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Constable Smth is marching up and down a carpety corridor.
Hi s eyes are peeled for crime and he has a taser in a holster.
Just in case. Two rows of doors are by his sides. He opens the
bi ggest one on his right, to reveal a roomconsisting of ten
munbl i ng el derly people of both genders, playing poker around
a large table. An old lady with green hair, a Metallica |ogo
on her back, and an electric scooter behind her, exam nes her
cards. A 90 year old war veteran in a mlitary uniform is
playing ragtime nusic on a piano in the corner of the room At
t he back of the roomare a nunmber of wi ndows with a garden
view, letting in the sunlight and showi ng nore ol d peopl e,
sitting on a bench.

Smth notices the punky old lady blatantly |ooking at her
conpetition’s cards, but they are too out of it to notice.
Basically, they look like zonmbies. He renenbers his training -
don’t use excessive force and NEVER arrest people for no
reason. (O next to no reason - it’s all very conplicated).
However, as his past policing has been far from spectacul ar,
he has a ot to prove. He rubs his chin hard and stares

bl ankly at the crowd. He then has flashbacks of letting gunnen
rob a bank he was standing in. That CANNOT happen agai n.

Li ke many of the | awnen around here, Smith makes a fist, turns
around and punches the wall, hard. He turns back and finds he
gets conpletely ignored, but he isn't really surprised. He
suddenly gets an inmage of the Chief of Police in his mnd,

| aughi ng at himas he presents the cheater in handcuffs to
him He stares daggers at the con artist and screans ‘ Noooo!!
I A sweet old lady facing himresponds with a soft, caring
voice ‘What is it? Smth replies, on the brink of tears ‘It’s
not hi ng. Go back to your gane.

Smth, head down, faces the door, pushes it and then suddenly
stops. ‘No. | can’t let any kind of dishonesty go on. No
matter how small.’ He stonps to the green-haired wonan, pulls
out his taser and holds it to the back of her head. He snarls
‘That’ s enough. No nore cheating. It’s wong' . The | ady turns
to face Smith, cards in hand, cold as ice and ignoring the
weapon ‘W' re not playing for noney, you know? What’'s w ong
with alittle mschief? Smth sighs ‘It will only lead to
worse and worse things...’ The lady |aughs ‘You have no idea.
‘“What’ s that supposed to nean? ‘Do you know who | anf’ ‘ No..
(O(.lll

The lady throws her cards in Smith's face, |eaps from her
chair, waddl es to and picks up her scooter and drives it out
of the room She is then heard bl asting through the corridor
and di sappearing. The war veteran's nusic gets nore dramatic.
Smith puts his hands on his face, covering his eyes. He has
anot her flashback. This tinme he is eating a burger in a
restaurant as screans are heard from outside. Qut of the
corner of his eye, he sees a man in a chilli pepper costune
chasing people with a flanethrower. He continues eating. Back
in the real world, he wipes a tear fromhis eye and nutters
‘that can’t happen again. It can’t. It can’t happen again...’



Smth stands up straight with dignity and folds his arnms with
authority. He asks the group a question ‘W was that |unatic?
" The col |l ective munbl e anobngst thensel ves, scratching their
heads in disbelief. The sweet old |lady frombefore comments ‘I
have no clue whatsoever. But | heard her braggi ng about

hi jacki ng toy cars, notorbikes, a plane and even a spaceship.
Quite frankly, I don’'t think she is all there.” An old man
joins in the discussion ‘She said she wants to be the first
person on Mars and is already working on plans...’

Smith freezes and then stutters ‘The... the... hijacking g-
granny...’ The sweet old |ady responds ‘ You don’t believe her,
do you??” ‘Yes, | do. She's been on the police radar for a
long tine, now.” Smith | ooks down and sighs ‘I hate to say

this, but nothing can be done about her. Not yet, anyway.
She’s probably in another country by now She clearly has lots
of connections.” ‘1 had no idea...’” Smith closes his eyes and
munbl es to hinmself *‘God, this is making ne | ook bad. Wrse
than ever.’ Eyes open, he tw ddles his thunbs.

He talks to the group, strangely calm®Say... |Is anyone here
doing anything illegal so | can arrest them and therefore
redeemnyself? If word gets out | |et soneone |ike her get

away, it’s not going to | ook good. To be fair, she's clearly
very smart, even though she | ooks and acts like a MORON.” H's
guestion is net with an awkward silence. There are a few
coughs. Smith continues ‘No one on drugs, here? The escapee
didn’t tell you to deal any, did she? Myre silence foll ows.
Smth makes one | ast desperate comment as he bites his thunb
‘“I’'mgoing to get fired! Is that what you want?? Again, no
one knows what to say. There’s one | ast synpathetic cough. Sad
pi ano mnusi c pl ays.

Smith's eyes open wide as he spots a business card with a
green-haired head on it, on the table. He points to it and
asks ‘What’'s that?’ Another old man coments ‘Ch, that? It’s
the crazy lady’s business card. W all thought it was a joke’.
The man picks it up with a puzzled |look on his face. Smith

wal ks to himand grabs it fromhim He reads the print al oud
‘Hi, there. It’s the Keema Nan. |If you want nme to hijack

anyt hing, and | nean ANYTHI NG for you, give nme a call and I’
see what | can do for you. | have had years of experience in
crime and | |love a challenge! Talk with you soon!

Sm ths pockets the card and comrents ‘Are there any nore of
t hose?” The same old nman replies, stunned. 'They're all over
the place!” Smth starts to shake ‘I want every | ast one of
t hem destroyed. Burnt, if possible. None of you saw her. Do
you understand?’ Everyone nurmurs in agreenent. Smith
continues ‘Excellent. And if you do get asked about her, she
was a deranged bi ker punk, NOT a genius escape artist. Ok?
There are nore positive murnmurs. ‘Geat stuff. Well, see you
all later, | guess. It's back to patrolling for nme. Thanks!
Everyone says ‘ Thank you!’ in response. Happy nusic plays.



Smith | eaves the room behind and notices tire marks in the
corridor. He finds that if he rubs themw th his shoes, they
at | east sort of go away. It’s a very long process, but it’s
equally inmportant. A door on his left opens to reveal an old
man with a zimer frame. He asks Smth ‘Wat are you doing
there, young man?’ Smith sighs "Ch, it’s a long story. |

woul dn’t worry about it. Have a nice day.’ The QAP replies
‘Looks |ike you're destroying evidence...’ ‘Ch, no, no, no.
Just tidying.” ‘But you're a policeman... ‘Again, long story.’
‘“Weirdo...’
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