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Morgan and Mental are facing each other on a circular, two
seater table. It holds a couple of enpty beers and a nmenu. A
dozen or so simlar tables surround the officers. Al kinds of
people sit at them but all seemfriendly enough. (Judging by
their lack of mld swear words the duo are sadly nore than
used to). In front of Mental are a nunmber of tall rectangul ar
wi ndows, with pretty (though not wussy) designs on them A
qui et but not boring (or fun to be fair) road with a few
parked cars is seen through the glass and a sparkling, sunlit
river wwth a couple of small boats on it is behind that.
Morgan is facing the pub bar, which is also fully occupi ed by
a refreshing lack of nutters. Behind it is a 20 year old
bartender serving the custoners as his forehead perspires.
Morgan rai ses his voice over the polite hubbub to be heard by
the worker: ‘Hey can | have another beer please? It’s been a
rough week...’ The worker nods and pours a drink.

Mental starts a conversation with his cowrker: ‘There's a
reason | brought you to though scenic pub, Mrgan. It’s
because | want you to remain calmas | give you sone rather
upsetting news | got just an hour ago.’ Mrgan responds with a
depressed tone: ‘Go on...’ Mental puts his hand on his
friend s shoulder: ‘You renenber the Sausage Roll Killer?
‘Yes... O course | do...’ ‘He has another relative and
he’s just as eccentric. And he’s not small tinme either, he’s
runni ng a whol e business...’ ‘Ch CGod’. ‘Yes. He
dedicates his |ife to ruining people’ s lives. He dresses up as
a Brussel sprout to synbolise the fact no one likes him His
enpl oyees all dress the sane, too... And do you know what the
worst thing is? He's not breaking the |aw.’

The bartender approaches two duo with a beer in his hand. As

he hands it to Morgan he joins in the conversation: ‘1 hear
you' re tal king about the sprout guy. It may be nothing, but I
think I have sonme info about himyou mght find useful...’ The
cops reply in an urgent unison: ‘Yes?. ..’ The worker

continues: ‘I saw a guy in a sprout costune |leaving a nusic
shop. But he wasn’t carrying ordinary nusic...’ Mental buts
in: “Wat’'s that supposed to nean?” The worker replies: ‘As |
squinted my eyes, | noticed he was carrying sonme real rubbish.

Stuff by the band ‘You' |l Wsh You Wre Deth’; A Megadeth
covers band who sing in the style of Chipnunks.’ Morgan sighs:
“Ch no...” The worker agrees: ‘Exactly. He’s probably planning
on blasting it out of his car or house or whatever...’

A bearded 50 year old swivels to the three and takes part in

t he discussion: ‘Ah, | hear you re tal king about The Freakout
Sprout...’ Mental comments: ‘The Freakout Sprout? The soci al
justice warrior nods: ‘Yes, runmour has it he spent hours

t hi nki ng of that nane with no |uck, then cane across a rhym ng

dictionary and...’” Mental interrupts: ‘Never mnd his nane,
what info have you got on hinf’ ‘l saw him |l eaving a joke
shop. | saw himcarrying sone of the nost potent stink bonbs

known to man. They're sinply called ‘X . They nake
surstrémm ng | ook |Iike perfunme...’ Mrgan w dens his eyes:
‘But surstrommng snells like ass...’ ‘Exactly’ .



‘Do you have any other info? ‘That’s it, I'’mafraid. Oher
than the word on the street is the man is actually half
sprout...’ ‘“I’"msure that’s not true, but thanks for your
time.’” Modrgan then Mental shakes the man’s hand. The

whi st | ebl ower than goes back to his own polite business.

Mental tal ks to Morgan again: ‘Buying crappy nusic and fou
snells isn't really a crine, either. W need good, hard
evidence to stop him’ Mrgan disagrees: ‘Believe ne,
surstrémmng IS a crine. Alot of people are going to be very

sick...’ ‘Even the nost intense products fromjoke shops
are perfectly kosher, but we still need to act fast in case
the...” Mental |ooks to the floor and whispers: ‘... ‘fish
incident’ is discovered by the sprouts.’” Mrgan al so | owers
his voice: 'The fish again.’ ‘Right. The fish. You and |
bot h know the Chief of Police killing an innocent aninmal is
pretty explosive stuff...’ “lI still can’t believe he nmade

it look like the aninmal died because of the stress caused by
us. Wiat a way to guilt trip you back into joining the police.
.’ ‘Exactly.’

Mental jolts: ‘1 can’t believe what |’ m seeing!’ Mrgan turns
around to get his friend s view and is stunned into paral ysis.
W de-eyed, he observes a man dressed as a huge you know what .
Qut of the vegetable-style body stick two ordinary arns, two

| egs and a shifty head. The freakish foodstuff pulls up in a
red Ferrari by the river. Strangely, the exotic car doesn't
get the nost attention. Through his hal f-opened car w ndow he
i s seen grabbing a notebook and pen fromthe gl ove
conpartnment. It seens he has found a victim The oddball peaks
at sweet old man with a wal king stick and sm|es. He exam nes
himfrom head to toes over and over |ike a deranged conputer
and scribbles down, with an uncontrolled mania. Eventually
Morgan breaks his silence: ‘W have to stop this. God knows
what that freak is planning, right now ..’

Mental rises fromhis seat in an instant and his friend copies
him They both run out of the establishnment, bunping into a
couple of visitors and naking themspill the drinks in their
hands. In the fresh air they try to get the attention of the
QAP victimby waving their hands at him |ike crazy people.
Maybe they ARE going mad. It soon sinks in that the old man is
facing away fromthe two, so Mental shouts at him ‘Hey, you
there! Ad man! That nman dressed up as a vegetable is stalking
you so he can work out the best way to irritate you! He's

i nsane but highly organised!” The OAP slowy turns to the
twosome | ooki ng sad and |l ost. The healthy snack flails his
arnms around and shrieks a load of unintelligible words. The
super car then speeds away, blasting out perfectly reasonably
thrashy guitars and druns. Then the singing cones in. Quite
frankly, it shouldn’t be all owed.

Mental screans: ‘God, that nusic is terrible! W have to cal
for backup!’ Mrgan sighs: ‘“Wilst it clearly should be,

pl aying bad nmusic loudly froma car isn't a crine as you

wi sely expl ai ned. ..’ ‘No, |’ve changed ny m nd.



Have you listened to it?? Thrash netal with a conplete fool

si ngi ng? Do you understand the nmessage that lunatic is giving
off? He's clearly showing the world he doesn’t care!’ “
know. But we can’t really even get himdone for taking notes
of a passer by... W have to have patience...’ Ment al
punches the air in a rage then stanps his foot on the road.

Morgan | ooks to the floor where his friend is and comments,
intrigued: ‘Look what you’ ve just stepped on, Mental...’

Mental puts his hands on his nmouth and replies: ‘The idiot has
his own business card? Wll that’s going to make things easier

to find him..’” The man picks it up and exanmnes it: ‘1'’mthe
Brussel Sprout, AKA The Freakout Sprout, AKA The Sprout of
Clout. | can annoy your rivals or indeed anyone you like for a

VERY conpetitive rate!’” Mrgan zoons in on the card and rubs
his chin: *Wo could have anything agai nst a sweet old nman?’
Mental responds with a regained professional calm *‘There’s
only one way to find out... Let’s phone the nunber on the
card. ..’

Mental retrieves his nobile fromhis pocket and nmakes a call.
He comments to his friend: 'God, you wouldn't believe the
musi ¢ you get when you're put on hold... OCh someone’s just
answered. Mrgan gives a thunbs up as Mental speaks into his
device: ‘Hello? Am| speaking to The Freakout Sprout?’ Mental
wi nks to Morgan and continues: ‘He's unavail able at the
nmoment ? Ok, no problem .. Wio am | speaking to then?

Sproutster 1? How many... ‘sproutsers’ are there? Ri ght you
are, it doesn't matter. O course not. Way am | calling? Err.
l’mtrying to really annoy an OAP. | was just wondering..

How are getting on with wi nding hi mup? You know t he one?...
You’ ve di scovered he really hates thrash netal and the

chi pmunks? Ah. That makes sense. Oh and by the way, | have
denentia, can you remnd ne why |’ m payi ng you? Because peopl e
wi th denmentia annoy nme? Ck, just checking, that’s all. Bye!

Mental hangs up and continues: ‘Let’s visit his head office
and see how big his crine network really is..’

A notorised boat can be heard getting nearer. Qut of sinple
curiosity, the two turn around to face it. On its deck, a
father speaks to his wife and children: *Any of you have
really itchy hair? I don’t know what’s wong with ne...’ The
rest of his famly replies: ‘Yes!” The wife furrows her brow
‘The sane thing’ s going on with other nenbers of the sailing
club, too! And god dammt did they snell? The nman conti nues:
"And what the hell was with those sprouts that were foll ow ng
us around??’ The famly spot the officers and wave to them
The children junp up and down. Together they shout: ‘Hello,

Morgan and Mental !’ Awkward, the | awren respond, scratching
their noses: ‘Hope you re having a good day...’ The sailors
reply: ‘Not bad thanks. But people snell a bit...’ Mrgan

whi spers to Mental: ‘W have to act, fast...

It is nownighttine in a quiet suburb. Mdrgan and Mental are
ducki ng, squashed up by a bush behind a road with a coupl e of
roam ng foxes on it.



A line of sem -detached houses is behind that. Mental asks his
buddy a question whilst whispering: ‘So, here we are; the
street of a madman. Are we sure we know whi ch house is the one
we’'re going to storn?’ Morgan responds just as quiet: ‘Wah
there, Mental... W said anything about storm ng anybody?
You're enotions are all over the place, you know that? Let’s
just take it easy for a while and gather information. Anyway,

t he house of the nmad sprout is the one with the wi ndows open.
Unl ess the card was |ying, which nowthat | think of it, it
could be.’

Suddenly | oud nusic blasts out the suspect abode. My God is it
bad. It’s brutal death netal, but the shouting is chiprunk
style. The undercover officers put their hands on their ears,
then realise they need to hear each other. Mental speaks

first: ‘This is not good nmusic.’ Mirgan nods: ‘I'mtrying to
make out the words...’ ‘“No, don’t do that, there’s no

poi nt.’ ‘I have to know. Ok, so we have ‘kiII’ | think we
can safely conclude that’s what was shout ed. “Doing this
will drive you insane, the frontman can be saylng anythlng,
trust ne...’ ‘“Ww, that was a long “killlll”’ ‘ Look

out, a couple of sprouts have left the bU|Id|ng and are
wal ki ng towards us...’

The sprout on the left casually talks to his associ ate whil st
ranbling: ‘I'"mreally going to annoy Captain Mental one of
these days...’ Sprout 2 replies: ‘How?" Mental clenches his
fists and presses hinself even harder against the shrub. The
veget abl es wal k past the still-as-rocks-officers but are still
heard by them Sprout 1 continues: ‘I’ve actually witten a
song about him It goes: ‘Mental is nental, Mental is nental
over and over...” No. 2 replies: ‘How do you keep the interest
up?’ “Ah, in the mddle of the song is an epic guitar solo.
Think ‘Crazy Train' by Randy Rhoads, it’'s totally insane. The
drunming is pretty good, too. Very flashy, but not over the
top. At the end of the song it just goes ‘Mental is a prick!
A car door is heard opening and shutting. The engine revs and
it drives away.

Mental can barely contain his rage and twitches: ‘'Mental is
mental’. These people need to grow up'. His friend agrees:
‘“They’re childish, aren’t they? How they run a business is a
conplete nmystery...’ Mental rubs his eyes: ‘And what kind of
denment ed business is it?? You know what? |’ ve snapped. |I’'m
just going to run into the so called ‘head office’ and denand
themto turn that crap off. It’s noise pollution.” Mental
stands straight up, mlitary style and without a trace of
fear. Morgan tries to pull himback down, but Mental has found
a new strength. Morgan is desperate: ‘Mental, no! It’s too
dangerous.' Mental charges towards the house and Morgan
follows, as if automatically. As the latter runs, he pulls a
nmobil e from his pocket and presses a button three tines.
Loosing all self-control, he shouts into it: ‘This is

Const abl e Morgan! W need backup now at the Brussel sprout
base!’ He then gives the address with a notornout h.



The duo kick the door open together to see sonething they
don’t know how to respond to. They just stare, with no
enotion. In the hallway are ten sprouts bobbing up and down to
the racket. Snoke machi ne vapour covers the floor and nulti-
col our disco lighting shows the wal | paper to be peeling.

Ment al shouts over the obscene nusic: ‘Everyone here, it’s
over! You' re not going to noise pollute anyone any nore!’ The
sprouts laugh in hysterics. One of them screans: ‘Wat are you
gonna do, huh?? Arrest us?? For partying too danm hard?? R ght
fellas??” The vegetables only | augh nore. Another troubl emaker
rai ses his voice over the pandenonium ‘Hey, |’m sure our boss
woul d |i ke to speak with you. Let nme take you to him..’ The
thug | eads the way up the splintered wooden stairs as the
officers follow, always checking their backs.

More disco |ights show the decrepit nature of the first floor
surroundi ngs. (Second floor surroundi ngs for the perhaps nore
| ogi cal Anericans). Three doors are seen and the sprout opens
the tackiest one. The trio enter the roomand the thug shuts
t he door behind him This roomis |it up by rapid strobe
lighting. It is in total darkness for m niscule periods. A nman
a few nmeters away in a sprout costunme turns to the three on
his swivel chair, with his fingers clasped together. By his
side is a desk-nmounted conputer and a | arge stereo system He
presses a button to turn the extrenme nmetal off. Eerie silence
follows for a few nonents. The boss tal ks with a disturbing

calm ‘1 know why you're here. I'"monly providing a service.
Just like you.” Mental grits his teeth: ‘You re providing a
NASTY little service, that's the difference!’ “ And
arresting the Sausage Roll Killer wasn't nasty? He is a great
man. ..’ Mental scratches his head: ‘Wwy did you just admt to
liking a notorious super crimnal? You re |aw abiding, right?
Sonmehow noticing a chill in the air, the cops back away
slowy. Mental twi sts the knob behind his back and opens the
door, still making eye contact. He lets in nore light. Morgan

continues: ‘You re acting like you have nothing left to | ose..
' The | esser sprout shakes his head to his enployer: ‘You
don’t have to do this...’

The head sprout sighs: ‘The truth is there is little noney in

annoyi ng people, Mental. I'’mstarting to find that out.
However, when there’s a will there’s a way.’” Mental replies:
‘What do you nmean?’ ‘“I’"’mal so a drug deal er. Everyone here
is off their faces. | amtoo. And you know what?’ Mental
stutters: *W.. what?' The sprout crosses his arnms: ‘1’ m going
to keep dealing drugs.’ The sprout pulls his desk drawer open
and grabs a pistol: ‘Bye, fellas...’ As the boss takes aim

t he cops scream and make unpredi ctabl e junps and novenents to
dodge the | aser sight. Think a couple of basketballs going
crazy. The weaponi sed madnan points all over the place. The

| esser vegetabl e has no idea what to do. Both ranmpant cops
pull flash bang grenades fromtheir pockets and dash out of
the roomas they go off. Like super-strobe |lights. Leaving the
(al nost certainly) stunned m nion and negal onani ac behi nd,
they sprint down the stairs, shouting a rather creative range
of expletives as an English version of a ten strong S.WA.T.



team (let’s call it a Power Police team storns the building s
entrance. They have pistols mounted on their | egs and wear
hel mets with visors that cover the whole face.

Wul d you believe it, they swear their heads off too? Wat is
the world com ng to? They demand the nine sprouts face the
walls with their hands behind thensel ves, but their huge
rounded costunmes makes such |inb actions inpossible. But the
snacks try. Just as nine (rmakes sense, right?) of the speci al
forces pull out their shooters and press them agai nst their
foe's backs, a loud, tortured voice is heard from above:
“Aaargh!’ The sound of sone huge object falling down the
stairs is heard. Mental shrieks to the remaini ng Power
Pol i ceman who is kind of just hanging around: ‘Watch out for
t he guy comi ng down the nutcase, | nmean staircase, he s arned!
" The specialist waits for the | eader to finish tunbling as
the others handcuff the | esser sprouts by their ankles. It’s
better than nothing. Once the head veg is squirm ng at ground
| evel, he gets tasered to the sound of very fitting i nhuman
shrieks. The second he stops convul sing, he has his weapon

ri pped off himand gets ankle-cuffed. He is then made to face
the floor. A gun points at the back of his head.

Mental asks the Power Men: ‘How are we going to stop them al
fromhurting anyone? Are you sure bound | egs are enough? What
if they turn around and steal your guns?’ A specialist
answers, coolly: ‘Tear gas will keep them out of trouble,
whil st we | eave and wait for sone nore vans. You should have
said there were ten of the wackos...’ Mrgan joins the
conversation: ‘Actually there should be another upstairs, but

you'll get him Anyway, you nean us good guys are all going to
| eave the building then gas the crimnals through a letter
box?’ ‘Yeah, lolz...’ ‘Great stuff. It’s good to be
safe, right? ‘Exactly’ . A Power Dude opens the house

door. Al the goodies including the cops | eave the baddies

i ndoors whil st wal ki ng backwards and wavi ng their handguns at
them The |ast Power Man to exit shuts the door and does

i ndeed gas everyone inside through a | etterbox. Many screans
follow. But justified screams. In the cool night air, a Power
Quy speaks to Morgan and Mental, with a warmsmle: ‘Us super
troopers (ah, that’s what they're called) will stay here for a
while. You two can go back to the station...’” Mrgan replies:
‘Thanks, we really appreciate what you’ ve done...’ The Power,

| nmean Super troopers all give a small bow.

Mental and Morgan are alone in a noderately sized room wth
the SRK and the Brussel Sprout Boss in front of them The
crimnals have small, slightly swi nging cages to thensel ves
that hang fromthe ceiling by chains. On the side walls
underneath the cages are a nunber of constantly firing

fl amet hrowers. Consequently, the whole area is rather warm
Underneath them are several rows of six foot tall, ultra-
shar pened netal spikes. The cops stand behind the last |ine.
Ment al speaks over the sound of the flames to the two felons:
“Your days of terrorising people are over, buddies! And
pulling a gun on ne? That was a BI G m st ake.



" Morgan interrupts: ‘My God it’s warmhere, isn't it? |
couldn’t stand being here for too long...” Mental replies:
‘“But on the plus side, | bet you two have very... WARM
feelings for each other right? I bet it’s not TOO bad. Ch

wait... It IS’
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