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Captain Mental and Constable Morgan are sitting on a danp,
grassy, slightly wormy field, facing each other. A shared
cloth is in-between them wth cakes, sandw ches, etc. on it,
as well as a switched-off torch. A perfectly normal picnic it
woul d seem But it’s nighttinme. Because the night is better.
Consequently, the whole area is deserted. Monlit trees are
surroundi ng the place, but they’ re not people so yeah, it’s
still deserted. | think. Mental starts an obvious but
necessary conversation with a bit of muffin in his nouth: ‘I
can’t believe that old granny got away AGAIN! She could barely
wal k properly.’” Myrgan responds: ‘Don’t worry. She’s harmnl ess.
" Mental clenches his fists, grits his teeth and spits:
“Hijacking a spaceship is NOT h...’

Mental jolts with wide eyes then freezes still as he sees an
QAP standing a short distance in front of him in what seens
to be ared mlitary uniform The newconer is as still as the
policeman is. Mrgan | eans back and asks: ‘What is it? Mental
goes white and responds: ‘I swear |’ve just seen nyself.’
“What are you tal ki ng about ?’ Ment al picks up the torch and
shines it at the nysterious figure. Against all reason, the
enigmatic old gentleman not only wears the sane attire as
Mental , he | ooks exactly the sane as him He has the sane
hair, the sanme face, the sane deneanour, you nane it. Mental
screans: ‘Ch ny God!’ The doppel ganger junps backwards, pulls
hi rsel f together and says: ‘Mental ?’

‘“Who the hell are you? Replies the officer. His apparent twn

stutters: ‘1... have to get out of here. This isn't... right.
Goodbye’ . ‘“Wait! | need to know what’'s goi ng on!’ “Just
go back to your life. It’'s better that way. | just cane here
for a walk. | wasn’'t expecting this’. The nystery nman turns

his back and strolls away. Mental springs up and follows him
whil st chatting: ‘Do you think | can’'t handle this situation?

Believe me when | say |’ve seen it all. | once saw a guy
dressed in a sausage roll costume going about killing people’.
The strange nan faces Mental, pauses and speaks again: ‘You
don’t say.’ ‘“Now are you going to tell ne what the hell is
goi ng on?’

The clone | ooks to the floor then nmakes fixed eye contact with
Mental: ‘“My nane is Sir George. I'ma witer.’ ‘“What’ s so
creepy about that? Replies the | awran, sighing. ‘The thing
is... Mental... | nade you up. You're a fignment of ny

i magi nation. You don’t exist.” Mental furrows his brow ‘Wat
are you tal ki ng about ?’ “You're a character in ny book that
| sinply called ‘Captain Mental’. So is the sausage rol

killer. So is the granny |I heard you tal king about’. ‘ Good

one!’ Mental sticks out his hand, ready for a strong shake.
‘“This is no joke. Did you ever arrest a group of nazis wearing
face paint? Did you ever w tness peopl e expl odi ng? Ment al
sheds a tear: ‘If you know so nmuch about ne, what’s ny
socionics personality type? “l actually posted that in the
end of my work as a joke. | wote ESTj, but that was a

m stake. It’s a long story. Really you're an ESFj.’ Mental

wi dens his eyes nore than ever.



‘Morgan, did you just hear that? Am| going nad?’ The
traumati sed officer looks to his friend who he sees to be
par al ysed from shock. Mental wal ks to himand nudges his

shoul der a bit. ‘Mrgan? Mrgan slaps hinself and replies: ‘I
don’t know about you. | think I'mgoing nuts though. Is the
Chief of Police real, then? Sir George responds, softly: *‘No.
| woul d never make a protagonist that unlikable. It seens ny
book isn’t your life word for word’. He tilts his head with
enpathy. ‘Do you mind if | join your picnic, Mrgan? The nman
nods and the author sits. He treats hinself to a cake. Mental
al so sits. CGeorge tries to be lighthearted: ‘Look on the
bright side!...” Unfortunately he can’'t think of a follow up
sentence. He coughs. ‘Anyway, if it nakes you feel better,
sonetines | wonder if | exist too. You never know, soneone
coul d be making ne up, right now...’” No one responds.

He continues: ‘Anyway, | want to say thank you for making ne
rich. ‘Captain Mental’ is a best seller. Cone with ne to ny
car. There’s sonmething | want to give to you.’ George stands
up with grace and the two others copy himlike lifeless
puppets. ‘Are you two ok? | hope | haven’t freaked you out,
too nmuch...’ The policenen reply in unison |ike robots ‘we’'re
fine..” George is nore upbeat: ‘I’ma huge nusic fan you know?
| don’'t give CDs away to just anyone, but you two can have any
one of your choice. | always keep a fewin ny car, ready for

pl aying on ny stereo...’ Silence follows. The threesone do
much rural rambling until they reach the beauty spot’s car
park. Next to an unremarkable Mni is a black Ferrari. George
opens the latter’s doors and then its glove conpartnment. He

pi cks out a small collection then faces the two cops.

‘Here we have Van Halen’s first album a few Iron Maiden CDs,
sone Joe Satriani, ‘Speed Metal Sentence’ by Cranium and
‘“Fillet Show by Hum You can have one each...’ Mental
scratches his head and speaks, still |ooking vacant: ‘You
can’t go wong with Maiden...’” Mirrgan continues with a simlar
di sposition: ‘Van Hal en, please...’” George |aughs: ‘Ch no, no,
no. You can get those al bunms anywhere. | recomrend the Crani um
and the Hum |I'mtired of themnow, anyway...’ He gets a
coupl e of saddened ‘thank yous’ and replies: ‘So yeah, |
suggest you go back to your lives, as will |I. Just pretend
this whol e event never happened and you'll be fine, |I’msure.
It was nice nmeeting you. He gets in his car and drives of with
an eerie cal mess.

A day passes, and Mental and Morgan are back in the police
station. This tinme in the Chief of Police’'s office. Al around
is ornate blue and gold wall paper and rich red carpet is on
the floor. Two antique, oak cabinets are at the back of the
room and in-between themis a just as stylish desk with a
conputer on top of it and a throne-like chair behind it. The
COP stands facing the cowering twosonme with his arnms on his

hi ps.



He rages: ‘I DO NOT HRE FICTI TIOQUS PEOPLE I N TH S FORCE!”’

Mor gan responds, shaking: ‘What do you nmean?’ ‘Don’t play
dumb with ne! | had someone spying on you when you went for
your picnic!’ Wy ??’ “Power tripping! Now get out!’

Mental does his best to defend hinself: ‘But we caught the
sausage roll killer! Doesn’'t that nean anything to you??

‘He doesn’t exist either and you know it! G ve ne one good
reason why | shouldn’t shut this whole station down!’ ‘ He
may not be real, but he commtted real crines!’ ‘Ment al ,
this is hurting nmy head...’ ‘l don’t really understand
either. | should have asked Sir George to give an explanation
about that... Anyway, renmenber that tine we forgave you for
getting a fish poisoned? You were all apol ogetic and acted

i ke a changed man! Then you turned back to normal w thout an
explanation. Don’t you think that’s a little unfair? The COP
| ooks down and continues: ‘Sorry... |... I...’

The three | ook around the room and tw ddl e their thunbs.

Mental breaks the silence... ‘So we have our jobs back? The
COP responds: ‘1 guess so. But | won't be able to | ook at you
in the sane way again. How wi |l | trust you when nothing you
say is real ? ‘“Wll no one is witing this... Do you see

Sir Ceorge with a pen and paper anywhere? In a state of mnd
never experienced before, the Chief |ooks around the room
then i nside the cabinets, under the desk and even up Mental's
nose. He checks Mirgan's sniffer too with narrowed eyes then
speaks: ‘Just go. And don’t nmention the fish again, either. It
makes ne feel bad.’ “OF course’. The apparent non-entities
| eave, broken as ever and with sl ow novenents.

The corridor of the conplex is a lot less interesting; it is
bare and just features a |load of doors. It is tidy though. The
duo keep wal king in the same way as before to the exit of the
bui | di ng. Morgan stops, puts his hand on his friend s

shoul der, | ooks deep into his eyes and starts a conversation
with a blank | ook on his face: ‘Mental?...’ The nman replies:
‘Yes? Why so serious? You know when Sir George said he
doesn’t |ike the al buns he gave us any nore?...’ ‘ How coul d
| forget? “l |l ooked them up when | got hone, yesterday.’
‘So what ?’ “The thing is...’ “Yes? ‘“Well, he
reviewed themonline. He said they were his favourite al buns
of all time. And as he put it were 'rare as f**k’. He then
said he never lends his releases to anyone, and if anyone

touches them they will get slapped senseless...’ Mental ' s
j aw drops open. "Ww. | had no idea...’ ‘W have to | ook
after our gifts, Mental. They are nore treasures than CDs, you
do know that right? “Ch nmy word. ..’ ‘Right.’ The

two nod to each other and resune walking. This time with a
spring in their step.

Everything is black until policeman hel met repeating wal | paper
is seen all around, ever nore vividly. So is the TV and the
massi ve bl ack and white picture of General Mental. Everything
goes bl ack again. That was the vision of Captain Mental! He
speaks to hinself: *Well thank f**k for that! Just a dream’
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