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Captain Mental sits down at a library table with his cl osed

| aptop under his arm Wth w de eyes, he places in front of
hi m and opens it. He whispers to hinself ‘Fancy opening a
personal conputer. Crazy tines...’ Further in front of himare
a nunber of enpty tables, and in front of themis a young
receptionist, sitting at her desk, not making a sound. By his
sides are many rows of books on shelves. A couple of elderly
peopl e are browsing them (Not naking a sound). Mental pulls a
nmouse from his pocket (because |aptop touchpads suck), puts it
on the table and whispers again ‘Tinme to finally research ny
famly tree. | nmean | know all about General Mental, but where
did he cone fron? And where did HE conme fronf? Let’s check the
i nterweb. ..’

Mental gets typing. “Oh wow, | can't believe this is so easy..
| guess Mental is a rare nanme, which nakes things |ess
conplicated...’” Mental does nore typing ‘CGeneral Mental cane
from Fi sherman Mental... Hm A perfectly reasonable
prof ession, | guess. But where did HE cone fronf? Baker Mental ?
Ok but where did HE conme fronf? Carpenter Mental? Conme on... It
has to get nore interesting than that... Hm that’s strange..
Carpenter Mental canme froma nman originally called ‘Frank
Mayhan’ ? And he later had his name changed to ‘ Frank Mental’?
Way could that be? More inportantly, why is there so little
i nformation about hin? What is this site hiding? It just says
‘sone people are naned after their professions or
appearances’ ...’

Mental scratches his head and continues typing. ‘Let’s close
this site down and search for ‘Frank Mental’ and ‘ Frank
Mayhan’ on Booble...’” It’s not |ong before Mental goes red and
starts to shake ‘Ch no.’ Losing self-consciousness, he reads
aloud in utter disbelief ‘Frank ‘Mental’ Mayhan was a weal t hy
Baron, fanous for firing sheep out of a cannon...’ Mental
slans his fist on the table *No!’ He continues reading nore
than audi bly, now attracting the attention of the receptioni st
and OAPs. ‘He was ordered to change his nanme by outraged

| ocals. In doing so, he both avoided a prison sentence and was
forced to live with unavoi dable shanme...’” Mental sheds a tear.
“So nmy real nane is ‘Steve Mayhan’. That’s an Irish nane.
Mental tries talking in an Irish accent ‘Hoi there, 1I’'m
Qrish... That doesn’t sound |like ne. There has to be sone

ki nd of m stake.’

Mental | eaves his seat in a daze and starts a conversation
with the receptionist *Good day, |I'mresearching ny famly
history on the internet, and it turns out one of ny ancestors
is a bit of a fruitcake. There has to be sonme kind of m stake.
..’ The receptionist replies politely as she scratches her ear
‘“What website are you using? Mental replies, now nore

vi brating than shaking ‘ Fi ndMyFam | yNowRi ght Now. com and
‘Booble’, too...’ “Yes, | know themboth well. I'"msorry to
say this, but those sites are where professional researches go
to. So you're related to a psychopath or a crazy person?
‘Both...’ “Ch my word. What did he do? ‘He shot sheep
out of a cannon’.



The receptionist |aughs ‘No way!’ ‘“I"'mafraid so. Is there
a possibility the website was hacked?’ “You never know, |
guess. ..’ ‘But the thing is, it does explain how |l got such
a weird nane. The site is saying my ancestor was originally
call ed ‘ Mayhan’, but he was made to change his nane.’ “
guess it’s tinme for you to face reality...’

Mental is stunned into paralysis. He then runs to his |aptop,
slanms it shut, swipes it away and dashes towards the exit,
abandoni ng the perhaps frightened nouse. No, that’'s silly.
It’s just a tool, despite the confusing nanme. He opens the
door, leaves it and slans that too, tears soon stream ng down
his face. He is now outside (duh), and it is pouring with
rain. On the plus side, that does hide his tears a little, so
it’s not ALL bad. Many shops are by his sides and in front of
himon the other side of the road. The traffic is noderate and
sadly there are a few rubberneckers gazing at the destroyed
policeman. Mental sees them and | ooks down in shane. He |inps
to a bus shelter a few neters away fromhimand sits on its
bench. All he can think to do as he waits is stare, blank and
cold. Eventually a bus cones by and he wal ks on it, l|ifeless
and gives the concerned bus driver his change. He sits at the
back of the vehicle and goes back to staring. This tine out of
the wi ndow. To shut the world out, he closes his eyes and
sighs. It’s not |ong before he' s sl eeping. He dreans.

Mental is sitting on a beautiful clifftop in the sun, gazing
at the sea and kicking his legs (not fists) hard against the
rocks. A hyperactive and ki nd-faced | eprechaun dances and
ski ps towards himand asks hima question ‘ Hey, there! Do you
moind if | take a seat9’ Ment al replies defeated ‘' Sure. Go

ahead, buddy.’ “What’s wong wit’ya? You | ook very down.
‘“It’s nothing...’ ‘Cone on. You can tell ne... Tt's
just...’” Mental hears the sound of baaaing above him He |ooks

up in horror. Yes, as suspected, he see a flying sheep,
headi ng towards the water. The | eprechaun is outraged ‘' That
scoundrel Frank Mental’s bin firing sheep out of a cannon,
again!” Mental screanms ‘Noooo!! | have to get out of here!
Mental springs up and runs |ike he’s never run before. The
myt hi cal creature is concerned ‘Where are you goi ng? You ve
m ssed your stop haven't you?

Back on the bus, a sweet old lady with green hair is shaking
Mental by the shoulders. His eyes slowy open. The woman tal ks
to him softly *You ve m ssed your stop haven’t you?’ The cop
| ooks out the wi ndow to see a now sunny peaceful village going
by slowy, then going nowhere. He nmutters ‘Thank you. [|’1]I

just get off, here.’” He picks a pound coin fromhis pocket and
hands it to the do-gooder ‘Please take this.’” The |ady | aughs

Wy ?’ ‘“This is how |l want you to renenber ne...’ “ What
are tal king about ?’ “You know | 'd never fire a sheep out a
cannon, right? ‘“Mental! Why woul d you say sonething like

t hat ?’ | have to go. Thanks for waking ne.’ Ment al | eaves

the transport with his conmputer and waves goodbye to the
driver.



As the vehicle disappears fromMental’s sight, the | awran
starts to sob |ike a conscientious fountain. (Again). He
staggers towards hone, head to the pavenent and nei ghbouri ng
grass, kicking a rock over and over, like a dastardly man’s
face. A mnute or so of the sane stress-fighting exercise goes
by before out of the corner of his eye, he sees a statue

| eprechaun in soneone’s front garden. In a fury, he swings his
leg at it at a trenendous speed and power, shattering it.

Vi ctorious, head to the sky and beating his chest, he shouts
“I’"’'mMental! I’m Mental Steve Mental!’ He then has a | aughing
fit as he pulls on his hair with both hands. He then screans,
scaring away some pigeons flying above. After frowning at

hi msel f, head back down, he slaps his face and continues in a
nore rational tone ‘This isn't nme. And that statue was ol d.
l’msure it won’t be m ssed. Maybe | could give the owner ny

| aptop to make up for things. I'’mnot even sure | can face the
cruel internet again...’

Ment al hears an outraged creaking sound. He | ooks to the
opening front door of the property he vandali sed and sees an
outraged home owner, who's jaw drops open. |’msure he’ s never
seen anything like this in his life ‘What’s going on, here?
Mental i1s polite ‘I just killed your |eprechaun, sir. Please
take my laptop. It’s ny way of saying ‘sorry’ .’ ‘What ??
Didn’t you once help save ny cat? “Just take it...’ Mental
hands over the hardware to the now speechl ess owner. H s eyes
never | eave Mental as the cop casually wal ks away, this tine
facing the world and the other scenic residences. He speaks to
hi msel f * Good deed of the day, done. It's tine to be proud,
again.’” Mental wi pes a tear and sighs. Hi s stagger turns into
a dignified stroll.

After passing nore totally innocent abodes, Mental reaches
then sits on a small stone bridge over a stream Very nice. So
nice, he | ooks down on the water for a good ten seconds. Here
it is peaceful and nost inportantly, all alone. Mental has an
enbarrassing call to nake. As he waits to be answered, he
bites his nails. ‘“Hello, Ms. Jenikins, I mean JENKINS. Onh,
you | i ke Jeni kins? Cool. Anyway, sorry for storm ng out of the
library, like that. | was very upset. So... do you know if
there’s a way to destroy famly records on

Fi ndMyFam | yRi ght Now. com and Boobl e? Maybe t hrough sone ki nd
of... white virus?... Y know, white virus... Like a white lie.
A virus for the greater good, maybe?... No?... Ok, how about
destroyi ng the headquarters through sone kind of... No?... Is
there ANYTHING | can do?... Ck, bye. Mental hangs up ‘Dammt!’

Mental clenches his fists and makes another call ‘ Mrgan, |
have sone terrible news; I'mrelated to a real lunatic... Wat
did he do?? Very unspeakabl e things! Serious acts of ani nal
cruelty!... | know ... You have to help ne, you have to
destroy all records of ny famly. Is there a way to destroy

i nternet pages?... Dammt!... Mrgan, if the truth canme out,
|’d be a social leper!... You think | should give a speech
tomorrow, letting the public down, gently? What if it goes
wrong?... You really think people will be understanding?..



| hate to say this, Mirgan, but |’ve just vandalised soneone’s

| eprechaun, things are NOT | ooking good for ne, now... You're
right, I was under stress. Thanks, man. And how will we get so
many people to attend the neeting?... Wth the prom se of Evi

Hawai i ans? O course! Bye!

For the first time in perhaps decades, Mental is dressed al
in black. He is standing behind a m crophone on a stand and a
wooden podium His stage is 4 feet high. That’s taller than
many children. :O Wit, that’s not inpressive. Ah, who cares?
Above himis an ornate, wooden roof. Facing himare a hundred
seated people of all shapes and sizes, all scoffing their
faces wth pizza. They have a roof above them too. Wat kind
of building were you expecting? A half-roof building? Get
outta here. Constable Mdrgan is in the front row, and he
smles warmy at the soon to be disgraced officer. After

| ooki ng down in shanme, Mental clears his throat and talks ‘1’ m
sure all of you have a deep respect and adoration for ne and
nmy team who stopped the Sausage Roll Killer. But there is
sonmet hi ng dark about ny famly history that can’t be ignored.
| can only pray that you forgive ne.

The Chi ef of Police kicks the door open at the back of the
room and power poses with his hands on his hips. Everyone
turns to him The Chief shouts ‘Mental, you don’t have to do
this! I know what’s going on here! Mrgan expl ai ned
everything!’” Mental sheds another tear. He is at serious risk
of dehydration ‘' The public need to know’ ‘No they don’t!
The Chi ef stonps across the far side of the building towards
the Captain. Mental ignores him‘l don't have nuch tinme, so
let’s cut to the chase; one of ny ancestors shot sheep out of
a cannon. There. |I’'ve said it.” The COP stops dead and screans
"NO!’ There are a few giggles. A quiet “are you serious’ is
heard anongst the nasses. Mental continues ‘So... Wiat do you
t hi nk? Has that fact changed your perception towards nme?

The COP | ooks down ‘ Mental, why don’t you keep tal king? It

can’t get any worse.’ Mental nods ‘I also brutalised a kind of
gnone.’ There are nore scattered |laughs ‘I kicked himright in
the face, but don’t worry, | apologised to the owner

i medi ately. | gave himmny |aptop as a gesture of goodw I|.
Having said that, | kind of need it back as | have |ots of

classified files on it, some concerning the allusive granny.
So if the guy | net yesterday is here, please give it to ne,
and | can give you cash instead.’” The COP continues ‘Is that
al 1 ? ‘“No. To distance nyself from Frank Mental’s

unforgi vable actions, | would like to change ny nanme to Steve
Goodrman. Because |'’m a good man.’ Mrgan shakes his head ‘W
all know you as ‘Mental’. It’s the kooky name we’ve all grown
to I ove. You have nothing to be enbarrassed about.’ Mrgan
turns around to the rest of the crowd ‘' Ri ght guys?’ The whol e
roombursts into a supportive applause. Even the Chief joins
in. Mental w pes his forehead and nutters to hinself ‘Hm No
sweat. How odd.’ He then speaks into the mc ‘Thanks you all,
so nuch! Back to fighting crime | guess, huh?” Mental junps in
the air and punches it.
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