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A shivering Epic Dave is sitting down, |egs stretched out,

wi th his back against a dirty, orange-brown brick block of
flats. It’s crunbling and nost of its wi ndows are smashed. By
his left is a cardboard sign saying ‘WII| levitate for
nmoney/food” witten in pen. On his right is a nmuddy path,

di sappeari ng behind the building and a rundown shop is on the
right of that. A custoner in tatty jeans skips out of it
carrying a shiny new pistol. He shoots it in the air. In front
of Dave is a road full of potholes and light traffic of nostly
screeching and rusty cars. In front of themare nore simlar
“affordabl e abodes. The weather is grey. Qccasional gunshots
are heard in the distance. Epic Dave talks to hinself *Wat’'s
a superhero got to do to get noney round here? |’ ve shot

bull ets out of the sky with ny eye | asers when peopl e shot at
me for ‘looking |ike a ponce’ and have stopped countl ess..

well that’s it. Just bullets. Maybe | should have done
sonet hi ng about the various nuggi ngs, carjackings, bombi ngs
and all that stuff, but what appreciation would | get, really?

A policeman in riot gear appears fromthe path. He stands over
ED and grow s ‘What was that about not stopping crinme?? ED
replies, quick as a flash, with his eyes dashing fromleft to
right “I’mjust saying | wish | could stop it. Just like you
try to catch people like m.. | nean people |like Mke. Evi

M ke, I mean. Well you DO stop it, but y know 1| like you,

you' re a good man.’ ‘It sounded to ne like you let crine
happen’. ‘“No. | was in character, there. Just for fun. | was
al so thinking to nyself ‘how could | attract the attention of
a policeman without causing a scene’, and | guess it worked.’
“You wanted to speak to me?’ ‘Right!’ *About what? ‘Er... Are
you having a nice day?’ ‘Aw. Shucks. That’'s really sweet of
you. You risked ne tasering your eyes just to ask how I an®’
‘“Yeah!” *Well, | have to be on ny way...’ The policeman nakes
a few bouncing steps away fromthe madnman then stops. He turns
to face himagain and comrents, darkly.

‘Say...What does ‘ED stand for? Epic Dave furrows his brows
“Errr... Umm..’ The cop continues * on your chest, there.
" Dave | ooks up in thought “Urmm .. Sorry, I'’ma bit drunk.
.. Umm .. Enpty-handed David, that’s it.” The cop nods. ‘X,
t hat makes sense. But where did you get your clothes? ED
bites his thunb *Just do-gooders. Do-gooders made them’ The
cop scratches his ear ‘Do the col ours synbolise anything?
don’t think so...” ‘Are you sure green doesn’'t synbolise peace
and red doesn’'t synbolise passion? ‘No, no, no. They're just
random Maybe subconsciously green synbol i ses noney? But |
woul dn’t know. If that’s the case, it’s not giving nme any
luck.” ED smles nervously. The cop rolls his eyes ‘Ck then.
I’11 get out of your way.’ The |lawran turns and wal ks past
ED s sign. ED tries to be jolly with a wide though crazy grin
‘ Byeeel!

The cop freezes then twists to ED with caution ‘You... can
levitate? ED laughs it off *Just a joke...” “You're really
rem ndi ng me of soneone ny British friends have been tal king
about...’ ‘David Beckhan?? ‘How about...



' The cop stanps his foot and continues ‘EPI C DAVE?' ED s
whol e body jolts. He then conposes hinself and feigns a sense
of calm*Wiy not focus on crinme, huh? Instead of harassing the
di sadvant aged?’ The cop laughs with wild eyes ‘' You?

D sadvant aged? A man who can fly and shoot |asers? It al

makes sense now. | thought I was mad when | heard you talking
about stopping bullets!” ED shakes his head with feigned
enpathy and tuts ‘1 feel sorry for you. You have a | ong

recovery ahead of you . Qut of nowhere and as fast as a
bull et, ED points behind the policeman ‘* Sone guy’s getting
mugged!’ In a daze, the cop turns to face the other buil dings.

ED raises his fist to the sky then beconmes nothing but a
mul ti-col oured blur, shooting upwards. He's gone. The cop

turns back with his hands on his hips ‘You lying...  He |ooks
up and screans ‘EPIC DAAAVE!'!!!" He pulls his nobile fromhis
pocket and nmakes a call ‘Hello, backup please. A suspected

felon has flown away |i ke Superman. Now | KNOWt hat sounds
crazy, but you HAVE to trust ne.’” The cop pulls on his hair

wi th one hand and continues ‘Look, he’s a British superhero
gone bad and he’'s extrenely dangerous. The only reason you
haven’t heard of himis because those over the pond don’t want
to give himany nore of the attention he craves! Al so they
told the locals to keep qui et about himso the tourist
industry isn't negatively affected! There have been reports of
peopl e noving to Antarctic research centres just to get away
fromhim They needed to spend years at university, first!
Seriously, call the Brits and get back to nme!’ The cop pockets
hi s phone.

In a rage, the cop kicks ED s sign then stanps on it. He picks
it up, tears it to pieces and throws the fragnments in the air.
Then he nmunbles to hinself ‘Woops. Just destroyed sone
evidence.’ He gets a call, which he answers ‘ Ch you’ ve had
confirmation fromthe UKl Thank God!... You can dispatch a
Harrier jet fighter that’s already on manoeuvres round the

| ocal air base, in just a few seconds? Ch thank you!... O
course Epic Dave won’t show up on its radar, he’s not made of
metal. | think... You want ny advice on where he could be? |
suggest checking out the area I’min. Dave's the exact kind of
person who would return to the scene of a crinme over and over.
|’msure all the graffiti |’ve just seen, saying ‘Supa man is
ballz’, '‘Dave rulez these parts’ and ‘Crine 4 eva’ were him
The arrogant jerk. | suggest you phone the British Chief
again, if you re looking for some nore advice... O, bye...’

I nsi de the cockpit of the jet fighter, the g-suite and headset
wearing pilot scans his radar on the button, switch and Iight-
filled dashboard ‘ No superheroes are showing... Wrth a try, |
guess... No nulticoloured bellends are showi ng, either.’” He

| ooks out of his front wi ndscreen to see row after row of
those crumy flats, etc. and those barely usable roads in
front of him Some buildings are on fire. On the bright side,
they go by quickly, so it’s not appropriate to think about
themfor too long. Wth any luck, Dave will be chilling out in
a lovely green park, instead.



That woul d be nicer for everybody. O course he nmay have to
die, but in nice scenery. He probably won't even m nd. No,
he’ll like it. People are easier to kill when you think that.
Not fun, just easier. Imagining the targets doing silly dances
also lightens the situation, quite a bit. The pilot’s headset
runbl es three tines. He answers his call by pressing a button
on his control panel.

‘“Hel | 0? You still want nme to patrol this |ocal area? You sure
he hasn’t gone to a national park or sonmething |like that? To
chill out maybe?... Conpletely sure? Fine...' The pilot raises
his voice 'Excuse ne?... You can’t be serious?... He's called
many police officers ‘nuppets’ and he will nost likely do the
same to ne? It’s his catchphrase and he wants stories about
himto be nmenorable and easy to wite?... Now hang on, this
isnt why | joined the air force... And how could he call nme a
muppet, anyway?... Through sign |anguage? Look, | don’t think
| can do this. How am | supposed to keep cool when sonething
i ke THAT will happen? At | east people shooting at ne have a
kind of nutual respect. As in ‘we’'re both highly dangerous,

but you're still faster and better armed. You re the king'.

| m goi ng back to base.’” The pilot presses the button again,
to hang up. He decides to take the scenic route and
consequently the depressing, deprived area is gone in a jiffy.
Now ahead of himare mainly fields, hills and scattered trees.
A lovely streamis al so spott ed.

The pilot’s head runbles, again. He presses the button. ‘What
is it now?... You want nme to inmagine the taunts are directed
at soneone else? It’s a nethod the British have devel oped
recently, and they' re alnost 100% certain it works? You want
me to lie to nmyself, is that what you re saying? | would never

do that... You're going to give ne a big bonus if | succeed in
my mssion?... Well... | guess the public need protecting,
right?... You nuppet... Sorry about that, | was just
practicing. |I’mturning back, now Sorry if | seemup and

down, ny psychiatrist warned ne of stressful situations..
Right, 1t’s triggering ny Bl POLAR tendencies. So nmuch better
than saying ‘“manic’, I'’mglad the term nol ogy has been sorted
out.’” The pilot presses the button once nore as the urban
nightmare faces him yet again. A red and green blur flashes
across himin a mllisecond. ‘Wat the HELL was that?? That
couldn’t have been Epic Dave... You know what? | think it was!
And if nmy ultra sharp fighter-pilot eyes weren’t deceiving ne,
|’d say he was giving ne the finger! This is WAR Yes,
apparently kind of predictable, but nostly WAR

The pilot presses the button... again... ‘Hello?... You would
not BELI EVE what | just saw... Yep, and...’ The pilot sees
another simlar flash of colour... ‘He's just passed ne again!
He’s just given nme a doubl e-handed mddle finger, | swear! |’'m
going to get him... | know he wants to provoke a reaction,

but things are different this tinme! I’min a dam jet! This is
a VERY different story than other OSDs!... Sorry, | don’t know
what that nmeans either. Again, |’munder stress.’ The pil ot

ends his call.



Epi ¢ Dave appears by the left w ndow of the pilot, going at
exactly the sane speed. He is in perfect view. He then knocks
on the plane and nmouths ‘Prick’. He then blinks in norse code.
The pilot speaks it as his attention has been dangerously
distracted ‘You... are... a... ninconpoop... a... tool... a..
bumhead... a...’ The pilot slanms his joystick the direction of
t he di sgraced hero, tying to knock himout of the sky.

| nst ead, Dave zoons upwards in no tinme at all. The pilot tries
to follow him now seeing only grey skies. He fires his

machi ne gun tracer bullets as a warning and screans ‘' DAAAAVE!
M

The pilot flies back down and slows to a hovering halt, nere
nmeters over the tallest constructions. H's plane gradually
turns 360 degrees as it rocks a little. “You can’t hide from
me, DAVE!'!’ In another blur, ED appears on a roof, immediately
in front of the pilot. He has a pigeon under his arm and
shouts. The pilot reads Dave's |ips and repeats what he says
‘“You nearly shot this bird? Dave lets it go. Dave turns
around, bends down for a nonent then faces his |awful nemesis,
again. The pilot is alnost speechless ‘Did you just fart in ny
face?” Know ng what his eneny is thinking, ED nods in triunph.
Wth an overwhel mi ng, uncontrolled reflex, the pilot presses a
button on his joystick hard, firing a mssile at the
antagoni st. The latter disappears in a haze as the mssile
flies into the distance. ‘Woops.” The pilot has an
enbarrassing call to make *Errr... Hello? | kind of just fired
my mssile and I think I nust have hit a field or sonething..

| s everything ok?... Blane it on Dave? Can he shoot mi ssiles?
Right, right, of COURSE he can. Sorry again, |I'Il just check
the area | shot at, bye!’

The pilot talks to hinself ‘Needless to say, |I'mfeeling kinda
anxi ous, right now Let’s put the afterburners on to get to
the destruction, quicker...’ Everything below the plane turns
froma manky orange to a green blur. ‘Now to slow down, oh God
pl ease be ok...” As the pilot gets a clear, but confortably
distant view, a totally ruined tree on fire is seen, straight
ahead. It gets just a little bigger, bit by bit. A nunber of
park visitors stare with blank faces at the weckage and
scratch their heads. The pilot slows to a halt again and
comments ‘ They won’t know that was nme. Anyway, at |east
everyone seens to be fine. Thank God there are no tree
huggers. They’'d be feeling foolish, wouldn't they? The pil ot
phones back to base as he continues watchi ng ‘' Yeah, everything

seens fine. | suppose | lost it |ike everyone before ne... No,
no, no, | accept full responsibility... Epic Dave has
contacted you to say he’s faster than any mssile? The
arrogant jerk... Wit a second, | kinda want to get away from
this place, in case people put two and two together...’ The
pilot turns back towards the town and accel erat es.

‘“What was it you were going to say?... He's come up with a new
catchphrase?... | do know ‘Hasta la vista’ fromthe

Term nator, your point being?. .. He's got a new version?..

‘Jibble ny jabble... fool...” Wiat’'s it nean?..



Not hi ng? He sounds like a noron... You ve told himand he
doesn’t care?... He wants boys saying it playgrounds when
they’ re playing together? Wiay?... Because it doesn’t make
sense? | don’'t understand!... Those back in the base have
already started saying it??... | don’t care if they were being
ironic! It’s the dunbest thing |I’ve heard! Look I’mgoing to
talk this nadness out of you the second |I neet you, this
matt er s!

TO BE CONTI NUED. .
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