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The Fallen City

	 

	 

	Not so long ago, Mr. Patience and Mr. Reason heard about a mysterious town in a remote region of the world. There was not much known about it when they asked around. From various sources they pieced together that the town used to be a world-famous and flourishing city of quite some importance. But then a political movement took hold of the city, a movement with an inward, egocentric vision and a xenophobic attitude. Visitors started to avoid the city and the inhabitants became increasingly intolerant to strangers. The city fell into decay and became a quiet place with a strange reputation. There was a persistent rumour that the inhabitants thought the national government was controlled by a reptilian world order, so they distanced themselves from the nation and distrusted everything that sounded “official”. Mr. Patience and Mr. Reason didn't think much of this particular rumour, it seemed too far-fetched and they didn't take it seriously. But they were getting very curious about this fallen city.

	 

	It wasn't easy, but after a few weeks of research they found out how to get there. From the last reachable city, it was still a half day walk through remote countryside, but that was fine for them. Mr. Patience was never bothered if something took time, and Mr. Reason thought the effort was acceptable for satisfying their curiosity. So on a fine Spring day they went on their expedition.

	 

	***

	 

	After a few hours of walking through open hilly grassland, the trail they were following went down a hill, out of the warm sun and into the cool shade of a dense forest. At the tree line, Mr. Reason stopped to examine their map while Mr. Patience waited. 

	“We should be close now, Mr. P.”, Mr. Reason said, “although the map is not very detailed here.” His eyes were peering at the map from under his hat. Both were wearing light summer costumes and a hat against the sun, making them a rare civilized sight in these remote lands. 

	“That's fine Mr. R., we have time.” Mr. Patience was sitting on a fallen tree trunk on the side of the trail. For a moment they remained silent and all they could hear was the rustling of the trees and the birds singing.

	 

	Continuing into the woods at the bottom of the hill, they crossed a small river, not more than a few meters wide. The trail followed the river upstream. Further ahead, the hills on either side of the river grew higher, closing in on them. The forest was full of bird sounds that joined the murmur of the steadily streaming river. It all was very peaceful. 

	 

	After an hour of walking, they saw that the trail below their feet began to show patches of pavement through the dirt. It looked like they were on a proper road, one that once used to be much wider. Then the trees suddenly gave way and the valley opened up before them, with grassy hills between groups of trees. Houses appeared here and there, a welcome sign of civilization after all those miles of wild nature. A little bit further the trail widened into a street of grey cobblestones, lined with white half-timbered houses. 

	 

	“That is quite a contrast,” Mr. Patience said, glad they were back in a civilized place. “But most of the houses here seem empty,” he added with a slight disappointment. He looked at a house to their right, with a gutter hanging down from the roof. Most of the windows were broken and the wooden gate hung helplessly against some overgrown shrubs.

	“We made good time,” Mr. Reason said checking his watch, not paying much attention to what Mr. Patience had said. “Let’s see if there is a place to have tea and biscuits.” In the distance they saw higher buildings, like a proper town, and there was some movement of people on the streets. The road went slightly uphill to the centre of town and the further they got, the more houses they saw that were inhabited and cared for. Some people appeared from their houses, gazing at the two strangers. Mr. Patience greeted them by lifting his hat, but no one returned his greeting.

	 

	The road ended at a square with an old church and a fountain, which formed the centre of the town. The church seemed to be no longer in service, the windows were barred with wooden planks and the doors hung loose on their hinges. The winding river they had followed through the woods emerged again from behind some houses and passed the square and the church on the left, separating the town in two parts. 

	 

	Behind the church there were only a few more buildings before the end of the valley rose steeply. Halfway up the hill stood a castle that seemed inhabited, towering over the town. There was no road or path going higher than the castle, and the town was closed in on all sides, a world in itself. The path they took was the only way into the valley.

	“Cosy,” Mr. Patience remarked while they crossed the square. He had his phone in his hand and held it up to the sky, looking for a signal. “It is weird. Maybe it is because of the valley, but my phone says there is no reception here. Only a Wi-Fi network named RumpNet, but it is password protected.”

	 

	At the square, Mr. Patience and Mr. Reason found a small restaurant, but a sign on the door said it was closed. Another sign explained the hours of service: ‘When it is open, it is open. When it is not, it is not’. They were a bit hungry, but they had no choice but to keep on walking. Luckily, they found a small grocery store just around the corner. At first, the store seemed to be deserted, but when they stepped inside, a large man appeared from a door behind the counter. He nodded gravely to their greetings and followed their movements through the narrow aisles of the store closely. All went in a chilling silence, there was no store music or radio, and there were no other customers. When Mr. Reason and Mr. Patience approached the counter, the large man crossed his arms and looked at the fruit and cookies they had gathered.

	“Do you accept card or do we need to pay cash?” Mr. Reason asked, aware that the man was a bit suspicious towards strangers.

	“We only accept local currency,” the man growled.

	“Local currency? You mean euros? Or dollars?” Mr. Reason asked.

	The man shook his head, but didn't speak. Mr. Reason was not taken back by this lack of communication.

	“So, no euros or dollars. What currency do you use then?”

	Without speaking, the man showed them a golden coin with the head of a man on both sides. It was a fat, square head with peering eyes and hair like a wave you sometimes see in cartoons. They had never seen the coin and the man on it before. 

	“No local currency means no buying,” the big man said, and he took the fruit and cookies and placed it behind the counter. He crossed his arms again and stared at them.

	Mr. Reason wanted to say something, but Mr. Patience gently pushed him aside.

	“Where can we change our money into local currency?” he asked, “It is very stupid of us: we didn't bring any local currency with us.”

	The man shrugged again, unwilling to help them and they decided to leave the store and search for a bank or a cash machine.

	 

	While walking and searching, Mr. Patience and Mr. Reason got the feeling there was something wrong in this town. Although the sun was shining, there was something sad and tense about this town. There were only a few people on the streets and most of them seemed shy and looked down when they passed. They seemed to be afraid. But there were also other people, who looked at them haughtily, with condemning eyes. What was missing, it seemed, was a friendly face, a smile, a simple greeting for two strangers. It was all anger or sadness.

	 

	An old lady was sweeping the sidewalk before her house and Mr. Reason greeted her kindly .

	“Excuse me madam, do you perhaps know where we could find a cash machine or a bank? We seem to lack the correct currency.”

	The woman looked up and then quickly scanned the street for other people. She walked quickly into her house and gestured that the men should follow her. Inside, she quickly closed the door. The hallway where they stood was clean and tidy, with a stone floor and an umbrella stand, a coat rack and a cabinet, all made of plain, handcrafted wood.

	“You are not welcome here, being strangers and all,” she said. It didn't sound like an order to leave, it was more of an apology.

	“The town mayor, Mr. Rump, will want you to leave,” she added. “It used to be so much better here, we were such a hospitable place.”

	“What happened?” Mr. Reason asked, but the lady continued: “There's not even a police force anymore. The two officers we had were sacked by the mayor, apparently because they investigated possible fraud at his election. They said the officers left the village, but we haven't seen or heard from them since, that's for sure. Some people say they have seen two unmarked graves in the woods.” She looked at the front door. “You have to go now, go back where you came from as quick as you can,” she said. “But make sure no one sees you leave here, or I will be in trouble.”

	 

	Suddenly there was a loud banging on the front door. The old lady winced and let out a wail of fear. Without much effort, the door was forced open and two large, broad men stepped aside to give way for a well-dressed fat man in a suit. It was the man that was on the coins they had seen in the grocery store. His face was strangely orange and with his wavy light coloured hair he looked a bit like a sunburnt cockatoo. 

	 

	“I am Mr. Rump, Theodore for my friends,” he said. After a short pause, he added: “So you can call me Mr. Rump.” His voice was sneering and commanding, but his appearance with the expensive suit, his black narrow eyes and orange skin colour, was kind of ridiculous.

	“This is Mr. Patience and I am Mr. Reason,” Mr. Reason said. 

	Mr. Rump looked at them without much interest.

	“I am sure I am not going to like you Mr. Raisin. There is something about you I just hate. I just do.”

	“My name is Reason, not Raisin,” said Mr. Reason.

	Mr. Rump smiled and shrugged. “Who cares?” he said. “Follow me, you are strangers here and I will show you this town. It is the best town, you’ll never see something like it anywhere else. And then you must leave.”

	“Oh, but we are fine to walk around ourselves,” Mr. Patience said, but Mr. Rump had already walked away and the two large men who had been standing at both sides of the door opening pulled Mr. Patience and Mr. Reason out of the house and forced them to follow Mr. Rump. Then they went into the house. From a distance Mr. Patience and Mr. Reason heard muffled screams coming from the house.

	Mr. Patience was concerned and said: “What about this lady, what are they going to do, she didn't do anything wrong, didn't she?”

	Mr. Rump waited until they caught up with him. Standing between them, he put his arms on their backs and pushed them forward, walking on.

	“What lady?” he said. “Listen, this town is my town, I am the mayor here. Strangers do not understand. I work hard to make this the best town in the world.“ He pointed to Mr. Reason and Mr. Patience. “You,” he said slowly, like he was talking to some children, “are strangers and we don’t like you. We care for our own, they will always come first.” He paused. “Of course, there are always those who think differently, even among us. Don’t listen to them. They are dangerous, and we keep them under close surveillance.” As if a thought suddenly emerged in him, he added: “Strangers are also dangerous, by the way. You are not like us, and I do not trust you. We will watch you every move.”

	 

	They walked a short while through the centre of the town, Mr. Rump pointing out specific houses and special stores that his guests thought to be quite insignificant. Most people they saw along the way bowed their heads when Mr. Rump passed, some people looked away and a few looked at him with a clear but contained hatred in their eyes.

	“We will clear this town of all hostile elements,” Mr. Rump said. “Strangers, unadjusted people, they do not belong here. Dangerous people, not nice people.”

	He pointed to the other side of the river that divided the town into two. “There are people there. People who are different. Not all of them, but most of them. We will clear them out.”

	 

	They passed a pedestal with a broken statue laying in pieces on the ground. Two broken off legs pointed skywards on the top of the pedestal.

	“The last mayor was an embarrassment to our town. A complete embarrassment,” Mr. Rump said, walking on without looking at the rubble. 

	 

	They stopped before a large white house just outside the town’s centre. There was a big wooden sign above the front door, reading ‘The Rump Residence’. To the left of the building a large tower was being built.

	“This is an important house, it is my house. It is great. I will build a tower here, so the whole town can see who is in charge. It will be the best tower ever.”

	The house was nice, but for Mr. Patience and Mr. Reason, the most striking detail about the mayor’s house was the fact that the garden before the house extended into where the front gardens of the houses next to the mayor’s house should have been. Mr. Rump saw his visitors wondering and said: “I needed that space, the mayor should have the best garden. And soon I will also take their backyards, it is crucial for security.”

	“Will your neighbours agree to that?” Mr. Patience asked. “I mean, it is their land I assume.”

	“I’ll pay good money for it. And if they refuse to sell, I will just take it by force. I am the mayor, I can do anything.”

	 

	Meanwhile, Mr. Rump's bodyguards had caught up with their little group. They positioned themselves behind the mayor and crossed their arms, so Mr. Patience and Mr. Reason didn’t feel like discussing the things they had heard and seen at this moment.

	 

	Instead, Mr. Reason pointed to the castle halfway up the hill at the end of the valley.

	“Who's castle is that, is that also part of the village?” he asked.

	Mr. Rump looked up at the castle. 

	“That? That is a beautiful castle, the best there is. It belongs to the town so it is mine, of course.”

	 

	A voice sounded across the street: “Now now T, are you telling your little lies again? Who are those strangers?”

	A man in dark casual clothing walked towards them. His head was square and his eyes narrow.

	“Mr. Mollusk, good that you join us.” Mr. Rump greeted him with the same sneering arrogance that he used when addressing his visitors, but something in his voice had changed. It almost sounded like a sense of awe, a submissive tone. The presence of Mr. Mollusk clearly made him nervous.

	“Mr. Rump likes to brag a lot, which is good for him, but the castle is mine,” Mr. Mollusk said. “Isn’t that right, Theodore? All mine.” He extended his hand to Mr. Patience and Mr. Reason. “I am Mr. Mollusk, but please call me Elon.”

	 

	Without waiting for them to respond, he continued: “I’m the owner of most of the houses in this town and I also own the grocery store, most of the farms and the furniture company. I’m the biggest employer here. And I also take care of the IT infrastructure, by the way.” 

	He waited, seemingly to receive cheers for his accomplishments, but Mr. Reason and Mr. Patience just stood there for a moment, not knowing what to say. Then Mr. Reason asked: “So, you facilitate the internet connection? I saw there is a town Wi-Fi.”

	“Yes, we have our own internet here, the general internet is not to be trusted.” Mr. Rump interjected: “Too much fake news. We should spare our fine people and give them the news they want. A great idea, the best idea, from me, executed by Mr. Mollusk.”

	“I funded the mayor’s election, being the richest man here and now T has made me an ‘important advisor’,” Mr. Mollusk said. He laughed. “I’m here to keep things running smoothly and weed out any overspending, rebellion and corruption. A responsible task that includes a lot of internet monitoring of course.” He slapped Mr. Rump on his back.

	“I will be going now, a lot of work to do you know, but I will leave you again in the precious care of Mr. Rump. Be nice to them T!” And off he went. 

	Mr. Rump was silent for a while, but soon he pulled himself together.

	“He is a good friend. The best,” he said silently. He checked his expensive watch. “It is getting late in the day, I guess you can’t make it back to where you came from today. We are not inhospitable if you want to spend money here.” He turned to his bodyguards. “Take them to the hotel.”

	“There is no need… “ Mr. Patience began hastily, but Mr. Rump interrupted him. 

	“Yes there is,” he said, “I don’t trust you.”

	He extended his hand and shook both their hands. “Have a great stay. The hotel is the best.” He walked off and his bodyguards closed in on Mr. Patience and Mr. Reason. With a gesture of his arm, one of the bodyguards pointed the way to the hotel. It was only a short walk back to the square where the hotel was located. The bodyguards delivered them to the door and walked away. 

	 

	The hotel was a large building in neoclassical style, with yellow stone arches and balconies at the front. A tympanum adorned the top part of the building and grey slates formed a domed roof. It all looked very over the top for a town like this, but maybe it had been more fitting when the town was still a city. Inside, the hotel was lavishly furnished with white marble, velvet curtains, antique furniture and golden detailing. There still was something of a former glory, although the marble on the floor had seen better days and the windows were dusty with cobwebs in the corners and dead flies on the windowsills. What stood out the most though, was the silence. No other people, no one in the lounge, no voices.

	Mr. Reason scraped his throat, and at the sound a young man stood up from behind the reception desk.

	“Didn’t see you there,” Mr. Reason said walking towards the counter. “We would like to have a room.”

	“Yes, Mr. Rump already informed me that you would be coming,” the receptionist said in a silky tone. “Mr. Rump selected your room personally, he always knows best. You will enjoy the room.”

	 

	They were given a room on the second floor, overlooking the town square. The receptionist personally led the way and, after opening the room, retreated with a bow. From their room they could see the church with the barred doors on the other side of the square. It stood lonely and broken in the afternoon light. Below, some people were crossing the square, in a hurry to get home. 

	Mr. Patience said: “This Mr. Rump is an interesting man. I can see why this town has been so isolated. When you want to rule as a dictator, you just cut off all access to the outer world and control any information on what the people can know. A classic dictatorship strategy. What I don’t understand is why the people of this town accept him to be in charge. He seems to me incredibly unpleasant.”

	 

	At dinner time, they went down to the restaurant in the hotel. There were no other people except a nervous waiter who handed them the menu without a word. It was all very uneasy, sitting in the big empty room with neatly laid tables with a gentle lighting from crystal chandeliers on the ceiling.

	“I feel like we are playing a part in a Stephen King novel,” Mr. Reason said. 

	Mr. Patience smiled. “It is all very strange indeed.”

	 

	There was a lot on the menu, but when they made their choices, the waiter had to apologize multiple times, as their choices were not available. 

	“We used to get deliveries from outside of the village, but with Mr. Rump in charge, many suppliers are no longer welcome,” the waiter said.

	“Why is that?” asked Mr. Patience.

	“The man that brought the asparagus, for instance, looked like he was a gay man, a homosexual,” the waiter said, pointing to the dish on the menu.

	“Was he in fact a gay man?” Mr. Reason asked.

	“As far as I know he has a wife and children, but I guess that is not a reason not to be gay. And the dairy supplier looks very much like a lizard, so you understand that Mr. Rump didn’t want him visiting the town.” The waiter leaned forward a bit. “There were some doubts about the person from the toilet paper deliveries as well, but Mr. Rump told us to tolerate him, because he brings ‘essential goods’.”

	 

	In the end, by recommendation of the waiter, they took the chef's special, which, not very surprisingly, was a rump steak. When it arrived, it was good, but certainly not the best there was, as the menu had said.

	 

	After dinner, Mr. Patience and Mr. Reason noticed that the waiter lingered a bit longer then needed when clearing the table. He looked around, to see if he wasn't overheard. From this pocket, he got a wrinkled picture which he presented to the men.

	“You see this picture? It was just after the mayor got himself elected.”

	They looked at the picture. Mr. Mollusk was on it, his right hand raised in a waving gesture. They didn't understand the importance of it.

	“It is a fascist’s salute, like they did for Hitler!” the waiter said indignantly. “They are all fascists, the whole lot.”

	Mr. Reason and Mr. Patience didn't really see a fascist’s salute in the picture. Maybe, yes, if you wanted to see the salute, then it looked a bit like it. But it could easily be just a wave.

	“I understand you are not really are supporter of Mr. Rump, then?” Mr. Patience asked.

	The waiter shook his head and said: “You should come visit us, there are more like me. I live on the other side of the town and we do not all approve of Mr. Rump.”

	 

	***

	 

	In the morning, while having breakfast, Mr. Reason and Mr. Patience were surprised to see Mr. Rump entering the empty breakfast room. Without asking, he sat down at their table. His two bodyguards positioned themselves behind his chair.

	 

	“Did you eat here last night? The restaurant has good food. It is the best food.” He was interrupted by a sound on his phone. Without waiting for their answer, he took the phone out of his pocket and looked at the screen.

	“I see the rooster of Mrs. Smith was making noise again this morning, reported by a trusted source.”  He smiled at Mr. Reason and Mr. Patience. “It is good to have eyes and ears among the people. I will take action immediately, and order the ownership of roosters to be forbidden. Effective immediately.” He focussed on typing, while Mr. Reason and Mr. Patience finished their breakfast.

	Wiping his mouth, Mr. Reason asked: “You can put out legally binding orders for the community through your phone?”

	“All my orders are on Rump Social.”

	“Rump Social?” Mr. Patience asked.

	“It is the best social network there is. No whiners there, only straight talk.” He showed his phone to Mr. Patience, with the Rump Social app open. 

	“There are a lot of orders there, how do people keep track?” Mr. Reason asked.

	“They just do. They are good people, the best.”

	“Shouldn’t there be a more… democratic way of decision making for a community?” Mr. Patience asked carefully.

	Mr. Rump smiled a sad smile.

	“All those people. Young, young, beautiful people. They’re like kids, two thousand of them in my town – and they have no reason to be sad, because I make the decisions for them. They're all happy. Happy people.” He nodded to himself and got up. 

	“Well, I have work to do. Now you gentlemen, behave yourself. There is always someone watching, remember that. And note that I trust that you will be out of town before noon.” And with that, Mr. Rump and his bodyguards left them.

	 

	To clear their heads, Mr. Patience and Mr. Reason decided to take a walk through the town before leaving, also because they hadn’t forgotten the invitation by the waiter the night before. The morning sun was shining and the temperature was pleasant. In this light, the town looked friendly and normal.

	 

	After a short while they found a man digging at some roadworks. He looked a bit thin to be a groundworker and he was pausing frequently like he was not used to digging. Mr. Reason approached him.

	“Hi there. We are looking to understand what happened in this town,” Mr. Reason said to him. “It seems all a bit…. out of the ordinary, so to say. Don’t you think so?”

	The man looked up.

	“Not from here, I gather?” he said. “Well, everything used to be quite normal, until a few years ago. I tried to deal with the change, but in the end I became a roadworker, just to be able to pay my bills.” He threw down his spade and put his hands on his sides.

	“I used to be a scientist, you know, specializing in environmental issues,” the man said. “The funding for my research was cancelled, because it was considered an irrelevant subject.” 

	The man spat on the ground and after a grimace he picked up the spade and continued digging.

	“Why was your research deemed irrelevant?” Mr. Patience asked.

	“Because I live on the other side of town,” the man grumbled without looking up. “And because the so-called ‘town’s council’ decided that there should be no money spent on the preservation of nature.”

	“So there is a council here?”

	The man laughed bitterly. “If you consider Mr. Rump and Mr. Mollusk a council, then yes.”

	“I see you are not a fan of them,” Mr. Reason said and the man nodded, but he refused to say more. “Don't want no trouble,” was the last thing he said.

	 

	Mr. Reason and Mr. Patience walked on. A middle-aged lady walked towards them, cutting off their leisurely walk. She immediately began talking in a demanding tone.

	“I noticed that you may have talked to some unreliable people, I happen to see you talking to that man digging back there. And you stayed at the hotel, the waiter there is not to be trusted!”

	Mr. Patience raised his eyebrows, but before he could talk, the lady continued.

	“Don’t let them tell you their stories, it is all nonsense. Mr. Rump is a blessing for this town. Finally a man who has the guts to do things and address the real issues of this world.”

	Mr. Reason interjected: “And what are those issues, madam?”

	The lady inhaled audibly, shocked by the question.

	“Well, the general things that are wrong in this world of course!” she exclaimed indignantly. “No focus on what the ordinary people need, only whining about the environment and this non-existing global warming. There are coloured people doing high paying jobs meant for white people and there are people of the same sex living in sin, and they are all mixing with our own people to weaken the species. It is all a setup by the lizard people, and Mr. Rump is the only one who sees this and does something about it!”

	“Wow,” was the only thing Mr. Patience could say.

	“Indeed, wow! We only should trust our own kind and Mr. Rump, bless him, will do what is necessary. Now you move along, we do not like strangers here and Mr. Rump said you would be gone by noon.”

	Without waiting for their reply, she walked away with her head held high.

	 

	“Well,” said Mr. Patience after a moment of silence.

	“Yes,” replied Mr. Reason. “An interesting worldview, not very subtle I’m afraid. And it seems that our presence and departure has been communicated across town.”

	“Let’s not stay in this town too long,” Mr. Patience said. “I feel I am losing myself here.”

	“Yes, we will go through the other side and then head out,” Mr. Reason said and walked towards the only bridge in the town.

	 

	When crossing the bridge to the other side of town, there was no visual difference between the sides. Like the side they came from, there were also many abandoned houses here, pointing to a more populous past. On this side there was a second, smaller, church which seemed to be still open. Curious, they entered and found the vicar inside.

	 

	“I see there is still a place of worship open in this town,” Mr. Reason said to the vicar.

	“Yes, of course! People will always need a house of contemplation and prayer. We are here to serve.”

	“The church at the square seemed closed, though, why is this church open?” Mr. Patience asked.

	“Mr. Rump has a complicated relationship with religion, but he understands that people need a place to go and practice their religion.” The vicar smiled. “He is trying hard to be a religious man.”

	“That is not an answer. Why is your church still open if the mayor closed the other church?” Mr. Reason asked.

	“We are here for everybody, we will not choose sides,” the vicar said hastily. “Now if you’ll excuse me, I have to attend to my duties.” He walked away quickly and disappeared behind a door in the back of the church. For a moment, there was silence and before they could discuss the behaviour of the vicar, an altar boy stepped forward from behind a pillar. Making sure the vicar was not returning, he greeted both men.

	“I shouldn't be talking to you,” he said. “We are warned not to speak to you. But I don't care, I will not let anybody tell me what to do.” His cheeks flushed from his own boldness.

	“This church is still open because the vicar donates large sums of money to Mr. Rump personally.” 

	“Isn't that a form of corruption?” Mr. Reason asked. “I thought that was something Mr. Rump was fighting against. What does Mr. Mollusk think of that?”

	The altar boy laughed contemptuously. “Yeah, well, the only corruption they fight is the corruption that doesn't suit them. You can be sure that they take good care of themselves.”

	He thought for a bit and frowned.

	“If Mr. Rump is not the devil, a being of pure evil, then I may be losing my faith in God. How can such a man exist?”

	Mr. Reason and Mr. Patience didn’t have an answer to that.

	 

	“I am curious,” Mr. Reason said, “How did Mr. Rump become mayor? We hear a lot of stories about… about remarkable decisions and behaviour of Mr. Rump, and now you are suggesting corruption…”

	“The issue is that most did support him and quite a few still support him. I also supported him. He was different from the earlier mayors. Straight, no nonsense. No strange LGBTQ-talk, but a strong promoter of man and wife as cornerstones in society, just like the church aims for. Things would be better in our town and he would focus on us instead of foreign matters.” He sighed. “It was a mistake. The mayor only cares for himself, and although it is such a cliche, it is a very true one… the popular guy gets elected and misuses his power when he gets it. But in this case, some of us now see that even before he became popular, he already was rotten to the core. And he is certainly not leader-material.”

	“Still, many people apparently voted for him…,” Mr. Reason said.

	“You can come far with bragging, lying and money. And he lies a lot, you know. It is like he lives in his own private world, sometimes I think he actually believes the things he says.”

	 

	Suddenly, the voice of the vicar sounded through the door in the back of the church, calling the altar boy. The boy hastily said goodbye and hurried to the vicar, leaving the two men alone.

	Mr. Patience was the first to speak: “Let’s get back outside, the chills are running down my spine.” Mr. Reason nodded and followed Mr. Patience into the sun. They continued their walk in silence, processing everything they had heard.

	 

	A little further down the road, there was a man working in his garden. He was digging small holes in this lawn, for planting some shrubs.

	“Good day to you, Sir,” Mr. Reason said. “Lovely weather to do some gardening I say.”

	The man looked up and smiled a short smile. His face was stern, with lines of wisdom that showed experience and age.

	“It is a good day to spend in the garden when you are retired,” he said. “Used to be a judge here, you know. I heard you have been talking to Mr. Rump, so I assume that you understand that the legal system has somewhat degraded since he is in charge.”

	“As a former judge, you are no longer upholding the legal system then?” Mr. Patience asked.

	The man leaned on his spade.

	“Well, you may have heard that Elon Mollusk is fighting corruption in this town. I was questioning whether he was legitimately handling all the personal data he was seeing while looking for corruption. Him not being a town official, held to secrecy and all. Then Mr. Rump said that it was suspicious that a judge would oppose the fight against corruption and suggested that the judge himself should be investigated for corruption.” He sighed. “You can imagine, with such a disrespect for the legal profession it is impossible to work.”

	“And now you are working in your garden,” Mr. Reason said. “Shouldn't you take on the mayor and defend the law?”

	“Ah, well,” the judge said, “There is no fighting this kind of stupidity. I quit before they could charge me with corruption. I’m just waiting for the people to see who he really is. They will dismiss him in the end.”

	“Who is upholding the law when you are no longer doing this?” Mr. Reason asked.

	“My colleague is quite a Rump follower, so he is doing the court sessions now. It is quite interesting if you are into legal stuff. I believe just two weeks ago someone was convicted for being a member of the oppressing lizard world community. And last week we had someone ordered to give up their garden for the mayor. You know, when Mr. Rump just started as mayor we had a court ruling ordering the closure of the big church across the river, for not wanting to bless Mr. Rump at his inauguration. A personal vendetta through court, it is shameful.” He shook his head.

	“But how many things need to happen before someone takes action?” Mr. Patience said.

	The judge looked at him. There was no humour in his eyes when he said: “I trust someone will shoot him before it gets too bad.”

	 

	“Now, now, don’t say such awful things, James.” A small lady appeared from the house next to the judge. She turned to Mr. Patience and Mr. Reason. “He is so grumpy since he stopped working.”

	“Forced to resign from my office!” the judge interrupted her. “I was forced!” He bent forward again and attacked the earth furiously with his spade.

	“Yes yes, we know,” the lady said soothingly from her garden. She beckoned Mr. Reason and Mr. Patience to follow her to her garden. From her garden she talked to both gentlemen who were standing on the street.

	“He easily says such clumsy things, he doesn’t mean it,” she said. “I kind of like him and I wouldn’t want him to get into trouble, you see.” She blushed a bit when she said that.

	Mr. Reason nodded and smiled. “So things are a bit strained now with the mayor and all?” he asked.

	“No, nooo, I wouldn’t say so,” she said looking quickly left and right through the street. “We all manage, no problems.” She looked down and thought for a bit.

	“Things are a bit harder here since the doctor left,” she admitted. “He was such a nice, knowledgeable man. But the mayor discovered that he put little things from the government inside people. Gadgets, the mayor called them. So that the government could follow us and control us. We are lucky to have such a good mayor.”

	Mr. Reason laughed. “You surely do not believe that? The government using your doctor to plant ‘little things’ to follow people? You know that is just not allowed, the government can not do that! And they have better things to do, like running the country.”

	Mr. Patience interrupted: “So you don't have any medical care at this moment?”

	The lady looked distrustful at the laughing Mr. Reason and said: “Well, my nephew Billy knows some things, being a pig farmer and all.” She straightened herself when she saw the surprise on the faces of Mr. Patience and Mr. Reason. “He is a good lad and knows things without that science mumbo jumbo.”

	“You don't believe in science?” Mr. Patience asked.

	“According to Mr. Rump, science is dangerous and I agree with him. It is used to misguide us about what is happening in the world, and it forces us to take medicine we do not need, like vaccines. It is all part of a plan to enslave the ordinary people. And the scientific proof for global warming is a lie, only meant for letting the ordinary people pay taxes to solve fake environmental issues. The government wants to control us with science. We see it daily, when airlines fly over, the streaks they leave are all poison to sedate us. I always flee inside the house when I spot one.”

	“You believe all that?” Mr. Reason asked, amazed by the stream of words.

	She nodded. “And many people with me!” she added forcefully.

	“I think we will be getting on now,” Mr. Patience interrupted, having enough of this discussion. “We will no longer disturb you, you have a good day now.”

	 

	Mr. Reason lifted his hat to say goodbye and walked on with Mr. Patience.

	“That conversation took an unexpected turn,” he said. “One moment you are talking to a caring lady that has a crush on her neighbour and then the importance of science and the government is demolished in a few words. Why are they all distrusting the government so much?”

	“It is indeed fascinating that these people fail to see that the government is there for them, and that the government consists of people like them,” Mr. Patience said

	Mr. Reason responded: “I think there is a lack of knowledge on their side, but also a lack of care on the government side. They lost contact, these people don't feel heard. It is easy to distrust a distant institute if they do not listen or acknowledge you.”

	“But what is left when you no longer believe in the good intentions of the people in the government and what do you believe in when you reject science?”

	Mr. Reason remained silent, because he didn't have an answer.

	 

	A little further, the street ran parallel to the river and three old men were sitting on a wooden bench on the riverbank. They looked to the other side of the town in silence. When Mr. Reason and Mr. Patience joined them, the leftmost man turned to them and said in a slightly unsteady voice: “Well now, here are the strangers everyone is yapping about.” The man to the right lit a small cigar and blew out a cloud of white smoke before also turning his head to look at the strangers. Only the middle man remained as he was, leaning with his hands on top of each other on his walking stick and staring at the houses on the other side.

	 

	There was a long silence, broken only by the calming rippling sound of the river before them.

	“Quite an experience nowadays, this town of ours, isn't it?” It was the smoking man who suddenly talked.

	“You can say that,” Mr. Reason answered.

	“It used to be such a pleasant town,” the left man said. “Hard to imagine now.”

	“It is a disaster!” the man with the walking stick added.

	 

	“I'm sure you want to know what we think of Mr. Rump,” the left man said. “We have an opinion about him alright!”

	The man with the cigar leaned back on the bench.

	“This Mr. Rump is a crook,” he said, “and Mr. Mollusk plays him like a puppet. Since a few weeks now there are hardly any birds in the woods. And you know why that is? Mr. Rump sacked our local ranger!”

	“Surely, that will not be the cause of less birds in the woods?” Mr. Reason asked. “I do not see a connection here.”

	“No, that's the only cause, I just know it. It is all the mayor's fault.”

	“But there is no logical connection between fewer birds and the sacking of a ranger, right?” Mr. Reason remarked.

	“It is all Mr. Rump’s fault,” the man said stubbornly. “He just cursed that poor ranger into the ground and then had his bodyguards beat him up.”

	“He is a disaster!” the man with the walking stick said.

	“Surely a mayor does not do such things?” Mr. Reason said, a little hesitant, but the left man interjected.

	“They say this Mr. Rump is not a good Christian, because people say he is sleeping with his secretary. No secret there, he just grabs her butt in front of everyone and he doesn't care what Mrs. Trump thinks about that!”

	“That's a sad story right there,” the man with the cigar said. “You just cannot imagine how painful it is to be married to such a man.”

	“So he is married?” Mr. Reason was surprised. “He seems like a difficult man to love.”

	“You got that right,” the left man smiled. “I guess he beats her up now and then. Lacking any form of respect or restraint towards women that man.”

	“I heard he used community money to pay some expensive hookers too,” the man with the cigar mused. “For them to be silent about visiting him, I mean. So he actually paid them double, and with community money!”

	“He is a disgrace!” the man with the walking stick said.

	 

	“I am sure his election was rigged,” the man with the cigar continued. “No way he could get that many votes. Votes for him appeared just like that. And what is disappearing now is the town’s budget; right into his pockets.”

	 

	“It sounds like you should revolt against the mayor and have new elections, maybe with support of the government to prevent any fraud this time,” Mr. Reason suggested.

	 

	“Maybe, but we don't trust the government. And the mayor and his supporters will never accept a defeat, they will say the new elections are rigged,” the left man said. And the cigar man hastily added: “It is better to keep it this way. The mayor controls all people and agencies that could report independently on what is really happening. We do not know if we would reach a majority. I think revenge by the mayor would be severe when we fail to remove him. He is a vengeful man.”

	“He is dangerous!” the man with the walking stick said.

	 

	“Don't you want him gone then?” Mr. Patience asked.

	“Well, I think most people want him gone as soon as possible, but he has an iron grip on the town now. His henchmen are in all the important functions.” The other two man nodded after the words of the cigar man.

	 

	Suddenly, they heard footsteps coming their way. From a street corner behind them, Mr. Rump approached the group of people with his bodyguards. His sneering voice was full of contempt when he greeted them. 

	“Do I see a conspiracy forming here?” He smiled an evil smile. “Of course I don’t, you are all happy citizens of this great town.” He stood in front of the three men on the bench, who were suddenly looking like three children that got caught skipping school. Mr. Rump's hand reached forward and he squeezed the shoulder of the middle man. “I hope you are not making any trouble, are you now?”

	“We’re in trouble!” the man with the walking stick said, but the left man punched him on the upper arm and said:

	“Hello Mr. Rump, just the usual chit chat, no problems here, we are all very happy indeed.” And the two other men nodded at his words.

	Mr. Rump turned to Mr. Reason and Mr. Patience. 

	“Now you two, seen enough, spied all you wanted to spy?” he said with a contemptuous smile. “I know you have been brainwashed by your dictator-government. That's why you see things the wrong way. But I don't care what you tell all your little friends back home. You think you see a town in a valley, I see a shining city upon a hill.”

	“Excuse me sir,” Mr. Patience said a bit piqued, “With respect, but our country's government, which is also your government, mind you, certainly is not a dictatorship and I think you know that very well.”

	Mr. Reason added: “We have seen and heard a lot of dubious things in this town. Things like the existence of an unofficial coin for payment, the removal of the official police force and no free internet. I also see a concerning lack of acceptance of different opinions, scientific facts and respect for other people's property. And on top of that, we learned that the legal system is no longer an impartial institution after you made sure there are only judges that support you.”

	“You claim to fight corruption, but by running this town as a dictator you are the main source of corruption yourself,” Mr. Patience said. “By what right do you disrespect all the people in this town?”

	Mr. Rump smiled his contemptuous smile.

	“All humans are equal, but some are more equal than others. Not everyone is fit to rule. Sheep need a shepherd, otherwise the wolf will get them.”

	“With this kind of ruling you seem like the wolf ruling the sheep,” Mr. Reason said. “You are not unlike dictator Pjotr Utin from the neighbouring country.”

	“Well, who says that Mr. Utin is a bad person?” Mr. Rump responded. His smile had faded a little, but if he was angry, he didn't show it.

	“I would think you would show some respect for me and the people here, for receiving you so kindly,” he said with his nasal voice. “Instead, you are telling lies about us and about the true nature of the government. It is again proof that strangers are not to be trusted, like I always say. I would be careful if I were you, you are not in a good position here. Not a good position at all.”

	“Are you threatening us?” Mr. Reason asked in disbelief, but Mr. Rump didn't listen.

	“Gentlemen, I insist that you leave now. I am not telling you twice. You have a bad influence on the people here and I am done talking to you. Goodbye.” And with these words he turned and walked back to the centre of town. Mr. Reason and Mr. Patience watched him go, his orange features and light hair brightly visible against the grey backdrop of the town.

	 

	The bodyguards stepped forward and escorted Mr. Reason and Mr. Patience to the edge of the town and stood watch until both friends had disappeared in the woods.

	 

	It took a while before Mr. Patience broke the silence between them. 

	“A shocking experience. Not only because of Mr. Rump and Mr. Mollusk, but also because no one takes action, no one tries to bring change. Everybody is waiting for something and this major just does what he wants.”

	“Don't be too hard on those people,” Mr. Reason said. “They are scared. And you know that abused people usually stick with their abusers way too long. It is bad, but somehow it is also safe. People rarely know how to deal with dictators, most likely are just afraid. And yes, I say dictator, because that is what is happening there.” 

	“This egocentric attitude and the dismissing of everything that is different and inconvenient is so wrong and bad for the town,” Mr. Patience said. “This way, they will remain isolated and in the end they will fall into anarchy. This xenophobia and egoism leads to nothing. We need an open mind and compassion to get along in this world.”

	 

	Full of thoughts, Mr. Patience walked on, further on the trail leading out of the valley. Mr. Reason followed him. He felt there was nothing he could do for the people in the fallen city and it made him sad. Change needs to come from within, and the only ones that could help the people of the town were the inhabitants themselves.

	 



