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Mental is surfing the internet on his laptop, on his |ap.
(diched nmaybe, but it’s one of the reasons people see him as
reasonabl e and non-threatening. Only crazy people surf upside
down, for exanple). Wuld you believe it, he’s not using a
mouse? | hate the touchpads, personally. Anywho, he is in his
amazing chillout room |aying back on his | eather sofa with a
table and a bottle of whisky in front of him In front of that
business is an off TV. Many lava | anps surround him as do a
nunber of small fish tanks. The room i ghting fades between
pal e blue and pale green. A red digital clock, projected on
the ceiling, says the tinme is 11PM Humi s super-new, currently
unrel eased al bum plays in the background. Mental’'s eyes w den
and he reads aloud, fromhis screen: ‘Scandinavian countries
with sonme of the nost relaxed laws in the world are also the
happi est and nost | aw abi di ng.

Mental scratches his head: ‘Huh. How counterintuitive is that?
" He then laughs to hinself. Then he stops, dead. After

| ooki ng around the room and rubbing his chin, he bursts out in
excitement: ‘COfF course! The less police there are, the |ess

crinmes there will be! Therefore, with NO police, everything
will be perfect! | have to tell the force about ny idea!
Everyone will think I’ma genius!’ Mental opens his

specialist, police email service ‘Mental Mail.coni and talks to
hi msel f whilst typing: ‘Mrgan, Smth, Chief, you have to see
this link! It says countries with nore rel axed | aws are safer,
so | had an idea... Get rid of all police! Everything will be
amazi ng!’ He sends the nessage.

Mental suddenly jolts: “No... That’s insane. That coul d never
work. Imagine if the crine rate goes out of control for

what ever reason... Imagine if no one could do anything about
murder! The Chief’s the exact kind of person who would take ny
i dea seriously, too... | have to send a follow up enail to
him’ Mental tal ks and types, again: ‘Chief, please. You don’'t
think I was being serious then, did you? It was a joke. Just a
j oke. : P Best wishes, Mental’. The cop sighs with relief. He
then twi ddles his thunbs far |onger than normal and sighs:
‘Hey ho... Hey ho hum Ba-dum..

Mental checks his email service to find a reply fromthe
Chief. He notices the email heading has a ‘thunbs up’ on it.
He shakes and goes pale. He takes a deep breath and clicks on
t he nessage. Sheepi sh, he then reads al oud again: ‘Mental,
you' ve inpressed ne YET AGAIN. Not only will Charltonham be
the safest place in the world, 1'Il have plenty of tinme to

| earn sl ap bass. You can indulge in your new scuba diving
hobby you’ ve been tal king about, too! Not only that, Morgan
can take up finger painting, and new recruit, Constable Smth
can go to college and study maths. He's kind of feeling | ow at
t he nonent because he let that burglar get away three tines.
|’ve told himhis reasoning abilities are fine, but he won't
listen.’



Mental clicks his fingers and exclainms: ‘O course!” Wth
urgency, he types a new nessage whil st jabbering: ‘Chief, the
public aren’t open to experiences the way you and | are. They
won't tolerate this madness. |I'’mserious, there will be riots!
Wrst of all, people will laugh in your face! Al kinds of
menmes wi Il be about you, it will be horrible! Even nore

wi shes, Mental.’ Mental relaxes into his seat and sighs:
‘“Phew... 1’ve just prevented a conpl ete catastrophe. |magi ne
what this town would be like with nore Sausage Roll Killers
doi ng whatever they want’. He takes a sip of whisky and puts
hi s hands on the back of his head for a bit.

Mental gets anot her nessage. He opens it with a self-
deprecating smle. Then after just a second, he freezes. He
sheds a tear. And another. And another. He reads aloud a
further tinme, stuttering: ‘Wth all d-due respect, Mental, |
think youre wwong... Are you trying to tell me the research
you sent me was nonsense? How arrog-gant are you to say you
know nore than expertly docunented statistics? |I’ve already
witten an email to all r-residents of this town expl ai ning
the new situation. It goes ‘Dear Charltonham ans. |’ ve just
came... u-up with a great idea that will totally transform]l -
life as you know it. To cut a long story short, there will be
no nore police anynore, and... t-that will result in no nore
crinme ever again.’” Mental slanms his |aptop shut and starts to
sob. He takes another sip of whisky, puts it down and stares
at the walls. Eventually, he starts to fall asleep.

Mental’s eyes slowy open. He | ooks up to see the projected

cl ock saying 12PM He’s overslept. He face-pal ns, picks his
nobil e from his pocket and nakes a call: ‘Hello, Chief. How
are you?... Geat. So... have you noticed any difference in
the crime level, yet?... No??... | guess that’s sonething..
Ahhh... many people seemto have taken your email as a joke.
Do you know the exact figures?... You ve had a few hundred
responses saying ‘lol, good one’?... But you' re sure
everything wll be fine??... This is inportant! What if we see
a new sausage nman??... | don’t care about your bass | essons!..
. What do you nmean there was just one crine ‘now that you
think of it’?... A man in a duck costunme has started pecking
passers by?... | don’t care if you think it’s a one off!...
Chief?... Chief?... Chief??? Mental throws his phone to the
floor: ‘Dammt!’

Mental puts his hand over his ear, trying to anplify it:
‘“What’s that?... It sounds to ne like a nman doing a terrible
duck inpression. This is getting silly now. ..’ Mental gasps:
“Ch no!” He runs to the chillout roomdoor and rips it open.
As the lawran legs it for his life, the hallway becomes a bl ur
of wal | -hangi ng nug shots. He tears the front door open this
time, to see his sunlit garden, neighbouring houses and sil ent
road. Most al arm ngly however, he observes a 6 foot tall man
in a bright yellow, feathered duck costune, with a huge orange
beak and nassive blue eyes. The strange, pseudo-creature on
the property’'s grass stares through Mental’s soul and quacks
once nore.



The cop is in disbelief: ‘Wio the HELL do you think you are?
Are trying to scare ne?” The duck puts his hands on his hips
and nonchal antly quacks, again. Mental scratches his head and
snarls: ‘1 know you’ ve been pecking people! That’'s assault!
Come with me to the station, right now’

The duck casually renoves an egg fromits bum (probably sone
kind of visual trick) and throws it at Mental’s face. Blinded,
he freezes in disbelief for a good few seconds. Finally he
speaks: ‘Huh?" The duck quacks once nore. Mental w pes the egg
off his mug with one furious novenent and screans: ‘Wat do
you think you re doing?!'?!'” The duck starts to speak in a
nmysteri ous, posh English accent: ‘How do you do, Steven? Wat
am | doing? |I’massaulting you, that’s what-what-what and |
have every right to, now .. Don’'t |? Mental sighs: ‘Wy are
you doing this? The duck continues: ‘I'’mdoing it for the
greatest man alive. The Sausage Roll Killer. | want you to

rel ease him’ ‘Ha! Never!’ ‘Then you | eave ne no
choice. I’'ll be back. Wth weapons. You don’t know what you're
in for.” The duck starts flapping his wings and runs across
the road and into the distance. Mental sighs to hinself: ‘I
can’t let this happen. I'’mgoing to have to demand t he Chi ef
stops this and holds a neeting in the town hall.

A van approaches the policeman. The driver opens his w ndow,
and shouts at Mental as he passes him ‘You idiot! |I’ve been
robbed, stabbed and had my whole street set on fire and
there’s nothing that can be done about it!’ Mental | ooks down
in shame and nmutters: ‘I knew this woul d happen.’ He then

| ooks at his calmng grass in deep reflection: ‘But everything
bad gets better, right? An explosion is soon heard a short

di stance away, along with the notorist just seen shouting
“Just drove into your house, noron! How d you like that??
Loud pops are heard further away along with screans of

“ Aaar gh! Penguins with guns!’ Mental runs to his house.

Back in the chillout roomw th his cracked nobile, he nakes a
call explaining everything. Thank the Lord, the Chief was
under st andi ng. Not happy, though. In a daze, Mental turns on
the TV news. Badgers with bazookas, cats with cannons, dogs
wi th daggers, you wouldn’t believe how bad things have got.

Mental rubs his eyes and comrents: ‘Il just don’t understand..
| did everything right... | nean... Right? On the tel ebox,
the nmen in animal costunes shout things such as ‘Free the
nutters!” and ‘Al chefs are evil!’ Mental stanps his foot:

“Ch God. How I ong does this chef nonsense have to go on? |
mean those scummy villains know how dunb they sound, right??
The visual insanity goes on for sone hours.

In the town hall, The Chief of Police is standing behind a

m crophone. As ever, his stage is 4 feet high. The hei ght

wor ked before, so why change it? To be fair though, a taller
stage could nake the Chief | ook nore inportant, but hey.
Anyway, above himis that famliar ornate, wooden roof. Facing
himare a hundred seated people of all shapes and sizes, but
there is no pizza this tinme.



This situation is far too serious for feasting, though the
Chief did briefly consider the food as an incentive to get
people to conme. But hey - no need.

The boss begins his speech: ‘1 suppose you re wondering why |
made literally everything legal. | suppose | should have
mentioned that in ny email, but | thought the reason was

obvi ous. Apparently not. So, there is less crinme in

Scandi navia, right? But things are nore relaxed there, legally
speaking. So Mental’s idea was to take everything quite a bit
further. Cbviously it backfired. Still... hands up, who thinks
we should all see how things go?...’ Screans of ‘NOOCO!!!”’
spread throughout the building. Wthin seconds, chairs get
thrown all about the place, people get punched at random and
al | kinds of awful swearwords get shouted. The COP watches,

bl ankl y and tw ddl es his thunbs.

Fromon top of the roof in the mddle of the room |oud bangs
are heard. Unsurprisingly, no one really notices apart from
the Chief, who rubs his chin and | ooks up. The architecture
begins to crack nore and nore. Sunlight breaks through the
gaps, as do sone yellow feathers. After sone serious

br eakages, the duck nan seen earlier plunmets to the ground,
along with rubble and dust. He lands on a few of the rioters,
squashing themw th his padding. After righting hinmself, he
pecks all of them one by one as he pushes past them slowy
making his way to the COP s stage. The Chi ef coughs,

awkwar dly. The duck clinbs onto the structure, opens his beak
and lunges at the policeman’s neck. He then tries to beak-
strangle him Eerily calmand |like a professional marti al
artist, the COP trips the bird over and pushes himto the
ground below him As if nothing happened, the aninmal faces the
back of the building, and pecks people as he passes them by.

When the Chief notices that nost of his audience are now
withing on the floor and that a few bloody ‘victors’ are

| ooki ng pl eased with thensel ves, he scratches his head and

t hen speaks into the m crophone: ‘Yeah, this can’t go on, can
it? The crowd murnur unintelligible words and noan. Mre bits

of the roof fall on them The boss continues: ‘I think it’s
best to reintroduce the police. 1've, | nean Mental has been a
fool. I hope you forgive him’ A brutish, swaggering man in

t he background shouts to nmake hinself heard: ‘No, it made
sense! This has actually been the best day of ny life!’ The
pol i ceman responds: ‘Thanks. Alright, then. Fromthis point on

there are laws. | want to nake that very clear.’

The Chief |ooks to ground and covers his face in shane. He
then finds the strength to | ook back up and continue: ‘I don’'t
know how to say this, but... but... all the violence,
assaults, all the murders that have happened recently...
Techni cal ly speaking they were all legal, so no new arrests
will be made. | know that’s crazy, but laws - or rather |ack

of laws - are laws. O rather | acks of |aws. Whatever. Just
| ook out for evil ducks and report themto ne. So, everyone
cool ?’” More murnurs are heard.



The Chief wi pes his forehead: ‘Phew ... K, have a great day
everyone. Errr... Bye!’ The 'star of the show casually | eaves
t he stage.
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