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					1 Which is Latin for ‘oak’, which is Recyclon for ‘knows a good deal when they see one’.

				

				
					2 I don’t have a tongue, for a start.

				

				
					3 i.e. eaten.

				

				
					4 An achievement in itself.

				

				
					5 More on this later. Much more.

				

			

		

	
		
			Preface

			Greetings, life form! Welcome to my book. It is an enormous pleasure to be sharing with you my story, political beliefs and even the occasional recipe, in return for a reasonable – nay, bargain – amount of Earth currency.

			If you received this volume as a gift, please congratulate the donor on having such wonderful taste, and yourself for having such an excellent friend. If you bought it personally, you officially belong to an elite vanguard of your species, possessing a level of intelligence that puts you in with a shout of avoiding the twenty-first century’s impending catastrophes (well, some of them anyway – the asteroid is going to be hard to miss. Soz). If you found it in a charity shop, it’s a pleasure to be joining forces with you in this transaction to raise money for good causes or a donkey sanctuary. If you just happen to be browsing in a bookshop, I suggest you cough up immediately and buy me, or at the very least swap me on the shelves with Richard Osman’s latest cosy crimefest so it looks like I’m top of the charts. And if you borrowed it from a library, please don’t leave the pages too sticky. The contents are highly potent, but control yourself. 

			It’s a big old omniverse out there, so you might be wondering why I’m choosing to focus my attention on your primitive little world. Well, you’ve got a healthy publishing industry for one thing, and what’s more I’ve spotted a gap in the market. This volume is the first major contribution from outer space towards shaping the future of Earth, if you don’t count the meteor that deep-fried all your dinosaurs a while back. That collision, by the way, was an innocent mistake by my old ancestor Captain VaseHead, who miscued during a drunken game of solar snooker and sent an asteroid plunging smack into your planet’s face. I appreciate that an apology for that might be a little bit on the tardy side, but I can relay that VaseHead was truly sorry about it at the time. Then again, his mistake did result in the rise of the mammals and the Jurassic Park film franchise, so maybe things worked out for the best. More than anything, what makes Earth special is that over the last 65 million years your planet has given rise to the two rarest and most precious things in all the cosmos. One, antiques-based television drama Lovejoy6. And two, democracy. And it’s the latter I’ll be focusing on in this volume. Firstly, because it’s in big trouble. And secondly, because I can’t do justice to Lovejoy in a book of this size. You’ll need to download my eight-hundred-hour podcast for that.

			There are very few books that can lay claim to changing the course of intergalactic history. The Insider by Piers Morgan, Striker! by Steve Bruce and The Devil’s Tune by Iain Duncan Smith are just three examples that had no impact whatsoever. But my book will. In fact, it already has. Somewhere right now an Earthling child (or an Earthlingling, as I call them) is reading this tome and being inspired by it to take up politics and begin their own march to power. Their junior school playground will soon be their, er, playground, and from there control of the galaxy is only a few steps away. That kind of influence is something no self-respecting human would want to be without. So settle down, grab a beverage, and let’s make your planet Count.

			P.S. Boris, this book won’t make sense to you. But give it to Carrie, or Wilf or Romy, or Dilyn, and they’ll spoonfeed you the basics.

			

			
				
					6 Antiques-based British television drama starring Ian McShane, and the finest creative endeavour in any art form that Earth has yet produced. I am currently in negotiations with the BBC for the rights to syndicate it on extraterrestrial channels, with a percentage taken on merchandising. Based on the BBC’s litany of avoidable mistakes at management level, I’m highly confident of success.

				

			

		

	
		
			Part One

			Your Future Prime Minister and Galactic Overlord

			(Me)

		

	
		
			 

			Hello

			Allow me to introduce myself.7 My name is Count Binface. I am an intergalactic space warrior, leader of the Recyclons, three-time British election veteran, and the Sanest Politician in the Entire Cosmos. That last title is one that’s been bestowed upon me by default, owing to the state of all the others, but I’ll gladly take it. I hail from a planet called Sigma IX, which is the most ‘levelled up’ of the Sigma planets by dint of being the least destroyed. If you want to find my home world, just search in the night sky for Orion’s Belt, then look due south from there to Orion’s flies and head straight through them for about two hours at light speed in your hyper-class starship. Bob’s your uncle, BoJo’s your dad, that’s us. I’m 5,695 Sigmoid years old, which is a good age for a Recyclon because we age like a fine wine, not like an Apple product. My hobbies include invading planets, dominating inferior species and an insatiable desire to binge-watch the Lovejoy box set. And my mission is to conquer Earth.

			Now, some of the more sceptical members of Britain’s political class will be reading my book (and claiming it on expenses) and scoffing at the suggestion they will be vanquished by an eight-foot-tall alien with a bin for a head. But that just goes to show the blinkered, complacent viewpoint of the cosy metropolitan elite. They’re all safely ensconced in their Mayfair gentlemen’s clubs, sitting happily on Chesterfield sofas and the dreams of the poor, thinking, is this guy for real? Well, here it is in black and white: I most certainly am for real. Unlike any of your ludicrous, fictional alien characters like Doctor Who, ALF or Yoda am I. Even if the ability to mangle sentence structures I possess. No, I am an actual alien and I have actual election results to prove it. I have challenged two successive British Prime Ministers to combat at the ballot box, and I am also now officially London’s ninth choice to be mayor of the Earth capital, thanks to the 2021 election, when I defeated no fewer than eleven human candidates (including Piers Corbyn8 and UKIP).9 In that contest I received a total of 92,89610 votes, which means I was supported by more humans than you can fit inside Wembley Stadium (and that’s after you count the mob of tanked-up, ticketless England fans breaking through the turnstiles). Not bad for an outsider. 

			My mayoral result set a new galactic record for the number of votes won by an extraterrestrial in a free and fair democratic election, and it put me second on the official all-time list of most successful non-human politicians on Earth. In doing so I pushed into third place a candidate that went by the name of Pulvapies, a fungal foot powder who in 1967 ran to be mayor of Picoaza, a small town in Ecuador. To be fair, Pulvapies did win that election, making it the world’s most powerful antifungal medication, politically speaking at least. However, according to no less a source than Guinness World Records it garnered 10,000 votes, which is curious considering the town is listed as having a population of 4,000. Something there really stinks, and I’m not talking about the feet. 

			I’m delighted to have usurped Pulvapies with my current (entirely legitimate) vote tally, but I freely admit there’s still a fair way to go for me to catch up with the current non-human record holder. The particular political powerhouse who tops this chart is none other than Macaco Tião, a chimpanzee who ran to be mayor of Rio de Janeiro in 1988 as the candidate of the Brazilian Banana Party. I should add that Tião was a real chimpanzee, as opposed to a man dressed up in one of those novelty costumes you sometimes find. (I can never understand why any human would waste their time mucking about with that kind of idiocy. But with more than seven billion humans on your planet, I guess you’re going to get the odd madman.) Tião performed highly creditably in his Rio election, coming third out of twelve candidates and eclipsing my score with a haul of over 400,000 votes. There are a number of lessons that can be drawn from this, such as: one, voters are weird; two, politics in Brazil has gone steeply downhill since the Eighties; and three, I can’t yet call myself an unqualified success if I can get resoundingly beaten by a chimp. All those observations are valid but I want you to know I’m hot on Tião’s hairy heels and I fully expect to take the undisputed title of Greatest Non-Human Politician on Earth sooner or later. And I certainly don’t intend to be as late as Tião, who is dead. For now, the silver medal position will do nicely. It even matches my lid.

			So then. How is a receptacle-clad alien proving to be so popular with British voters? Not being Laurence Fox certainly seems to help. But I have also changed the political weather with a series of fresh, sensible pledges like:

			No shop to be allowed to sell a croissant for more than £1.

			London Bridge to be renamed after Phoebe Waller.

			The return of Ceefax, the defunct TV electronic news information service. 

			And that’s just for starters. As you will see in this book, my full manifesto contains a raft of similarly wonderful measures. In fact it’s so full of brilliance that you’d need a raft the size of an aircraft carrier to contain them all. An aircraft carrier which, unlike the Royal Navy’s, is designed to be able to carry aircraft. Mine is a unique political vision that will transform your life, and mine.

			Vision of course is crucial to politics, as the erstwhile Downing Street adviser Dominic Cummings can attest, having claimed that his 2020 lockdown-breaking decision to drive his family to Barnard Castle on his wife’s birthday was just an innocent way to test his dodgy eyesight. In the wake of that saga, and with the NHS being so tightly stretched due to repeated government cuts, I wrote to Prime Minister Boris Johnson offering to help Mr Cummings. Using my patented Recyclon technology, I had all the equipment necessary to perform laser surgery on him. Full disclosure: my aim had been a bit wobbly at the time, so to be on the safe side I took a quick 6,523 light-year trip to the Crab Nebula and back to check if my optical organ was OK and that all went fine (it’s a very scenic spot, as it happens – nice for a birthday jaunt). As I explained to Boris in my letter, if I was given the chance to operate on Dom and happened to miss his eyes, zapping his entire brain instead, the operation would have been a complete success. The then Prime Minister didn’t reply to my offer but that’s understandable. He may have been busy necking a suitcase of wine from Tesco Metro, promoting sex pests and listening to ABBA at the time.

			Why Have I Come to Earth?

			That’s a good question. Which is why I mention it. And it’s something I often get asked by my mates on Sigma IX, who wonder why I’m so keen on exploring the omniverse. ‘He’s been bitten by the travel bug,’ they say. And that is true. Once many decades ago I was bitten by a Noxwing, which is a particularly nasty travel bug native to my home world. The wound went bad, and it left me with bin juice seeping out of my lid for weeks. But in terms of explaining my lust for adventure, that’s irrelevant. The fact is that I’m an intergalactic space warrior, and if you want to conquer the entire omniverse you can’t do it in your bedroom on Zoom. You’ve got to get out and about and get your digits dirty. I began my career by subduing my planet Sigma IX, followed by the Sigma solar system and the whole Sigma Quadrant. I did it in double-quick time, too. An eminent alien historian who emigrated to Earth used to chronicle similar precocious achievements on your planet. His name was Darth Sidious Waddellious and he noted that ‘When Alexander of Macedonia was thirty-three, he cried salt tears because there were no more worlds to conquer. Eric Bristow is only twenty-seven.’ Not to brag, I was running an entire supercluster by the age of nine and a half.

			I was so successful that pretty soon, as well as controlling more than 900 globes, I had an even more clear-cut sign that I’d made it: my own travelogue documentary series. Great Spaceway Journeys with Count Binface is a smash-hit ratings success throughout my quadrant, and although I do own every TV station there, it definitely would have got commissioned anyway. It’s a warm, gentle show that’s ideal fare for when the suns go down and retired Recyclons are looking for something to numb what’s left of their addled brains. In that sense it’s very similar to your planet’s Michael Portillo’s Railway Journeys on BBC Two, except that I started mine before the former Conservative MP got in on the act, I annex every place that I visit (Portillo would love to do the same and inwardly seethes that he can’t), and unlike him I don’t wear ridiculous costumes on camera just to get cheap laughs. 

			 

			So thanks to my twin motivations of power-lust and generating quality teatime light entertainment, by a tender age I’d already done a lot of travelling and conquering. But I was hungry for more. It’s a big old cosmos out there, and even my amazing achievements were just the tip of the iceberg. Incidentally, for future generations of Earthlings who are reading this, icebergs were huge chunks of frozen water that used to populate your planet’s poles and oceans, until in the twentieth century humans inexplicably declared war on them. First they tried to kill the icebergs by sailing gigantic cruise ships at them. Then when that failed, they decided to turn the thermostat up on the atmosphere, which has done the trick in terms of pretty much finishing off the icebergs, but with the side-effect of slow-cooking the humans and their habitat at the same time. We Recyclons are just like you in describing such mutually assured destruction as a ‘scorched Earth policy’. The difference is that we don’t take it literally.

			 

			So here’s the thing. It’s not just that I want to conquer your world. You need me to do it, if your future is to be saved (asteroid notwithstanding). And I love Earth.11 It’s a peculiar, rocky outcrop of a planet, home to more than seven billion humans and countless more interesting species that the humans seem determined to evict. Apart from that it’s relatively unspoiled. For alien space tourists it has yet to become a hotspot, although the greenhouse effect is doing its best to change that. Earth’s only review to date on StarTripAdvisor reads as follows: ‘Went in 1982. Lost my friends. Couldn’t phone home. Caught hypothermia by a river and then got experimented on by the locals. Nearly died. Rubbish.’ Not exactly a glowing write-up, I’m sure you’ll agree. But we can ignore that naysayer, whoever he is. Because the silly fool must have gone to the wrong bit. There’s lots here to enjoy. I may be a new boy in these parts but there’s no doubt that stumbling across your world has changed my life. And that’s no mean feat, speaking as an alien who has done things you wouldn’t believe: I’ve set attack ships on fire off the shoulder of Orion. I’ve made C-beams glitter in the dark near the Tannhäuser Gate. And I’ve seen the price of a Jaffa cake in Nicholsons Shopping Centre, Maidenhead. That place really does take the biscuit (or the cake, depending on your Jaffa philosophy). 

			Start the Count

			So how have I ended up as the upcoming political force in this crazy, beautiful and strangely-run place (by which I mean Earth, not Maidenhead. Although the description equally applies). Our story begins in 2017.12 I’d been travelling through the Swirly Smear13 galaxy on my holidays, as you do, and I was just passing by the Kuiper Belt when my starship – the Alboreto – intercepted a number of curious transmissions coming from somewhere in the nearby solar system. The first of them came from a channel called ‘UK Gold’ and was what I now know well to be an episode of the legendary BBC drama Lovejoy. Need I say more? I fell instantly in love with the series, as you can imagine, and I reasoned that whatever species conceived of such artistic wonderment must be an advanced civilisation. However, my assumption was immediately challenged by the rest of the transmissions. Taken as a whole, it sounded like a desperate SOS message, containing phrases including: ‘Today will go down in history as a dark one for democracy… People in this country have had enough of experts… Nancy Pelosi is on fire… Something you’ve always wanted to see now on BBC One, Michael McIntyre sings Coldplay.’ Whatever planet these messages were emanating from, it was clear to me that living on it must be a species capable of great accomplishments (i.e. Lovejoy) and gargantuan piles of rubbish. And rubbish is kinda my thing, so my interest was piqued. Then I heard the most incredible snippet of all: a clip from a news programme announcing that ‘the United Kingdom government has called a snap general election’, which implied that the country was in dire need of an effective challenger. It seemed that the governing party of this ‘United Kingdom’ was toying with their own country’s future at a moment of national peril by committing an act of idiotic hubris, while at the same time the official opposition was proving to be a complete waste of hyperspace. Whatever they’d done to get themselves into such a pickle, this nation needed something fresh. I leaned back in my comfy captain’s chair, tapped my index phalanges together and pondered. ‘Those guys are desperate. I’m at a loose end. Why not give it a look, and treat myself to a Lovejoy box set while I’m at it?’ I told my computer, Barry, to pinpoint the location of the SOS message, which he found to be coming from the third planet in the nearby star system, and the Alboreto duly took me there with all speed. That momentous decision changed the course of my ship, my career and my commercial publishing prospects.

			 

			It was especially easy for me and Barry to find Earth, because you lot were good enough to send a map. About fifty years ago a bunch of humans called ‘NASA’ did something your species had never managed before, when they sent a pair of quaint little probes named Voyager out into the depths of space. On them they placed a golden disc filled with knowledge, music and a set of directions to your world for aliens to find. Well, we aliens received it all right. So the first thing we knew was that it couldn’t have been sent by Hermes. On behalf of all Recyclons, let me express our gratitude for the disc. We analysed its contents, which amounted to a concentrated dose of the very best that humanity had to offer – a polar opposite of The One Show. Containing tracks by J. S. Bach, Kamil Jalilov and Chuck Berry, it taught us all about Earthlings’ love of baroque, Azerbaijani folk and compilation albums. It was very thoughtful, although a voucher would also have been fine. If I can give some constructive feedback, we didn’t need the naked diagrams of human genitalia that NASA also placed on the side of the probe. But that’s a small issue, something which the male in the picture also seemed to be suffering from. 

			It took just a few minutes’ hyperdrive travel to reach your planet, and on arrival, I took a moment to gaze upon it from a high orbit. A tiny, fragile, bright blue marble suspended in the infinite blackness of space – is how humans like to think of their world. I’d like to say that your exceptionalism is justified, but honestly, guys, it’s not that special. Otherwise you’d probably stop destroying the place. And there are plenty of aliens who’d be repelled by the mere sight of it: blue is the colour of many species’ nasal excretions, giving Earth the look of a dried bogey that a Zimloid youngling has spent an entire maths lesson rolling between their fingers into a perfectly spheroid lump. This is just one of many reasons why most aliens give Earth a wide berth. 

			 

			Luckily I don’t have this problem. I emit no nasal excretions because I have no nose.14 I stationed the Alboreto beyond the dark side of your moon and sent a probe to analyse the United Kingdom and report back on its political status. When I saw the results I would have spat out my coffee, if I’d had any coffee, and if I could spit. The British Earthlings were using none other than a system of democracy! This is a rare thing in the cosmos indeed. It’s something we have no need for on Sigma IX, as I have enjoyed untrammelled power as benevolent dictator for the past 9.4 aeons, but I’m delighted to see instances of democracy wherever I find them. Sadly, I could see that your planet’s version was under grave threat from powerful forces. Since the 1990s, a succession of complacent leaders had been resting on their laurels, smug in the knowledge that they’d won the Cold War against the Soviet Union. But nobody had told them it was in fact a two-legged fixture, and now they were getting absolutely hammered by Russia in the return match. Perhaps I could help illuminate them before it was too late?15

			First Impressions

			So then. The United Kingdom in the twenty-first century. What a place. As an outsider, what do I immediately think of when I think of the UK? I think manners. I think breakfast tea. I think strawberries and cream. Queuing. Fighting outside pubs. Vomiting in the street. Appalling trains. An infinite quantity of dog excrement. And Mrs Brown’s Boys (if the last two aren’t technically speaking the same thing). No other realm on Earth or indeed the wider cosmos can offer that heady cocktail.

			From what I can see, for centuries this was a proud country that built an empire and liked to boast of painting a quarter of the world pink, like some kind of mad, unstoppable Laurence Llewelyn-Bowen. No wonder the rest of the planet trembled in fear. But skipping forwards into the twenty-first century, while Brits’ decorating skills remain generally top-notch, the nation’s geopolitical sway has atrophied thanks to a series of blunders, whoopsies and untrustworthy decisions by successive governments. Now the only British citizens who can lay claim to a grip over the entire Earth are Ed Sheeran and Mr Bean. The land that boasts the Mother of Parliaments has become an international (and intergalactic) laughing stock, and never more so than since the captaincy of the blond bumshell, Boris Johnson. Once upon a time Britannia ruled the waves. These days she just waives the rules.

			The good news is it’s not all doom and gloom. Rather, with the future arrival of the asteroid it is going to be doom, but in the meantime it needn’t be gloom. There is a chink of light through which the United Kingdom can regain its standing in the world.

			My Way In

			No sooner had I reached your planet than I made my most important discovery of all, something that would be my portal into Earth politics. It is simply this: the British are deranged. First, they don’t even write down the rules to their own system; they just write down what they’ve done after they’ve done it, and occasionally check to see if what they want to do next matches up. Second, they let absolutely anyone stand for election. Lining up to challenge the Prime Minister you find all kinds of no-hopers including Howling Lawd Hope, Elmo from Sesame Street and a Liberal Democrat. Whatever that is. Who’d have thought with a system like that you might end up with a lunatic in charge?

			I quickly surmised that if I was to make my mark on your planet, the United Kingdom was the place to go. As if I needed any encouragement, even the name of the country was a complete misnomer. In all my days I’d never seen anywhere less united, and for most of the last 200 years it hadn’t had a king. And certainly not one called Dom, whatever that strange Mr Cummings might claim to the contrary. I formed the natural conclusion that power was there for the taking, and made the final preparations for my landing. I wasn’t going to the UK just to see the sights or for a few rounds of crazy golf. Well, I was going for that, but not only that. I was in it to win it. Now was an especially timely moment to make my move. From just a cursory look at the state of the nation, it was patently clear that the current generation of human populations had, not to put too fine a point on it, fucked the whole thing up. A dustbin-shaped warlord truly couldn’t do any worse.

			The Battle of the Magnet Leisure Centre

			Time for a quick history lesson. Back in 2017 the British Prime Minister was Theresa May. Remember her? The one who promised ‘strong and stable’ leadership, and whose idea of fun was to run through a field of wheat? No, I thought as much. She’s not very memorable. So we’d better give ourselves a

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
					London Bridge to be renamed after Phoebe Waller.

					Hammersmith Bridge to be repaired, and renamed Wayne after the former England international footballer.

					Croydon to get a facelift, ironically.

					No shop to be allowed to sell a croissant for more than £1. 

					Free parking between Vine Street and the Strand (for electric vehicles only).

					HS2 protestors to be allowed to build their tunnel at Euston, all the way to Birmingham. To be followed by a second tunnel that links Birmingham to Manchester.

					Finish Crossrail.57

					At Trafalgar Square, Sir David Attenborough to be placed on the fourth plinth. Or a statue of him. Either’s fine.

					Speaker phones on public transport to be banned. Offenders to be forced to watch the movie version of Cats every day for a year.

					London to join the EU.

					All government ministers’ pay, including the mayor’s, to be tied to that of nurses for the next 100 years.

					Loud snacks to be banned from theatres.

					The Trocadero to be turned back into a truly top-notch video arcade.

					Piers Corbyn to be banished to the Phantom Zone.

					I will create a Smart Speakers’ Corner, replacing the usual nutters who stand around Hyde Park with state-of-the-art technology that (a) understands the Earth is round, and (b) will perform a fart sound on command. The current incumbents can only do the latter.

					On one day every year, escalators on the Underground to be reversed, encouraging travellers to go up the down escalators and down the up ones, as a free gym and Gladiators simulator all in one.

					Mask wearing in public to be encouraged, during the pandemic and beyond.

					The royal family to keep one of Buckingham Palace, Kensington Palace, St James’s Palace and Clarence House, with the rest gifted to the nation to help eradicate homelessness. If the royals complain that one palace isn’t enough, they will be forced to buy Crystal Palace FC.

					The hand-dryer in the gents’ toilet at the Crown & Treaty, Uxbridge, to be moved to a more sensible position.

					Traitors’ Gate to be reopened for business, and to welcome Dido Harding on Day One.

					Ceefax to be brought back for all households within the M25.

			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
					Wednesdays off school (because the food is yucky).

					No more climate change.

					Lock Donald Trump in the chokey.

					Don’t get drunk.

					If you prick your finger five times in one sewing session, go and buy a pet crab.

			

			
			
			
			
					Ban all spicy candles.

					Give houses to homeless people for free.

					Make everyone eat fruit at least three times a day.

					Don’t teach scary things to children.

					Put Donald Trump in prison.
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