To help create awareness about the real issues that are at stake in the coming referendum (and which are conveniently not mentioned by those claiming that their law can stop child abuse), I hereby include an extract of my book (which itself is not a fairy tale but I about people like you and I). Please forward it to as many people as possible. The next generation will be grateful to you,        

                                                            Nōnen Títi.
The Happiness Inquisition; a fairy tale that foretells our future
by Nōnen Títi    

There was once a wise and fair king, who ruled his land with majesty and asked his subjects for their consent before making decisions. The people enjoyed simple, healthy lives and most had loving families. Those in need would always find help with their neighbours.

Of course there were the normal problems, like the occasional spell of poverty or disease, harm caused by evil villains and sometimes one of the neighbouring countries making an attempt to invade. But in those cases the young men would stand by their king and he by them, as equal brothers to defend their freedom.

The king had only one regret; he had no children of his own to inherit his kingdom. So he sent out a request to every village that they should choose one young boy to be put forward as ‘the king’s prince’. These chosen princes then participated in four tournaments, each testing a specific skill – one of courage, one of intelligence, one of compassion and one of loyalty – and the winner of each tournament was to become one of the four heirs to the crown.

To prepare all four for being king, he had them instructed in tactical warfare and hand-to-hand combat; they learned mathematics and public speaking and most of all he taught them moral and humanitarian concepts, so they would always be able to judge what was best for all the people. “To have loyal subjects is the most important goal for a king,” he told his new sons. “And if you make the children happy, they will stand by you when they grow up.” 

But when the princes turned eighteen, the king, who was a real egalitarian, didn’t know which of the four boys to choose. He valued each of their skills equally and didn’t want to disappoint any of them, so he decided they would rule together. He once more reminded them of their duty. “Where children cry, the king is to blame.”

The four princes took this to heart, but no sooner had the king died than all four started to cry. On hearing this, the king’s apothecary promised the princes to brew them a potion that would cure their crying. The princes – since they were very distraught – accepted the offer and each was given a dose of ‘pleasure potion’. It was warm and enjoyable and their tears dried up. 

The apothecary promised them that no child would ever need to cry again. He invited the compassionate prince to go find children with tears in their eyes and bring them to the castle, so he could prove that the remedy worked.

So the prince went in search of children in need of a dose of pleasure potion and invited them to the castle to be cured. And indeed, as soon as the children swallowed their medicine they stopped crying. The apothecary gave them each a small bottle to take home and soon the news about the wondrous potion that could cure children’s tears spread through the land. 

More and more parents were willing to pay good money for the magical cure, while the princes began to dream of a land free of pain and tears and renamed theirs the Land of Happy People. The apothecary brewed cauldrons full of potion, but soon he had more bottles prepared than there were crying subjects.

Now, everybody knows that there are two kinds of children in the world. There are children who are naturally obedient, polite, hard working and even-tempered, like the princes had been, and who need their parents for praise and encouragement. These children didn’t cry much, so they didn’t need any potion. But there are also children who love pleasure and get into mischief a lot, and these children need protection and limits, so they were sometimes punished by their parents and teachers, who would say, “You asked for it.” And they were right, because good parents know what each of their children needs and children are very good at asking. 

But not all parents and teachers cared enough for their children to listen to what they asked for. The apothecary’s teacher had raised him with the policy that a lashing a day could prevent mischief altogether, and the apothecary, who by nature was obedient and hardworking, remembered suffering this injustice. So he called the clever prince and said, “You are the smartest of all the princes. Surely you can see how the children are suffering. It isn’t enough that their tears are dry; truly happy people show laughter.”

And the prince agreed. Of course children needed to be heard laughing, so he went to his brothers and said, “You are kind and brave and loyal, but I am smart and you have to trust me that many children are suffering from undetected pain while there is such an easy cure available.” 

Naturally, the compassionate prince wanted to stop the suffering, the loyal prince wanted to do his duty and the courageous prince wanted to rescue the poor children, so they set out immediately to test the apothecary’s story. And sure enough, they found many obedient and hardworking children, but none of them laughed very much, so they handed out potion and told the parents they would be held responsible for this silent suffering. Children deserved praise and shouldn’t be made to do anything that caused them to be unhappy. Physicians, teachers and soothsayers were instructed to look out for hidden unhappiness and, since it was now a crime to have a crying child, Happy Homes were build, so potion could be supplied for free to children whose parents were unwilling to buy it.


Most people accepted this as progress and people started to look out for each other. Two athletic children, who used to play outside, now sat at home eating lollies, because the neighbours had told their parents that an injury would cause them pain. One mischievous little boy laughed so hard over a prank he’d pulled that it made his eyes water. The soldiers, who were trained to look for tears, took him to a home where he didn’t have to be so unhappy. A little girl who was found crying beside the grave of her mother was given potion, so she would not have to feel so sad, and so was every child that went to the doctor, because ill children don’t laugh very much. And just in case they didn’t catch the unhappy syndrome in time, it was advised that parents give pleasure potion to every child from birth.

But no sooner was every child in the land taking the potion than the apothecary saw another gap in the market; he had noticed that many adults were acting very anxious lately – many were indulging in chocolates and herbal inhalations, so he suggested to the princes that being nervous and worried was a sign of unhappiness in adults and surely they could benefit from pleasure potion as well. 

The less laughter there was, the more potion people bought, which soon became the most celebrated stimulant of all time, with most of the population, including the princes, being daily users. But that still wasn’t enough for the greedy apothecary.

He persuaded the princes to make a last amendment to the law: Inhaling herbals was setting the wrong example for children and could not be allowed. No need to ask the people; it would be much more beneficial to first make the law and once the people were addicted to the new substance, give them the option of trying to reverse the vote. 

The princes, who believed they could judge what was good for all the people because they had won tournaments, once again responded. Not just the herbals, but the consumption of chocolates was also forbidden; good parents used potion. 

The soldiers did their duty and inspected every property to make sure there were sufficient amounts of potion on the premises to ensure at least a week’s supply for all members of the family. Law courts were set up to convict any subject who fell short of these requirements and the judges enforced the laws, because they were knowledgeable enough to understand that these people were guilty of inhibiting happiness. People’s greatest fear became to not have enough money to buy more potion, so they started working more and more hours every day, while those who fell short were guilt-ridden, which made them need more potion. Many more Happy Homes had to be built for the children of these overworked parents to grow up in and equally as many mental institutions for those lost souls who were misled by the ‘wrong’ morals. 

Soon everybody agreed that happiness was the greatest good of all, although none could quite remember what it was like to have fun or to be free. The apothecary became not only the richest man in the land, but also its only ruler. And they all lived… 
Well, that’s up to you to decide. Thank you for reading.
Nōnen Títi 
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