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EPILOGUE

The Parable of the Fences

There once was a village named Tomorrow, in a country called Next Year. This

village was poor but not destitute. The people were not rich but they had never

known famine either. The source of their security was the large herd of cattle they

owned.

The road into the village was bounded by fences on both sides. Behind these

fences, the cattle were kept. One day a visitor came from the rich nation to the

south. He was the mayor of his village and he had come as part of a government sponsored program to build trading links between the two nations. He observed

the fences and said: In my country we are very rich. In my country, we let the cattle run free. Cattle that run free have better tasting meat and it is also a more efficient

use of the grassland.

The local mayor heard these comments and at the end of the visit declared

that from now on all the fences were to be taken down so that they too could

become rich. The old people in the village murmured against this innovation but

they could not openly oppose their own mayor. One by one the fences were taken

down and the people waited for the cattle to roam so they they could become rich.

When ten year old Justice was trampled to death by a charging bull, the

children were called together and warned about playing outside. "Justice was a

silly boy," they were told, and they each promised not to be so foolish. When

Mercy was crushed against the village well during a stampede, the young women

were called together and reprimanded for being so careless as to draw water

during the daytime. "Mercy was a silly girl," they all agreed, and from then on

they only drew water at night.

One hot and humid evening, when the women were all down at the well,

word came that the mayor and all his family had been killed when the cattle

pushed over the shed where they had gone to sleep. 'That was a very silly place

to sleep," said Progress. "He should have known better." The women all nodded,

each in her turn.

Finally, after a long silence, the old widow Wisdom cleared her throat. "We

should all have known better," she said. "Ever since we took down the fences the

cattle have had more freedom and we have had less. Now we spend the heat of

the day indoors tending children, and labour at night when it is hard to see our

work. While we all wait to become rich, we all grow more tired and cry more

tears."

"What do you mean," called out Progress boldly. "It is not our fault these

people have died. The mayor who visited us said that his nation was rich and his

cattle ran free!" The old widow Wisdom slowly turned so that she could address

Progress directly. "When I was a child," she said, "I lived in that very village you

speak of. It is indeed a rich village but only for some. The mayor has a large family

and they are very rich. They live in a walled compound that cannot be damaged

by the cattle. The work at the well and in the fields is done by labourers brought

from other countries that are not as rich as our neighbours to the south. If they are

trampled by the cattle it is of little consequence. There are always more to replace

them." The crowd of women stood very still. Even Progress was silent in the face

of Wisdom.

When they returned to the village the story was repeated. The next day,

everyone in the village set about rebuilding the fences and making the roads safe

for the people. The village never became rich, but the time of sadness was past.

In honour of the widow, the new enclosures were named after her. To this day

they are called the "fences of wisdom."
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