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The Democracy of the Dunces 

                      Monisha Raman 

Chennai, India 

Like the odd rooster that crows worthlessly through the blue hour, the Imbecile’s futile 
aphorisms are lost in the wind.  2045 is not a friendly year for people like the Imbecile, 
especially in a small town at the foothill of The Ghats. It is not just this year; rational thinkers 
have been jailed and tortured for more than a decade now. This man, Imbecile and his ivy-
league education proved worthless in this majoritarian town influenced by the state-controlled 
news outlets. The authoritarian force was so strong that people failed to believe in the existence 
of an opposite force.  

‘There once were many parties contesting elections, each with different ideologies,’ 
Imbecile would begin on his ineffectual sermons. ‘Anything without contrary energy crumbles 
from within. This scenario is defying the great man’s third law.’ 

‘Idiot, digging into the past that gave us nothing,’ would be the majoritarian reply, and 
those who agreed with Imbecile have learnt to mute themselves over the years for fear of 
consequences. 

It is the same fright that stopped people around me from opposing the authorities when 
they visited our town and convinced us that the hill adjoining our town was infested by unseen 
forces of the dark and had to be demolished. ‘Think of the opportunities that arise out of 
flattening that huge hill,’ the local leader had spoken during one of the grievance meetings. 
Yes, they do have such acts of ridicule.  

‘There could be a rail line connecting our town to the big cities,’ the leader’s 
spokesperson said.  

‘We don’t have to depend on this damn cultivation anymore,’ some voices agreed. 

‘We can dream of big jobs in the cities and return home to our tranquil town,’ more 
voices echoed. 

‘Except there wouldn’t be any tranquillity with the rail track by your house,’ Imbecile 
had countered to be carried out of the meeting. 

‘Not only did his ancestors convince us to hold onto this cultivation when the world 
moved on, now he is here to speak ill of development,’ one voice was loud, and others laughed 
in agreement.  
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‘He even said strange things like that mountain sits on rich uranium ore,’ one of them 
adds to more laughter.  

Thus forms were handed, and signatures were collected while I watched Imbecile being 
whipped at a distance. After such instances, he locked himself and emerged stronger, like a 
stationary hurricane gaining gusto.  

~ 

Imbecile has lived in a utilitarian world across the ocean and believes in the well-being 
and homogeneity of a different kind, not the one construed by the driving forces of the state. 
Imbecile dreams of a state of homogeneity like the plasma in the human body, which holds the 
blood cells together. Evidently, both the cells and the liquid gain from each other and serve a 
purpose- to support life. However, authorities believe in a different kind of homogeneity where 
a section is forced to dissolve cruelly in an overpowering medium. The resulting mixture may 
serve an obscure purpose but will eventually end up in the sewer system, like a laundry 
detergent forced to blend in water.  

While there was collective preparation for the demolishing a hill that probably existed 
since the spurt of life forms, Imbecile got the help of his other scholarly friends who have been 
reported in the past as ‘anti-development sleeper cells.’ They went in search of banned books 
in the underground units that once functioned as libraries which are now commodity units and 
storage rooms. They plan to educate the public with banned material. 

From the shelves in the units below the ground, the copies of The Ends of the World, 
Indica, The Great Derangement were dusted, with the names of the writers blurred. Imbecile 
searched further for a copy of The Castle by the man who envisaged this turmoil. 

From where I stand, I can envision the path of decay destined for Imbecile’s worthless 
attempts. But he was not the one to give up easily. After all, he belongs to the family of 
revolutionaries, the rational thinkers who have balanced the radical shades of the town for 
decades.  

‘In the past, schools taught all religions. Our streets and cities were named after men 
and saints from all faiths. They thrived together in juxtaposition,’ he would speak in the 
socialising rooms attached to the house of worship.  

‘This is precisely why you are called the idiot,’ the mocking cries were always the 
loudest in those rooms.  

In the days of heightened vigilantism that followed, Imbecile visited me in my dream 
for respite. He did that only when all hope vanished.  

‘How do I go about this, Sir?’ there was an ambiguous air around him.  
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I do not remember if I offered him a solution. Someone who relied extensively on 
Nietzsche’s principles may not have been interested in my word. Just like Nietzsche, the 
existentialist, Imbecile is almost at the threshold of abandoning his will power.   

According to Imbecile, when humans have been robbed of their will to reason, we are 
just a heard of bovines lactating against all odds to support an authoritative power. The prime 
purpose of human lives at such times is to nod at cue. I may have told him to play it carefully, 
lest he ends up like me or the others in an asylum.  

I may have told him to rely on the same sentimentalities as the state. The hill, after all, 
was the one that our ancestors worshipped before it became infested with unseen forces (as per 
the totalitarian plot).  He must know better than anyone else in town that when there is God in 
the ploy, His power ultimately wins. 

I don’t remember if I offered a worthwhile solution. However, I do recollect that an 
Aristotelian plot requires a conflict to be resolved. If there is something definite about this plot, 
the one I am narrating, it is the fact that there is no resolution. 

In a well-functioning ecosystem, the survival of all organisms depend on each other; 
hence it is a chain. My world has long forgotten the benefits of mutual living. The ecosystem 
we have here is a nefarious one.  

The cultural hegemony that began as a mild rise has now reached a heightened 
saturation. The vertical line of the graph turned into a horizontal one that stretches into the next 
century, the way I foresee it. It is not Imbecile who is the idiot.  

                                               ~ 

Journal entry dated: June 2045 (The numbers do not matter now. They are a blur) 

Place: Residence, the one I have been confined to for the last decade with GPS tagged 
to my body internally. 

Time: a few minutes after tranquillizer shot. 

 

 

  


