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Captain Mental (86 in ared mlitary uniformand with a white
handl ebar nustache) and Constable Mirgan (22 in a police
uniformand with a tidy nmustache) are alone in a police
station office, once again. As ever, many anti-crine slogans
hang on the walls, such as ‘a taser a day keeps the felons at

bay.” A phone also is on the wall. (Now cones the new
material)... Wth an adm rable, calmtone of voice, Mental
defends that very famliar issue: ‘No Mdorgan, |I'’mnot going to

wear typical clothes today, either. Mdrgan responds: ‘Pl ease’.
‘No. anyway, what do you think will happen to Epic Dave, now
he’ s been rel eased from prison? ‘CGod, | don’t know. Either
he will be grateful for his |enient sentence of a week, or
he’ll see it as a nmassive joke and he’'ll go back to crine

i mredi ately.’ ‘W really should have asked hi m about that,
shoul dn’t we?’ ‘Yeah. But he’s still a superhero. Wat kind
of | egend goes out of his way to cause troubl e? He nust have
si nply been having a bad day or sonething’ . ‘Coul dn’ t
agree nore’.

Mental clears his throat and continues: ‘Anyway, we have

bi gger problens than a thuggi sh granny hater - the |atest drug
deal er on the bl ock’. “l1 know, but he’'s an idiot. Runour has
it he once sold drugs to hinself.’ ‘l heard he thought a
five pound note was a drug and he injected into his eye.
Apparently you could occasionally see the noney fl ow ng

t hrough the veins on his arnms and neck’. ‘That’ s insane’.
‘“Tell me about it. But we both know a crimnal is still a
threat, no matter how dunb he is’. The phone rings. Mental
answers it. ‘Hello?... The world’ s nopbst noronic douche bag
accidentally left his illicit goods behind on his flat
doorstep?... Tranps got hold of them and they got high? Then
they started to race each other on the roads causing traffic

jans?... They were running as fast as the cars, but they
ignored the red lights, causing chaos?...’ Myrgan interrupts:
“What’ s going on?’ ‘No idea...” Mental hangs up and
continues: ‘But things are getting crazy... ... Again’.

It is a clear and sunny day. Five w de-eyed and not-so-wel |
dressed tranps are lined up across the width of a road with
many angry, horn-beeping notorists behind them In front of
themis nore road with much lighter traffic, extending far off
into the distance. To their left and right are a seem ngly
endl ess range of shops and busi nesses. One honel ess man t akes
the initiative and al nbst sings with an unusual |evel of
excitenent: ‘Wien | couuuunt down fromfiiiive, let’s nmake
this the best race yet!!’” The other nmen | augh their heads off.
“Ck! Fivefourthreetwoonego!!’ The vagabonds accel erate at a
truly amazing pace. It’s not |ong before they reach speeds
over 20 mles an hour. Cars follow them still tooting. The
event is pretty evenly matched until the order giver reaches
speeds of around 30. That doesn’t dishearten any of the other
conpetitors, though

M nut es pass. Back in the station, things are tense but |ess
lively than outside.



To lighten the atnosphere, Mental jokes: ’A bunch of
super human tranps going nuts is a pretty funny thought,

t hough. ..’ ‘Morgan doesn’t respond. The phone rings again.
Mental answers it, still with a small smle on his face: *An
unhappy bum who | ost a race has conme forward to an on the beat
of ficer, giving himinformation about the future?... The

mer chandi se he was on has made hi m psychic? H's smle quickly
goes. ‘The petty drug dealer will become known for
unintentionally getting homel ess people high and he will be

approached by a nystery man. He will suggest the two of them
coul d make serious noney racing tranps on a huge scal e?. ..
understand' . Mental hangs up with a cold, blank face. Mrgan
breaks the silence: ‘That was the Chief of Police, wasn't it?
Ment al pauses then pulls hinmself together: ‘Yes. It was. It
was him before if you're curious. Things just keep getting
wor se’ .

Epi c Dave, dressed in his red and green cape with ‘“ED witten
onit, is in a rowdy pub about to get served by a female
bartender in her early 20s. People are constantly pushing past
and bunping into him The woman speaks with a rai sed voice,
just to be heard: ‘Hey! Do | know you?’ Epic Dave reciprocates
at the same volunme: ‘No, | don’t think so...’ “l do! You're
Epi c Dave!’ “Alright keep it down. I'mtrying to keep a | ow
profile. Superheroes don’t always get treated with respect in
pl aces |ike this’. ‘So what are you doing here, then?
“I"'mlooking for a fight. Please excuse ne...’ Dave turns
to face the crowd of nen and pushes one to the floor and
shouts: *‘Epic Dave reigns suprenme, bitches!” Al hell breaks

| oose. One man junps on the hero after another. Al of them
get pushed off and Dave runs out of the establishnment into the
busy street, raises his armlike Superman and takes off.

This time in the station, the atnobsphere is worse than ever
before (that day). The phone rings and its sound is sonmehow
nore brutal. For the sake of variety, Mrgan picks it up: °
No. | don’t believe you.’ ‘“What is it, Mdirgan? Asks
Mental . The constable | ooks to the respected officer: ‘Epic
Dave has started a barroom brawl and |eft the scene...

“Christ’. Morgan continues on the phone: ‘O course. W'l
get himarrested, ASAP. (k. Bye...’ The man hangs up | ooki ng
betrayed. He picks up the confidence to speak to his friend:
“This guy’s on drugs, too. |I’m convinced’ . ‘I wonder if
he’s on LSD and believes he can fly. The thing is, he CAN fly,
so we'll never truly know.’ ‘He’ s probably on cocaine. He
seens the type to want extra anmounts of energy.’ “ Agr eed.

Let’s put together a teamto track the lunatic and put him
away for good!

Later on in the day, Epic Dave is chilling with the well -
known, far from expert drug deal er, AKA Doug. They are in the
|atter’s run-down, nessy flat. They are staring out the w ndow
with wi de eyes and an expression of awe on their faces. They
are very high up both literally and netaphorically, and
beneath them (only literally) is a busy area with countl ess
pedestrians and cars.



After standing still and doing nothing for a mnute or so,
Dave starts a very necessary conversation: ‘You were right,
that 1S a nice view. Anyway, we have to get back at the
police. Did you know they tasered nme? They al so gave ne the
finger in a way you wouldn’t even believe.’” Doug replies:
‘Let’s just get our revenge by naking noney racing the

homel ess as you suggested. I'mnot interested in tasering them
back, if that’s what you' re suggesting.’ “l respect that.
That’s a solid idea. However, you have a reputation of being a
conpl ete noron and you kind of are. BUT that doesn’'t nmatter,
as | can teach you to be invisible.’ ‘ How??’

ED vani shes. Doug is speechless for a nmonent. After | ooking
out the wi ndow once again as if that helped, the latter gets
his s**t together and speaks: ‘How??’ The superhero reappears
and replies: ‘It’s not so hard. Just inagine yourself being
see-through’. The deal er tenses his nuscles and screws up his
face. These actions are conpletely ineffective. Dave offers
nore advice: ‘Think of a glass window. Be the glass’. Doug
puts his hands together as if praying and cl oses his eyes. He
then says ‘ Ommmmmmi, with the cal mess of a Buddhi st nonk.
‘How was that?’ the apprentice asks with a satisfied smle on
his face. Dave then whispers: ‘You are air. Tell yourself that

over and over.’ ‘l amair. | amair. | amair. How s that?
“You know what, you haven’t got the gift and that’s fine. |
have, and that wll be enough.’” ED | ooks out the w ndow, too.

Just because it's nice.

He puts his palmto his face for a nonment and breaks the
short, awkward silence. ‘'OF course, |’ve been such a fool!
cause trouble at the police station whilst they can’'t see ne,
and you earn serious cash from peopl e wat chi ng speedi ng
tranps. The pigs are certainly going to focus on nme and ignore
you when | put ny plans into action!’ ‘What are they?

‘I know for a fact Captain Mental and Constable Morgan don’t

i ke being called ‘nmuppets’. Through a | oud speaker | will

al so nake invisible, I"'mgoing to taunt the two froma variety
of different positions. They won’t be able to stand it. You on
the other hand, are in the early stages of sonething gl obal.
From now on, when you drive around Charltonham all you'll see
is opportunities.’

An hour passes. Back in the unhappy station a further tineg,
Morgan and Mental now pace around as they converse with each
other. Mental is the nore vocal: ‘You know what, |’ d probably
prefer it Epic Dave got into another fight. At |east we’'d be
able to pin himdown.’ Mrgan agrees: ‘Exactly. W' re surely
goi ng through the cal mbefore the storm right now.’

‘Exactly’ . A slightly distorted voice fromoutside is heard
getting louder. Mental comments: ‘Did you hear that Mrgan? It
sounded |li ke a weirdo saying ‘pets’ over and over. Morgan

di sagrees: ‘It sounded |ike ‘nuppets’ to ne.’” Mental runs to a
wal I and punches it: ‘Epic Dave!!’ ‘It couldn’t be’, Mrgan
responds. The two officers then hear the nmuch hated words,

cl ear as day: ‘ Muppets! Mippets!! Mippets!!! MIPPETS!I!!!

‘Yes, it is Dave’, Morgan agrees.



Ment al punches the wall once nore and through gritted teeth
snarls ‘order all our officers to this station right now!
He' Il be exploiting his newinvisibility skills, but we’ll
find him’ Mrgan retorts: ‘we SO shouldn’t have given himthe
magi ¢ spell book when he was | ocked up. Hmflying and
shooting | asers was bad enough.’ “You thought he d use his
powers for good. W all did .

A crowd of a hundred has gathered in an extensive, |ovely
green and sunlit field that is surrounded by tall trees. Doug
isin the mddle of the area along with 20 tranps. He speaks

t hrough a negaphone so he can be heard: ‘Wat you are al

about to witness is sonmething very special!... Wth nme here,
are 20 of the finest athletes in the whole world!... They're
all off the faces on cocaine, and consequently can reach
speeds in excess of a whopping 30 mles an hour!’ The crowd
cheers like a collection of wild aninmals. They junp up and
down and appl aud |i ke mad. Doug continues: ’These nutters wll
run around the outskirts of this beautiful terrain |ike
cheetahs!’ Doug | eads the vagrants to a corner of the field
and speaks through his anplifier a final tinme: ‘Five! Four!
Three! Two! ONE! Let’s race!! The drifters go like bullets and
begin their epic contest.

So... the station AGAIN... Things are still crazy, as you

m ght expect. Another |oad of ‘nuppets’ are heard. Mental
exits the building and slanms the door. In the sunlit urban
setting, drivers are spotted | ooki ng around and pedestri ans
are going crazy and scratch their heads in bew | dernent. One
old lady shouts: ‘Wat’s going on??” Mental does his best to
explain everything: ‘It’s Epic Dave! He's gone bad agai n!
Anot her ‘ Muppet’ cones out of thin air and the policeman | ooks
in the direction it came fromand |loses his cool: 'F**k you,
Dave! F**k you!’ A further series of ‘nuppets’ circle around
the officer, nockingly. Suddenly, the thug becones visible.
Mental is delighted: ‘Ha! Big m stake, tosser!’ The crim nal

replies with a stutter: ‘Wwhat? ‘l can see you!

“lnmpossi ble! What do | |ook like then? “A prick!

“Whoops. | didn’t think that question through. Anyway, | am

the air. | amthe air’. That repeated phrase does nothing. ‘I
guess | need to practice ny skills...” Mental |unges at Dave

torip his cape off, revealing nore green and red cl othes. He
then teases him ‘Ha! Try flying wi thout that!’

Dave legs it through busy streets, then | onesone paths and

al l eyways. Mental nmay be old, but he is fit and doesn’t | ose
him Still sprinting, ED rips his nmobile fromhis pocket and
stabs in a nunber with his raging finger: ‘Doug! I'min
trouble! I need sonme of your drugs so | can run fast... Wy
can’t you get ne any?... You ve used them ALL up??... | don’'t
care how great the race was!!... Forget about it, even better,
pi ck me up! | shoul da suggested that before... No?... You have
a plan?... You want me to neet you at your block of flats?...
Ok, see you there...’ The oddball hangs up. He pushes over the
bi ns he comes across to nmake the trail behind himharder to
cross, before reaching Doug’s bl ock of flats.



He pushes the buttons by the door to call the druggie s hone
and shouts into the speaker next to them ‘Doug, it’'s ne!
Hurry! Mental is just behind ne!’ The door opens just as the
furious policeman is about to grab the disgraced hero by the
shoul ders. The Captain trips over, buying Dave nore tine. The
| atter shoots up the nmultiple staircases, reaches his
‘“friend’s’ flat and bangs the living daylights out of the
entrance.

Doug opens it and says sonething strange: ‘Conme in and don’t
close the door. | lied when | said | didn’t have any drugs.

al ways keep sone with me just in case this event ever cones
up.’ “What are you on about? ED replies as he rushes in. Doug
pulls a bag of white powder from his pocket and places on the
doorstep. “What the hell is wong with you, man?’ asks Dave.
“Trust ne’, says the dealer, coolly. He then takes Dave by the
shoul der to the back of the room He pulls a canera phone from
hi s ot her pocket, just as an out of breath Mental is about to
enter. He then shouts: ‘Stop right there, pig!’ Scared, the

| aw enforcer does so. Drugs are under his feet. ‘Wat’'s going
on?’, he asks, shaking a |little. Doug takes a picture of

Mental on the narcotics then laughs in his victinis face: *Ha!
You’' re high on drugs! | have proof! You'll never work again!

Mental face palns hinself and says sonething he al ways want ed
to: ‘You Goddamm idiot, Doug’. From both sides of his
trousers, he pulls out a taser for each hand and shoots the
crooks in the face like it’s nothing. Lots of crippled,

per haps anusing scream ng follows. Mental strolls to and

handcuffs the twosonme whilst talking: ‘lIs there anything you
two would |ike to say? Doug insists his idea was good: ‘ Yeah.
What are you going to do exactly?... DRUGEE.’ “What’ s t hat
supposed to nean? You're not serious are you? | thought you
wer e j oking.’ “Afraid not. You re | ooking at YEARS in
prison.’ ‘Good one’. Dave joins in the conversation: ‘Just
ignore him You won’'t get any sense out of him . Mental
replies: ‘“Wiy did you do this, David? ‘ Because racing
tranps? That’s sone funny noney naking s**t.’ ‘Is that all?
Wiy did you swear at the granny and all that crazi ness? ‘A
bad nood. Sorry.’ Mental picks his nobile fromhis pocket
and makes a call: ‘Got “em Things went pretty weird. [’11

explain later.’

A short whil e passes and Dave and Doug are sharing a prison
cell, next to aline of others that are all occupied. The
two’s conversation is far frompolite and it has only been
getting worse. The former felon seens to have the strongest
opinions: ‘You f***ing inbecile, Doug’. The latter does his
best to defend hinself: ‘Yeah, well what kind of noron dresses
inred and green? You ook |ike a Twi ster ice cream’ ‘“Is
that the best you can do? You prick. You bell cheese.’ The

nei ghbouring prisoners start to join in. One says the epic
‘you’re both a couple of w**ers. How d’ you |ike that? Mental
enters the conplex corridor and joins in the abuse: ''W**ers’
is a great word to describe you. Thanks for that, Bill.’ The
perceptive convict replies: 'Cheers, Mental’ .



Much of the sanme banter continues through the night, weeks,
nont hs, etc.

THE END.
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