'d always known he was. He was
sure now that Shirley would go-out withv him. But whew
he asked her, she told him that she was in love with the
very bright boy, and would never leawe him. Roderick
went to- Owen and told him that the very bright boy hads
was v lie, but one that landed the very bright boy invov
very serious aumouwnt of trouble: Roderick suspected the
very bright boy's days at the law furm were nuwumbered.

But for Owewn this was the final straow. At the next

montily village meeting, Owew stood up and angrily
told everyone that the village's attitude towards



stupidity had to-change:. The old stories about The
Temple Of Stupidity were ridiculous old wives tales. These
were supposed to-be enlightened times! Surely they didnwt
believe inv witcheraft avvyymore. What they were dealing
with here was nothing more thauv sheer prejudice; and
prejudice was not supposed to-exist invtheir village/!

Owen and Briow were powerful people, and an awful lot
of the villagers were afraid to-go- against them. So-whew
they held an ‘opervevening’ at The Temple Of Stupidity, av
group of the villagers tuwrned up and actually found that
they enjoyed the riotous, drunken worshiping. Word was
passed around, and the next night even move people
twned up at the temple. Roderick, Owen and Briowv
suddenly found themselves the leaders of v
congregation. It was o unanimous decision that
Roderick should be made the High Priest of Stupidity.

"Roderick?" Owew said to-him one night. "Yowre the
leader of the most populaw congregatiow intown. Yowre
the vice president of the most powerful company in town.
But my friend; it's ay if yowre still not happy. What's
wrong?"

"It's The Land Of Imagination,” Roderick told him
"What about it?"

"Everyone ca go-there; except me;" said Roderick: "It's
not fair. If I can't go-there, no-one else should be
allowed to-either. If things weve truly fair and equald inv
this village; The Land Of Imagination wouldwt exist for
anyone.

Oweny, Roderick and Briow went to-the next village
meeting to- awrgue their case.

"The only fair course of actiow is to-bow The Land, Of
Imagination,” Owewn told the village. "It should be av
crime for anyyone in the village to-be able to-go-
somewhere that Roderick can't. Does the village agree?"

Intruth, more thow half of the village were alveady
swilling beer, and were frankly just impatient to-get to-
The Temple Of Stupidity and stouwt the ovrgy of depraved

worshiping.

"Nobody cares about the tossing Land Of Imagination!"
somebody yelled.

"So-it's agreed then," said Owen.

"Not!" someone objected from the front row. It was old Mrs.
West, Shirley's aunt. "This madness has gone too-for," she
said. "Yow ca't bowv The Land Of Imagination, it woulds
take so- much away from us!" She turned to-the rest of the
village. "Suwrely yow dowt all agree with this."

The only reply from the impatient villagers was severods
loud buwps.

"Briow," said Mrs. West. "Yow have some influence. Surely
yow donwt think this is right."

"T think whatever Owenw and Roderick think," said Briouwn
as he took av swig of beer.

Mrs. West turned her sharp, steely gagze onto- Owen ands
Roderick. "Yowtwo;" she pointed at each of them. "Are

destroying this village.."

"Nobody cares what yowthink Mrs. West," Roderick saids
gleefully, overjoyed that he was finally getting his oww



back onthe old bat. "Not anymore.”
"Is the motionw passed?" Owerv asked the village:.

The village voted in fovour, thew imumediately deserted
the village hall;, infent ow getting to- The Temple Of
Stupidity, withvperhaps a stop at the village pub-on the
way. Mrs. West crossed herself; muttering beneativher
breativas she watched everyone leaving.

Over the next week, all the entrances to-The Land Of
Imagination were boowrded up, fenced off, made out of
boundys, or covered in bawbed wire. Winter took hold of
the village, and the days became long and dark.
Attendance at The Temple Of Stupidity had beew steadily
rising, and duwring the following montiv it soowed until
almost every persow inthe entive village was wovshiping
therve. Roderick's power over the village was almost
complete. They weve all living life the way that he; as
their preacher, told them they should. They were
pretending to-worvk rather thaw actually doing so; they
weren't reading books any more; they werve just making
up lies instead of telling the truth, and none of them
took responsilbility seviously. Night after night Roderick
and hig two- assistant priests, Owes and Briow, would, sit
owthe roof of the temple and preach doww to-the

worshiping village.

For the first time in hig life Roderick felt truly secure. He
would ruw across the roof of the temple and jump for joy,
unafraid that he would fall, feeling that evew if he did
the rest of the village would catch him. Thev one night,
as the congregation was just beginning to-arrive,
Roderick looked dowwn from the roof and was stowtled to-
see Mrs. West standing below him.

"What do- yow want?" he said.

Mrs. West glared up at himu. "Yow may think yowve wonw
Roderick," she said. "But there's something yowve
forgotten. Common Sense will come back here eventually.
And veryone listens to- Comumon Sevuse in the end.
tveryone; except yow; of course.”

That night Roderick couldn't keep his mind owthe
service: While the joyous, drunken worshiping went ow
below himy Roderick sat shivering by himself inv v corner
of the roof.

"Roderick, what's the matter?" said Owen.

"I'mv afraid of what will happen whenw Comumnoww Sense
comes bock;" said Rodervick. "What if he tells the villagers
to- stop their new ways?"

"Well, what if he does?" said Owen. "It's owr village, not
his. He's no-right to-tell us what to-do-"

"I know," said Roderick. "But people always lister to-him.
I'mvfrightened Owen I'mvreally really frightened.” He
clutched Oweww's awrmu. "Donw't let himv in. Owerv please;
don't let himv in."

And so-fences and walls were buidt around the village;,
and awrmed, guowds roomed inside the bowriers. The
village became impenetrable, completely cut off from the
outside world, and no-one was able to-pass inv or out. But
Roderick still became almost i withy worry, knowing
that the day that Comumon Sense caume back wos
drowing ever nearer.

Whewn the day finally awrived, an awrmed guord pointed



his weapow over hig bawrier.

"I'mv sorry Comumon Sevnse;,” he said. "Yowre not allowed
l’/VV'"

"But what's this all about?" said Common Sense.
"I'mv not supposed to-let yow in," said the guawd.

But thesw Comumorny Sevse spoke to-him, and the guard
finally pulled back the bawrrier and let the law mowy
inside. When he sow the state the village was in
Conmunow Sense was hovrified. People were lying drunk inv
the streets, while all the business buildings stood
virtually deserted. Industry had ol but ceased. The few
shops that were openv were selling food that hadw't beew
made properly, peoble were suffering from food
poisoning. The clothes that were being sold were badly
made; and people were wearing thesm without
complaining, as if even fashion sense had regressed
along withv everything else inv the town. The people that
spoke to- Common Sense were rude and impolite, and yet
clearly thought they were possessed of highy marners. Ow
the forms the animals had been given the wrong kind of
feed and were suffering and dying. Packs of animals
had beew left for months on end inside small pens, and
they were all lying intheir own feces and were eating
each other to- sty alive, and cows and pigs and sheep
had mated with their oww siblings and produced
deformed offspring that had six eyes, and twelve legs;
stomachs, and stomachs that came out of their heads,
ond teeth that came out of their legs; and tails that
caume out of their noses; and one creatuwre that was just o
body withveawrs all over it, and awv utterly obscene thing
that was just an enormous bottom with o tongue.

Then Common Sense sow the massive crowd gathered up
onthe hill where The Temple Of Stupidity was and begarv
to- suspect what had happened. Ay he approached the
temple he was accosted by a group of worshipers led by

Owenv.

"Yowre not welcome invthis town," said Owewn. "I'mv going
to- hawe to-ask yow to-leave..”

"Oweny," said Comumon Sense. "The village has follevw into-

Ui,
"No- it hasnw't," said Owen. "We're fine."

"Owenv all yowr businesses have crumbled, yowr forms owe
dysfunctional, half your livestock is dead, yowre
massively inv debt, your people arve virtually starving,
and inv v shovt tume whes youwr supply of beer rung out,
everyone iy going to-turn ow each other and the entire

village i going to-self destruct.”

"I meant, apaut fromthat we'refine," said Owen.

"Oweny, that doesn't make sense.”

Owew looked doww at the ground.

"How cav yow let the village's prosperity decay like this?"

"Well," said Owen. "Yow see; if's just, we, what happened
was... well:.."

"Evew letting it affect youwr oww childresw Owen?"

Owen fell to-his knees and buried his face in his hands.



"Ohy, Comumon Senuse; yowre right. What hawve we beerv
doing?" He looked up at the group of worshipers that
suwrrounded them. "Comumon Sense iy right, we hawe to-
stop all this. We're destroying the town."

Conmunow Sevuse followed the worshipers to-the
congregation at the temple; and he spoke to-thew all.
One by one each one of thewm saw sense; and finally went
off feeling very ashaumed of themselves. AW except
Roderick that is; who-lay onthe temple roof curled in av
bally, his teaw fillled eyes full of black hate.

Common Sevuse stayed invthe village, wntil the people had
made o stort o repairing the damage. The businesses
stowted up again, the forms were cleansed and replaced
withy new stock. But although the villagers had largely
seenvthe ervor of their ways; they now regarded it morve
important thaw ever that the lawsy of the village be
upheld, and they decided that in the name of absolute
fairness and equality, The Land Of Imaginatiow should
remaivv bovwned. Common Sense had a lot of influence
with the villagers, but he could not overturn their laws.
But move than this, he understood that once aplace had
been twisted invthe way that the vilage had; it would
never ever become totally untwisted. And so; shaking his
head at the bowriers that hid every entrance to-the great
shining forest, the wonderful place that would now
forever be beyond the villager's boundawies, Conmumon

Sevuse finally moved on to-the neighboring village:.

And while the village was trying to-repair itself, Roderick
went on worshiping alone at The Temple Of Stupidity.

One night o great meeting was held in the village hall.
Every single persow inthe village attended the meeting,
for there was to-be av very important discussion about all

that had happened over the past months. At six o'clock
shawp Roderick arose from his worshiping at The Temple
Of Stupidity and walked doww to-the village hall.

"We must decide wheve the village goes from herve," saids
Briowy, who-was chairving the meeting. "We wil hear all
sides of the awrgument and all pointy of view i owr usmual
foir and democratic way. Who-wishes to-present their
point of view first?"

Roderick stood up. "I dol" he said.

"The chair recognises Roderick,” said Briow.

"Wait;," Mrs. West objected from the audience. "He
shouwldn't be allowed to- speak, after what he's done."

"Everyone iy allowed to- speak;" said Briouv. "Everyone’s
point of view iy equally valid."

The village muwrmured agreement.
Roderick stood on the podiwmy i front of the whole
village. "This is my poink of view," he said. "I think it's
wrong that Commor Sevse tells us what to-do-"

The village muttered.

"But he's so-wise; and knowledgeable;” someone called
ouft.

"And he cawv see things so-cleawrly,” another persow said.
"And he cares about us.”

"So-what?" said Roderick. "Being wise doesn't mean that
he knows better thauw us, and being knowledgeable just



means that he knows things, and seeing clearly just

Roderick paused; to-let his words sink in. "Why does it
matter that the village iy no-longer so-prosperous? Why
does it matter that other villages don't want to-buy from
owr fowms amymore; and we're being shuwned by the
local conmuwmunity ? So-what? Why does it matter if we
arenwt very good? Why do-we have to-be?" Roderick raw
his gage over the rows of villagers. "Why do-we think that
life was better inthe days when we were rich and healtivy
and it way safe to-walk in the strreets? Why? Because
Comumon Sevse telly ug so; that's why. The whole lot of yow
Jjust agree withy whatever he says to-you, and I tell yow
that man's power i unnaturall It iy wrong! It i against
everything that iy normal and right! It ig evil!" Roderick
hit the podiwmn. "I think he shouwld be killed."

There was o gasp from the aundience;, and thew some
angry shouty. Roderick sensed that he'd gone a bit too-
four.

"Okay, no;" he said. "I didnw't really mean that last bit.

But listerv. We live inv v village where everyone's point of
view s equally valid. Is that not true?"

Yes;" the village agreed unanimously.

"Well invthat case,” said Roderick. "Commor Sense’s point
of view s no- move valid thau anyone else's, including
mine. And therefore yow should listen to- me as much ay
yow listen to-him."

"Agreed," said Briowv. "That does makes sense.”

"No- it doesn't," shouted Mrs. West.

"It does according to-owr laws;" said Briowv. "We hawve to-
obey the lawy of the village..”"

"Roderick does hawve avpoint," someone shouted, and
several other people called out inv agreement.

"If we really hawe awv equal society,” said Roderick. "I
showld be considered just ay imporvtant asy Comumon
Sense. And inv ovder to-prove that, yow should elect me to-

The village hall echoed withv muurmuiring.

"Um..." Briow looked slightly doubtful. "Well... I suppose;
that does... make sense... sort of. Does anybody disagree?"

Some people put their hands up, but actually not as
many as Roderick had expected. "This will prove that
nobody feels prejudice;” he said, remembering the wovd
Owen had used before. He wasnwt entively sure what it
meant, but it seemed to-hawe quite av powerful effect.

Whewn he said that, everyone who-had raised their hands
put them down again, with the exception of just thwee
people. The tiwee lone protestors were Mrs. West, the
psychiatrist and the very bright boy.

"It seems to- be almost unanimous;,” said Briow.

"Yow cavt do-this;" said Mrs. West. "He nearly destroyed
owr village."

"Yow can't bllame Roderick," said Briow. "It's not faiv to-
blame anyone, whether it's their fouldt or not."



"This i utterly wrong!" said Mrs. West. "Comumow Sense
tells us not to- listewn to-those who-wovship at The Temple
Of Stupidity."

"But we donw't hawe to- listen to- Comumon Sense, " said

Briowv. "Infact, inthe interesty of fairness, we shouldnwt

do- It's decided; we will elect Roderick to-the village
rl."

And so; even though Mrs West and the psychiatrist and
the very bright boy all objected furiously, Roderick was
elected o member of the village couwncil.

And Roderick laughed withvjoy, o dark and furions
elation surging inside him. He had won! HE HAD WON!

And thew something begoan to-happen. The lighty inside
the vilage hall suddenly burned low, and it becaume
move and move difficudt to-see. A gigantic shadow arose
from the back of the hall and moved along the walls
further.

"Roderick!" something spoke inv a hissing, sibilant
whisper that somehow echoed thwoughout the entirve

buidding. "Roderick!"

Roderick cowered onwthe floor intervor. "Who-awe you?"
he whimpered.

"I amvthe Lovd Of Dimness;” said the hissing voice. "Your
ceaseless worshiping at The Temple Of Stupidity has
awoken me from my eternal sleep. Go-and worship at the
temple one move time Roderick;, and speak my naume;,
then I shall rise up and cover this land with o terrible

dawkness that will last av thousand yeaws.”

The village hall erupted into- screaums of tervor. Roderick
watched; hovrified ond ashamed, as panic and feor
gripped the villagers. Peoble stampeded for the doorv,
some of them fainting, some of thew begging for
forgiveness. A huge crowd of people surrounded Mrs. West,
begging her to-tell the village what to-do- How do-we
sowve ourselves? How do-we protect the village from this
terrible, inhwumon thweat?

And evenw as Roderick lay shivering onwthe floor, his sense
of supreme self importance over came even his tervible
fear. He knew that it should be him they were all
crowding around. He was o member of village council.
He was the most important. He shouwld know what to-do-

And then he realised that he did know what to-do-
He actually knew what to-do!

"Wait!" Roderick sprang up, just as Mrs. West way stowting
to-speak. "Everyone! Dot listen to-her, listesv to-me! I
know the answer! I know how to-sawve the village!"

Roderick fought his way thwough the crowd and sprinteds
up the hill, filled with feaw and elation at the sheer
entire life he really had thought of the right thing to-do-
He was going to- save the village. He way going to-go-
straight to- The Temple Of Stupidity, worship and worship
wntth he finally called up this Lovd Of Dinmuness bloke;
whoever he was, and then together the two-of thesm could
protect the village against this hideous thweat that
everybody kept talking about.



