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ix

Prologue

Hello. My name is Stuart, and I’m here to tell you 
some bedtime stories.

It has been a long and tiring day, hasn’t it? Just like 
every other day, it’s been full of  fear and anger and 
microaggressions by the bucketload. The world is 
teetering on the edge of  political, environmental and 
nuclear destruction, and every day it seems to get a little 
bit worse. Sometimes it feels like the bullies have won. 

But between the covers of  this book you will find 
some respite. In this selection of  soothing fantasy 
stories, our opponents get to learn the error of  their 
ways: politicians atone, demagogues are called out, 
and Boris Johnson gets mauled to death by bears. The 
message that runs through every page here is simple: 
Everything is going to be fine. 

So snuggle up, snowflakes, and close your eyes. 
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Tomorrow will be just as difficult as today but, right 
now, there’s nothing to trigger you. This book is your 
safe space and you, dear reader, are safe here.
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Camerella

once upon a time, big news came to town. The king 
was to hold a ball, the biggest ball in the land, full 
of  dancing and merriment. It was to be called The 
 Wilderness Festival, and it was to be headlined by 
Groove Armada. Everyone was invited.

Well, everyone except for David Cameron. He longed 
to attend the ball, but his wicked stepmother always 
refused, telling him that he couldn’t go anywhere until 
he’d cleaned up all the mess. So instead he passed his days 
glumly staring through the window of  his £25,000 shep-
herd’s hut and dreaming of  what could have been. oh, 
the things he’d do if  he ever got to visit the Wilderness 
Festival. He’d drink beer. He’d smoke cigarettes. He’d 
dress up in a nice anorak and just sort of  wander around 
the place weighed down by a cloak of  pure sadness.

But instead he had to stay in his hut. When the 
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day of  the ball came, David Cameron watched as his 
wicked stepmother, his wicked stepsisters and his wife 
Samantha all laced up their most beautiful frocks, put 
on their Barbour jackets and set off  to the festival in a 
fleet of  golden coaches.

‘Goodbye!’ he called out to them. ‘Have a won-
derful time!’ But nobody replied, except for his step-
mother, who simply shouted ‘Clean up all the mess!’

David Cameron slumped down in his chair, sur-
rounded by Post-It notes covered with rejected titles 
for his memoir, including This Wasn’t My Fault and 
I Just Want To Go Outside Again, and he sighed. ‘I wish I 
could go to the Wilderness Festival too.’

And then – boomf  – a fairy godmother appeared 
before him in a puff  of  smoke.

‘You called?’ said the fairy godmother.
‘I don’t think I did,’ replied David Cameron. ‘Who 

are you?’
‘Why, your fairy godmother, of  course,’ she 

answered. ‘I have come to grant your one true wish! 
By the way, nice shed you’ve got here.’

‘It’s actually a shepherd’s hut,’ replied David 
Cameron. ‘But thank you. I sort of  wish it hadn’t come 
to single-handedly represent the gilded isolation that 
I forced upon myself  the moment I called the referen-
dum all those years ago, but I suppose beggars can’t be 
choosers, ha ha.’
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The fairy godmother had never heard a laugh quite 
like it in all of  her days. It sounded incredibly sad, like 
a collapsed circus tent. So disturbed was she, in fact, 
that she instantly tried to change the subject.

‘What colour is this, anyway?’ she asked, gesturing 
vaguely at the walls.

‘Clunch’, repeated David Cameron. “It’s a Farrow 
and Ball shade. You can look it up online and 
everything’.

‘I beg your pardon?’ asked the fairy godmother.
‘Clunch,’ repeated David Cameron. ‘It’s a Farrow 

and Ball shade.’
‘Weird,’ said the fairy godmother. ‘But now you 

must tell me the wish you would like to be granted.’
David Cameron gulped. This was really going to be 

it. This was the moment where he would finally be 
given everything he ever wanted. 

‘I wish to go to the Wilderness Festival,’ he smiled.
The fairy godmother looked confused. ‘Sorry, 

what?’ she stammered.
‘The Wilderness Festival,’ he replied. ‘I would like 

one ticket to the Wilderness Festival please.’
‘That’s your wish?’
‘Yes, that’s my wish.’
‘Not going back in time and reversing your decision 

to call the referendum?’
David Cameron stopped dead in his tracks. He 
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hadn’t thought of  that. Perhaps she had a point. 
Perhaps he could choose to go back in time and take a 
harder line against the Eurosceptic wing of  the Con-
servative Party, preventing the referendum and the 
Brexit chaos and Britain’s slow slide towards irrepara-
ble international irrelevance.

‘Nah,’ he said after a pause. ‘one ticket to Wilder-
ness please.’

The fairy godmother was furious. The whole reason 
she had visited David Cameron in the first place was 
to offer him one last shot at redeeming his tattered 
reputation. But no, here he was, spunking it all away 
on a ticket to watch Tom odell perform to a crowd 
of  disinterested toffs. She couldn’t let him blow his 
big chance like this. She had to think of  something to 
salvage this mess.

‘Let’s put it to a vote,’ she said.
‘A what?’ whispered David Cameron, suddenly 

terrified.
‘A vote!’ said the fairy godmother. ‘What a brilliant 

idea!’ 
So the fairy godmother invited one hundred of  her 

fairy godmother friends to the hut, so that she and 
Cameron could argue their respective cases to them – 
remain in the shed or leave for the festival – before the 
godmothers had a decisive say in the matter.

one by one the fairy godmothers boomf-ed into 
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view, and David Cameron went first. He argued that 
Wilderness would let him indulge all his favourite 
hobbies, like smoking cigarettes and drinking lager 
and taking slightly shamefaced ironic selfies with 
people who openly disliked him. He made beer mats 
extolling the benefits of  Wilderness. He invented wild 
promises and painted them on the side of  a bus. When 
he finished, an uneasy silence fell over the group.

Then it was the fairy godmother’s turn. She put 
much less effort into her argument, because she was 
arguing to a group of  other fairy godmothers, and 
surely none of  them would be stupid enough to buy 
any of  Cameron’s crap. 

Then came the vote. The fairy godmothers huddled 
together for a few minutes, before the leader stepped 
forward.

‘The fairy godmothers have made their decision,’ 
she stated. ‘We vote forty-eight in favour of  time 
travel, and fifty-two in favour of  Wilderness.’

‘Score!’ said David Cameron, pumping his arm like 
a stockbroker on a tennis court.

‘Hold on, hold on,’ spluttered the fairy godmother. 
‘Are you sure you all fully understood the conse-
quences of  the vote?’

‘Yes, they’re sure,’ crowed David Cameron. ‘Now 
give me my ticket.’

The fairy godmother thought about this for a 
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moment, and then made the only logical decision 
available to her.

‘I quit,’ she said.
David Cameron was appalled. ‘You can’t quit! Not 

without delivering me my ticket! This whole vote was 
your idea! Just because you failed to take the elector-
ate seriously during your campaign, it doesn’t mean 
you get to swan off  scot-free and leave everyone else 
to clean up your … ah, no, oK, I see what’s going on 
now. oK, that’s fair enough.’

And just like that – boomf! – the fairy godmother 
vanished in another puff  of  smoke.

David Cameron looked at the fifty-two fairy god-
mothers who’d voted his way. A flicker of  hope flashed 
across his eyes. ‘Which of  you will deliver your promise 
to send me to Wilderness?’ he asked.

From the back of  the group, two fairy godmothers 
pushed their way forwards. It was Theresa May and 
David Davis.

‘We will!’ they cried.
‘oh fuck,’ muttered David Cameron.
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the faceflautist of Hamelin

once upon a time, the town of  Hamelin was overrun 
with trouble. Hidden among the town were countless 
racists and bigots and liars, but nobody knew who they 
were. The residents of  the town were beside them-
selves with worry, scared that they might live with a 
secret fascist, and the mayor was at a loss.

‘If  only there was some way to weed out this 
un savoury element,’ he cried. But there wasn’t. 

To be sure, the mayor had tried everything he 
could think of. He’d tried asking the townspeople 
who among them were racist, but this only angered 
the good-hearted majority. He’d attempted to build a 
private education centre, to try to dissuade the secret 
bigots against their prejudices, but this also failed. 

Threats didn’t work. Bribery didn’t work. The 
mayor didn’t know what to do.
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And then one day, a strange-looking man came to 
town with great noise and bluster. ‘Did I hear some-
body mention undetected racists?’ he asked the mayor.

The mayor looked upon this strange man, with his 
abnormally large head, unfeasibly boring grey T-shirt 
and his general air of  never having met or spoken to any 
real human being before, and he was curious. ‘What’s 
it to you, stranger?’ he asked the man. ‘Who are you?’

‘My name is Mark Zuckerberg,’ said the man, ‘And I 
have invented a solution to all your problems.’ 

The man unzipped his bag and pulled out a long 
metal pipe. ‘Behold!’ he cried. ‘This is the Faceflute! 
When I start playing this miraculous instrument, the 
worst people who live in this town will be helpless 
against its melody. They’ll show themselves for who 
they truly are once they succumb to the magic of  my 
amazing Faceflute.’

The mayor was still suspicious. ‘Stranger, this Face-
flute sounds amazing indeed,’ he said. ‘But we are a 
poor town, and we have no money with which to pay 
you.’

‘I bring good news!’ said the stranger. ‘My Faceflute 
is free! All I ask is that, in return for my services, every-
one in this town writes down and gives me their name, 
their gender, their birthday, their email address and six 
to ten of  their main interests.’

Again, the mayor was unsure. ‘But stranger,’ he 
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cried, ‘we value our privacy here, and the thought of  
divulging such information to an outsider makes us 
uneasy.’

‘Don’t be like that,’ said the stranger. ‘Look at this 
face. Does this look like the face of  someone you can’t 
trust?’

‘No,’ said the mayor, leaving unspoken the fact that it 
actually looked like the face of  an android that had been 
struck by lightning and was starting to malfunction.

‘Great!’ said the stranger. ‘Then I’ll begin.’
And so the stranger walked through the streets, 

playing an eerie melody on his flute. And as he passed 
each window, every secret bigot in the town found 
themselves helpless against its power. The moment 
they heard its music, they came rushing out of  their 
front doors, blurting out whatever intolerable rubbish 
they’d been trying to hide so desperately.

‘This country is full!’ shouted one man, as he chased 
after the stranger.

‘I’m not being funny, but why is there a mosque 
here?’ shouted another.

The stranger wound his way across the town, along 
every lane and avenue.

‘U LoST GET oVER IT!’ shouted a woman as she 
joined the throng.

‘I DRESSED UP AS A GoLLIWoG WHEN I WAS 
A LITTLE GIRL AND I THINK THE FACT THAT 
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NoBoDY DoES THIS ANY MoRE IS THE REASoN 
WHY THIS ENTIRE CoUNTRY HAS GoNE DoWN 
THE DRAIN!’ shouted another.

‘MAKE AMERICA GREAT AGAIN!’ shouted a 
third.

Soon the Faceflute had tricked every awful resident 
of  the town into screaming their most inappropriate 
thoughts into the air. A huge angry crowd formed, 
each member following the stranger and muttering 
about Enoch Powell having a point. 

The stranger led the crowd to a cave and kept 
playing as, one after another, the bigots walked inside 
of  their own accord. once the last of  them was safely 
in, the stranger stopped playing and rolled a large 
boulder over the entrance. The town was finally free 
of  trouble.

The mayor was overjoyed. ‘Thank you, thank you!’ 
he cried to the stranger. ‘Your Faceflute is indeed a 
miracle. Now, finally, this is once again a town to be 
proud of.’

‘It was no problem,’ said the stranger. ‘Now, all I ask 
in return are the details you promised.’

‘Erm, yes, about that,’ stammered the mayor. ‘We’ve 
been having a bit of  a think about this, and actually we 
aren’t all that comfortable just handing over such per-
sonal information.’

The stranger was angry. ‘Then the price just went 
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