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Mental and Morgan are smiling excessively at new, twenty year
old recruit, Constable Smth. He dresses in the expected

cl othes and has a couple of centinmetres of brown hair show ng
under his helnmet. He has brown stubble and brown eyes - very
orderly and police-like. Smith has a burning question which he
asks Mental ‘Is this a typical police station? It’s just not
what | was expecting...’ Mental replies ‘'O course... The
arcade machi nes by the sides, the heavy netal mnusic on the
radio, the disco lighting, the snooker table and the
surroundi ng, 4-wall rock clinmbing course we’re | eaning on, as
if it’s nothing. This is just the ganes room | brought you
here first, to get you excited about working here.” Smth is
clearly relieved and wi pes his forehead ‘Ch. Cool. So we do
normal work here? Morgan joins the conversation ‘1’mnot sure
about normal. We mainly go after people in silly costunes.
It’s fun, though. But in a serious way, of course.

Smth asks Mental, respectfully *You have a very interesting
name. Where’'s it conme fron? Is it German? Mental |aughs it
off “No, it’s a very rare English nane. It just neans ‘crazy’
according to the internet, but I’msure it is nmeant

ironically.” Smth scratches his ear, awkwardly ‘Yep... Sone
surnanes are ironic.’ ‘Exactly’ . ‘So, what are the other
roons |ike? “Not hi ng special for the nost part, they' re

pretty standard, really. Al though the Chief of Police s office
I's sonewhat pal ace-like. It’s even got a throne init’.

Morgan buts in ‘Tell himabout the canteen food...’ Mental’s
face lights up ‘Oh yes. Ever had a Hawaiian pizza? Smth
responds, confused: ‘Sure...’ ‘“Well the chef adds chillis

to them He calls his pizzas ‘Evil Hawaiians’ they’ re amazing.
They' re actually conpletely taking over the |ocal gournet
scene.’ ‘“Ww. It sounds |ike working here is great...

‘It sure is’. Mrgan nods.

The Chief of Police enters the roomand fist bunps everyone
‘“What’ s that song comi ng on now? Slayer, huh? Very nice.
Anyway, an old |ady has been burgled. As it’s a relatively
mnor crinme in that no one has been killed in a let’s face it,
comcal way, | think this is a case for M. Smth, here? Sound
good to you, young man?’ The new recruit shakes his fists with
excitement ‘Sure, 1'd love to!’ ‘Good for you. But renenber,
you' re not a hardened officer, yet. | recomrend you get an
Evil Hawaiian, ASAP. That will nake a man of you.’ ‘Sorry,
|’ ve just eaten.’ ‘“What did you eat? ‘Tomat o soup. And
candyfl oss for desert. Then a Bounty.’ ‘“Was that a joke?

“l just have a sweet tooth, sir.’ “Ah. Well get one,
tomorrow.” The COP | ooks puzzl ed and | eaves wi t hout saying
anot her word.

Morgan turns to Mental ‘Do you really think M. Smith, here is
qualified to deal with a burglary? How about putting on himon
the street and giving peopl e sinple peace of m nd? Mntal
responds with confidence *No. | know what kind of person this
gentleman is. He's tough. Analytical. Resourceful.’ He turns
to Smth and continues ‘I see nyself in you, young man.



Smth responds whilst scratching his chin ‘Wat do you see,
exactly? Mrgan buts in again ‘A fruitcake.” Mental turns to

Morgan ‘1’ msorry?’ Mrgan responds in an instant ‘Badcake.
mean badass.’ Mental nods and turns back to Smith ‘You' re a
badcake, too.” Smith replies ‘I’ve never heard that word
before...’ “Are you sure? | know I’ve heard it from
somewhere...’ Mrgan reassures Mental ‘You did, just now.’

Mental replies ‘No, before that.” Smith consoles Mental, too
‘Ck then. I’ma badcake. O course | am’' Mental gives a
t hunbs up ‘ Good | uck on the case.

Smith is now conforting an old lady in an old | ady dress.
(Well, sone would say conforting, others would say he’'s
patting her on the head). In the living room(?), (it could be
pretty nuch any room it’s hard to say) everything is trashed,
even the walls. Drawers have been opened and enptied and no
other furniture has been left. The w ndows have been

conpl etely smashed and dayl i ght shines through the gaps. On
the plus side, there is a nice garden view. Tutting, the old

| ady asks a question ‘Do you think you'll ever catch the
culprit? WIIl | ever get ny stuff back? Smth is confident
“OF course! People down at the station have stopped all Kkinds
of negal omani acs. Wen this case has been sol ved, you can have

a free pizza on the house.’ “An Evil Hawaiian?’

‘Exactly’. ‘Have you ever had one?’ ‘“No, but. ..

‘Pussy’ . “Eh? ‘Is it true that crimnals often revisit
the crime scene? ‘Yep. That sounds about right.’

‘“You're not sure? “Hm .. Look, human behaviour is
conplicated. | once saw sonme guy have an argunent with a

cof fee machi ne. He even punched it, perhaps believing it to be
human. | didn’t know whether he commtting vandalism or

assault, technically speaking. Some things are best |eft
unexpl ai ned or even tal ked about.’

The old lady turns to the ness of a window and i s speechl ess.
Just outside it, a very shifty-looking nman dressed all in

bl ack, wearing a balaclava and with a full sack, takes

pi ctures of hinself on his phone. He poses with a thunbs up.
Confused by the wonan’s state of shock, Smith al so | ooks
towards the once-wi ndow. He then says ‘Chhhh!... O’. Wth an
upbeat tone, he asks the intruder ‘Having a nice day? N ce and
sunny, huh?’" The sure-to-be thief then runs away |ike the

wi nd. The old lady is now even nore stunned ‘Wasn't that the
burglar? Smth is dism ssive ‘Look, |I’ve explained. There are
sone real weirdos out there. Some people just like to dress in
bl ack and pose by broken wi ndows. Qthers fight with coffee
makers believing themto be confrontational or sinply

annoyi ng.’ The |l ady shakes her head ‘I really think...” Smth
buts in ‘*No. Do you know Captain Mental ? Charltonhanis nobst

| egendary policeman? He said he sees hinself in nme...” The old
| ady furrows her brow ‘Yes, | agree with him..’ “Just

| eave this case to ne, ok? Have a good day.’

Back in the colourful ganes roomand to the tune of Megadeth,
(* Take No Prisoners’, to be precise) Mental and Mdrgan are
pl ayi ng snooker.



Smith knocks on the door and the two | ook towards it. Mental
shouts over the noise ‘Cone in!’ Smth enters and sighs ‘Wuld
you believe it, no | eads. Not even any information fromthe
victim | guess this case will be tougher than we imgi ned .
Mental sighs, too ‘Dammit. You're in |uck, though. Another

| ocal has been burgled, and the victimsaid he saw who the
felon was. He | ooked right in his eyes, and said he’d know

t hem from anywhere. However, he was wearing a bal acl ava, so he
couldn’t see the rest of his face and describe it.” Smth
responds with a sturdy handshake ‘I won’'t |et you down. But
why was he wearing a bal aclava? It’s sunny...’ Morgan responds
with an analytical face ‘It could be because he ran out of
suntan |l otion. Maybe it’s his way of protecting hinmself from
the rays.” Smth | ooks up casually ‘O course. | guess that’s
the new trend. Anyway, gotta go...’ Mental smles ‘Good | uck.’

Here is anot her nmessed up roomw th another totalled w ndow
and ki nda nice garden view. G ass in on the floor along with a
few books. It seens the perpetrator isn’'t a big reader. (He
shoul d check out *‘The Danger of Proverbs', just saying).

Again, is this aliving roomor a dining room etc.? It’s hard
to say as alnost nothing is init. This tinme however, the
kneeling male victimin his 30s has a gun to his head. The
standi ng aggressor is the man in black with a sack, seen
before. Smth breaks the icy silence 'So... Wat’s going on
here?...’ The nysterious intruder whispers to his prey ’Say
this is a gane’. The hostage stutters to the constable as he

sheds a tear ‘T-This... is just a... ganme...’ Smth scrunches
up his face ‘Are you sure?? You look really worried...’

"Nope, just a gane. You can go honme, now. ..’ ‘But your
house... It’s ruined...’ ‘“That was er... wolves...

‘Wl ves??’ ‘“Yep. |’ve contacted pest controllers.’ ‘ Huh.
.’ Smith faces the crimnal ‘Ch, | got sonething for you

just in case | saw you again...’ Smith reaches into his
pocket, grabs sone suntan lotion and throws it to the crook.
He catches it with his free hand. Smith smles ‘Suntan |otion.
.. You don’t need to cover your face, anynore. Anyway, got to
make a call...’” Smith reaches into his other pocket then
nmobi | e- phones Mental as the crook stares at him and the
captive | ooks down *Sorry Mental, false alarm Wlves did it..

| know, right? Ck, bye.’ The bad man drops his gun and says
a naughty expletive. Mental picks it up and hands it to himas
the victimfreezes ‘ Qoh, very realistic. Anywho... Bye!

Mental, Morgan and Smth are in the police station canteen,
each with a |arge Evil Hawaiian. Mental comments to the
newconer over the disco music ' See how many swanky tabl es and
seats are in here, filled with menbers of the public having a
good time? It never used to be like this, but because of the
chef’ s new super food, the station has becone partly-
restaurant. Consequently, us police have nore noney to spend
on fighting crinme.” Smth widens his eyes ‘That’s different.
|s that a whole team of workers the head chef has behind him
in his spotless, admrable working area? ‘Yeah, haha. It’s
normal for chefs to have a kitchen, but not in the thene of a
scal ed down, nedieval vill age.



The chef said he conm ssioned it to stick in people’ s nnds,

so he’s not nental. This has to be the strangest building in
the world. Morgan, tell Smith about the tinme we had an offer
fromthe zoo to add an aquariumroom’ Mental’'s phone rings.

He answers it ‘Hello, neighbour!... Conme again? Mental |ooks
grave and continues ‘You serious? Mrgan | ooks to Mental,
concerned ‘What is it? ‘“My house has been burgled...’

“Ch nmy God. Three houses in a day. It’s not even dark, yet.’
‘Let’s have this pizza then get on the case, ASAP . Mrgan and
Smth nod and tuck in.

The COP bursts into the room and shouts unintelligible words
at the three. Everyone | ooks at them whilst munching. After
calmng a little, the COP shouts nore clearly ‘Wat’s all this
about Smith here believing a man dressed up as an assassi n was
playing a gane with a gun?!’ Smith goes red and answers

nervously ‘ Conme agai n??’ “You conplete noron! You let a
har dened felon go free!’ ‘But he was so convi nci ng!
‘The ninja man... Was he at the first crinme scene you
attended?’ “Ch no'. ‘Dear God! You're giving this

institution an even worse nane the Mental, here! At |east he's
done at | east SOVE good! And you're all eating whilst | assune
you know Mental’s house has just been targeted? Now Ment al
goes red ‘Errr... Wuld you like a slice? ‘Gve neit,
here!” The COP gobbles it up in an instant and continues ‘This
is your |last chance, you three. Get ne ny guy or you' re al
fired.” Smith pretends to find a new confidence, partly
raising his head in superiority and partly shaking ‘He's done
for.” The three | eave their seats and then the building.

It’s now outside and sunlit as ever. Things have changed si nce
the | ast One Screwy Day adventure, though. Now the whol e
street is pizza thened. Yep, the sane kind of fooderies are
quite literally everywhere. Even the |ocal postoffice now
sells the neals, along with the taxi conpany, hairdresser,

etc. Atwo-storey high sign says ‘Birth of the Evil Hawaiian’.
Many passers by on the pavenents have the fast food in their
hands and many are driving illegally with you know what in one
paw. Smith points to the slightly |inping, apparently care-
free, balaclavad man in black and waves at him with lit up
eyes ‘Hey! | know you! What crazy gane will you think of next?
Wuld you like ne to carry anything for you? Were's your
sack?’” Mental and Morgan face-palm‘You idiot! It’s the
burglar!’” Smth stanps his foot ‘Fooled, again! I'Il get hinl’
Ment al shakes his head ‘Just stay here and gi ve peace of m nd
to the witnesses!’” Smith nods and the thief legs it
surprisingly well. Has he had a surge of adrenaline? Makes
sense to ne...

As the two remaining friendly officers sprint, pizza houses
and wal kers becone a blur. Al that can really be made out is
the bad guy they’'re chasing on the sidewal ks and the cars
travelling at roughly the sane speed.



Mental shouts to Morgan as they pant ‘I don’t know who's going
to give into tenptation and get another pizza, us or him’
Morgan sl aps his face and continues ‘W have to be strong!
‘He’s strong too, though! Look at his nuscles! He must carry
stol en goods with himall day!’ “Just keep focused on the
idiot. We can’t really even see what we’'re passing anyway.
(Told you) W’re too dam fast! Like cheetahs. O rather
“honestahs’. Sorry for the cheesy comrent! Please forgive ne!
‘Yes, we are too fast to see, but we KNOWwhat we’re passing!
‘1l have an ideal!’ “What ?’ ‘“We can tell the thief about

t he new place that’s opening! The one that has the extra

j al apeno topping! Apparently, it’s delicious but highly
experinmental !’ The ninja-lookalike |Iooks left and right,
frantic and clearly starving. Mental comrents ‘1t’s worKking!

The runaway | ooks up to a sign saying ‘Utra Hawaiian , slows
down and swaggers into the neighbouring establishnent. Mental
shouts as he raises his fist ‘Yes!” Now just briskly wal ki ng
on the pavenent, the two can see properly. However, what’s in
front of themisn't too exciting. It’s nostly just nore pizza
pl aces. (Though as explained, one is slightly though perhaps
significantly different - time will tell). O course the
passers by don’t really pay attention to the chaos as they are
too absorbed with you can guess what. And rightly so. Tasty.
The two enter the crowded new place and witness the stealer
talking with his hands on his hips, to the staff behind a
counter ‘One U tra Hawaiian, please!’ Mental pulls a taser
fromhis pocket and shouts to the nasty piece of work ‘ Put
your hands up, now’' The man does so, but Mental fries him
anyway. ‘That’s for robbing ny house!’

Mental, Morgan, Smith and the Chief are chilling out in the
ganmes room playing a special kind of four-man pool. Al have
cues in their hands and all stare at the table in
concentration. Henker plays in the background, notable for its
totally insane tenpos and quadrupl e pedal drumm ng. °‘But
peopl e don’t have four feet...’ (Yes, but it’s two pedals for
each foot; raising a foot hits the kick drum as does pressing
the foot down). The Chief starts a very necessary conversation
with Smith, as he puts his hand on his shoulder ‘You re newto

the gane, son. | understand that. But if the public found out
about your mstakes... Well | don't know what woul d happen.
Al I know is people would be baffled. Luckily for you, we’ve

made an arrangenment with the victinms so they don’'t tell anyone
about your inadequacies.’ Smith responds ‘You gave them our

pi zzas?' The Chief continues ‘You re a wise man. Now | know
what Mental sees in you. In a couple of years tine, maybe
you' |l be trusted to hunt down Epic Dave.’ ‘“You really

t hi nk so?? ‘I know so. Now let’s play...’
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