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            Chapter 1

            A New Prime Minister

         

         I love it when you wake up early on your birthday. You can lie there and think about all the excellent new stuff that is coming your way.

         When I woke up on my birthday, my mum and dad were already downstairs.

         That must be a monster surprise they’re getting ready down there, I thought. It’s only half past six. It has to be a quad bike.

         I stayed in bed a bit longer. I didn’t want to mess up their big moment. In the end, I just couldn’t wait. I ran down the stairs.
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         “Hi, Mum. Hi, Dad,” I said.

         There wasn’t a quad bike. Or a new PlayStation. Or an iPhone in a smart new box. My mum and dad were in fact asleep on the sofa.

         “Hi, Mum. Hi, Dad,” I said again, a bit louder this time.

         Mum opened one eye. “Oh. Ted,” she said. “Hi. Turn the telly off, will you?”

         Dad opened both eyes. “Oh. Ted,” he said. “I wanted to say something to you …”

         “Was it happy birthday?” I asked.

         “No. It’ll come back to me.” And he went off to sleep again.

         I looked around the room for big and expensive presents hidden somewhere. Nothing. I turned the telly off and that woke Dad up again.

         “It’s over,” he said. “We’ve got a new Prime Minister. Goodnight.”

      
   


   
      
         
            Chapter 2

            Evil Owen

         

         Mum and Dad had stayed up all night to watch the election results and had totally forgotten my birthday. If I was the new Prime Minister, I’d pass a law against that right away.

         I’d also pass a law against people who throw other people’s bags off the back of the school bus. People like Evil Owen.

         On the morning of my birthday, Evil Owen sat across from me on the bus to school and laughed at my hair for three stops.

         “Look at his hair,” Evil Owen said. “It’s hilarious.”

         “It’s not hilarious,” I said. “It’s red.”

         “Exactly,” he said. “Red with a hint of hilarious.”

         “Leave him alone,” my friend Benedict said. “It’s his birthday.”

         “Oh, is it?” said Owen. “Then it’s time for a surprise.”
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         And he grabbed my bag, opened the window at the back of the bus and dropped

the bag out of it.
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         I had to get off at the next stop and walk half a mile back up the High Street to find it again. On my birthday.

         If I was Prime Minister and stuff like that was going on in my country, I wouldn’t sleep at night.

      
   


   
      
         
            Chapter 3

            Hula Hoops

         

         At birthday parties when I was little, my favourite thing was always Hula Hoops. Not the hula hoops that you hula with – the crisps.

         I don’t know what it is about Hula Hoops. I think it’s because you can put one on the end of each finger and pretend you’re eating your fingers. Or something.
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         Anyway, I wasn’t sure that Mum and Dad would come up with birthday Hula Hoops this year. So, on the way home from school, I stopped off at the new supermarket at the end of our road. It’s called “NextDoor”. I got a massive party pack of Hula Hoops and some Happy Birthday paper cups for myself.

         “Somebody’s birthday today?” the nice lady on the till asked. Perhaps she was the great grand-daughter of Sherlock Holmes.

         “Yes,” I said. “It’s mine.”

         I was going to tell her about how my parents had slept the whole day, but she smiled at me. “Happy birthday!” she said. “Here’s a present for you – our new loyalty card. There you go.” And she gave me a little purple plastic card. “Every time you buy anything here, we’ll put points on that card for you. And points mean prizes.”

         I wasn’t sure.

         “I’m not sure,” I said.
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         “You can have this mammoth pack of Premier League collector’s cards for free,” she said. “As a welcome present, and because it’s your birthday. What football team do you support?”

         I explained that because of my family I supported the historic but basically rubbish team of Stockport County.

         “Oh,” the nice lady said. “Well, I’m sure you’re a proper fan.”

         When I got home, there was a big HAPPY BIRTHDAY poster stuck to the door and a table full of food. There was even a bowl of Hula Hoops so big you could swim in it.

         Plus I got an amazing bike. With about a million gears. And my cousins came round and we had a massive on-bike water fight.

         So Mum and Dad had got their act together just in time and given me a brilliant birthday.
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         While we cleared up, we watched the new Prime Minister on TV. When she said that she supported Stockport County too, we thought it was surprising but not weird. Things didn’t get properly weird for another week.

      
   


   
      
         
            Chapter 4

            Soup in Tins

         

         A few days later I stopped off at NextDoor again.

         This time there was a different nice woman, and she was standing by the fruit and veg with a clipboard.

         “Could you answer a few questions for our survey?” she said.

         She asked me my name and how I got to the shop and whether I liked soup in tins more than soup in boxes. Then she smiled at me.

         “And do you think it would be a good idea if all children were made to walk to school, just one day a week?” she asked. “It would help save the planet, make roads less busy and raise fitness levels. What do you think?”
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         “Sure,” I said. “But some people in our school have to travel quite far. Maybe you could say everyone who lives within a mile of the school has to walk.”

         “Great. I’ll put that down,” she said.

         I spotted that party packs of Hula Hoops were on a 2-for-1 offer. But I wasn’t interested in Hula Hoops any more. Now what I wanted was some cheesy breadsticks.

         That night, on the news, the new Prime Minister launched a new plan to make every child walk to school one day every week.

         “But what about children who live miles away from school?” the TV presenter said.

         The Prime Minister smiled. “My plan is only for children who live within a mile of the school,” she said.

         “Well,” the TV presenter said, “it sounds like a Prime Minister has had a good idea at last.”

         “Thank you,” the Prime Minister said. “I’m going to do it myself. On Fridays I shall walk from Downing Street to Parliament. It should help me keep slim.”

         The presenter said something polite about how the Prime Minister wasn’t fat.

         And this is where it gets a bit weird. Because the Prime Minister smiled again. “Not yet,” she said. “But I’ve been really laying into the cheesy breadsticks of late.”

         And as she said this last bit, I swear she looked right at me. From the telly. And winked. At me.
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            Chapter 5

            A Law that Works

         

         That Friday was the first ever Walk to School day. Evil Owen took my bag and threw it. But we were no longer on a moving bus, so all I had to do was stop and pick it up. At last a government had passed a law that worked.

         That was the day Mum asked me to pick up some carrots and potatoes on the way home from school. “If you do it,” she said, “you’ll get extra points on your loyalty card.”

         Benedict came with me and I showed him the card.

         “That’s a terrible photo,” he said.

         “I don’t remember them taking a photo of me,” I said. “And how come the card has my name printed on it? They didn’t even ask me my name.” How weird was that?

         Benedict said it wasn’t weird at all. “Supermarkets know everything about you,” he said. “I bet they even know we’re having this conversation. They know all about us because of social media.”
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         There was a massive line of people at the checkout, but the supervisor came up to me.

         “Mustn’t keep our loyal customers waiting,” she whispered. “Till 7 is open for you.”

         I slipped out of the line and got to Till 7 just as the nice woman from the first night was sitting down behind the scanner.

         “Hello.” She smiled. “And how are things at Stockport County?”
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         “We need a defender who can pass the ball as well as stopping it,” I told her.

         “I see,” she said.

         And she checked out my vegetables and yawned. “Don’t you think it would be better if the weekends started on Fridays?” she said.

         “No,” I said. “It would be better if they went on until Monday.”

         “Oh.” She nodded. “Maybe you’re right. No Hula Hoops tonight then?”

         “No,” I said. “But I’ll take a packet of Premier League collector’s cards, please.”

         “Sold out, I’m afraid.”

      
   


   
      
         
            Chapter 6

            Stockport County

         

         That evening the Prime Minister was on TV again with another new plan. Everyone would get Mondays off.

         “It will help save the planet and improve the work-life balance,” the Prime Minister said. “We all know that work will always fill the time you give it, so why not just give it less time?”

         It was a massively popular move.

         “You must be very happy, Prime Minister,” the TV presenter said.

         “I’d be happier,” she said – and she looked right at me as she said it – “if Stockport County had a defender who could pass the ball instead of just blocking it.”

         That was when I knew for sure. That was when the weirdness made sense. It was all clear now.

         The woman at the till was working for the Prime Minister.

         The Prime Minister wanted my advice.

         In fact, she wanted me to run the country.

         I told Benedict this.

         “Why would the Prime Minister want you to run the country?” he said.

         “Well, because I’m really clever,” I said. “I came second in the Maths test, remember, and I got a star for my History story. Why wouldn’t she want me to help her run the country?”
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         “I think,” Benedict said, “that you’ve eaten so many Hula Hoops you’ve gone doolally.”

         “I’ll show you,” I said.

         We stopped off at NextDoor. They still didn’t have any Premier League collector’s cards. I went up to the nice woman at the
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