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Captain Mental (86 in ared mlitary uniformand with a white
handl ebar nustache) and Constable Mirgan (22 in a police
uniformand with a tidy nmustache) are casually chatting to
each other at a desk, alone in a police station office. Many
anti-crinme slogans hang on the walls, such as ‘a taser a day
keeps the felons at bay.’ A phone also is on the wall. Wth
concern, Mental has to finally say what’s truly on his mnd..
" Anyway, enough about me wearing my own brand of detective
clothing, let’s discuss you know who'. Mrgan replies in a
simlar worried tone: ‘Yes, he just keeps getting worse. Wen
he stopped sonmeone junping off a bridge and then stole his
wallet... | thought it was a one off...” Mental continues..
‘... And then he helped an old | ady cross the road and stol e
her wal king stick... They're the actions of a | oon’ "But we
need him He can fly, for Christ’s sake, he's got a unique
gift.’ ‘Maybe he’ll cal m down when we point out how val ued
he is to the force... Fuel his ego’ .

The phone rings and Mental answers it. ‘Hello?... GCh not
sonet hi ng about Epic Dave again... He stopped soneone stealing
your handbag? That was nice of him.. Ch, he then called you a
‘“f**ing b*tch’. I"'msorry to hear that, I'll talk to himabout
it. Bye...’  Mdrgan |ooks concerned as ever and nutters..

‘He’s done it again, hasn't he? ‘Yes, he has. I’mgoing to
have chat with him right now. This police force is going

t hrough the worst tinme since that guy in a sausage rol

costune went nuts and started killing people.’ ‘ Good | uck’ .
Mental dials Dave's nunber. ‘Dave, it’s Mental. We here are
REALLY grateful for all the stuff you do, believe ne, but
swearing at old | adi es and nuggi ng peopl e? That’s sinply not
on!” There is a pause. Mental hangs up and | ooks grave. ‘Wat
isit, Mental ?’, asks Morgan. ‘“He just called us a coupl e of
pussi es.’ “Ch THAT DCES I T!” ‘Exactly’ .

Mobi | e phone in hand, Epic Dave is swaggering through the
darkened streets in his red and green cape with ‘"ED witten
on it. He hears screaming in the distance. He starts to sprint
and then takes off and flies |ike Superman, to get a bird s
eye view of the busy town. He notices peopl e | ooking
traumati sed outside the |ocal bank and honmes in on them at
great speeds. He lands with the grace of an eagle, kicks the

| ocked (probably) door open and sees a couple of nasked nen
poi nting shotguns at the nenbers of staff. ‘Wat the f**k are

you wearing??’ asks one of the crimnals. ‘Red synboli ses
passi on and green synbol i ses peace.’ “You |l ook like... a
twat’ . ‘“You ARE a twat. Bellend' . ‘Brave words consi dering
| have a shotgun’. ‘No, that’s a sh*tgun. Sh*t conpared to

nmy... LASER POAER!’ Not caring that what he just said was
conpl etely cheesy, the superhero turns the crooks into ashes
with his beamng eyes in a flash. ‘You re a hero!!’ shout the
staff and custoners. Dave |leaves like Cint Eastwood then sets
fire to a car, also wth his eyes.

Morgan and Mental are still in their room trying to cal mdown
by playing the Snap! card gane. The phone rings again. Mental
sinply munbl es * Oh, God.’ Shaking, he answers it. ‘...



What about your car?... Stop shouting ‘ny car!!!’ over and
over, | have no idea what you' re on about... Epic. Dave. Set
firetoit... For God’s sake. | agree this can’t go on. Let ne
see what | can do.’ He hangs up and crosses his arns. ‘ Mrgan,
NOWit’'s time Dave went. That was the last straw . ‘What are
we going to replace himw th, then?? A supersonic apache

hel i copt er ?? “Wth good old fashioned policing, the kind of
policing that stopped the face-painted nazis. W' ll be fine. |
have a plan. W can drive himout of town; the only way | know
how. . .’ * How?’ ‘“Wth abuse. | know this may sound
chil di sh, but have you ever noticed that when you put an
opaque shape in front of a light, a silhouette forns of that
shape in the distance? ‘CGo on...’ ‘“What we could do is
nod our police car lights, so they create a huge i mage of a
hand and a mddle finger. Then we threaten to arrest himwth
a |l oud speaker as he’s conpletely enbarrassed and tenporarily
i mmobi |i sed by shock. Trust nme, he won’t know what to do.

QG her than leg it.’ "That’s brilliant!’

The Chief of Police bursts into the room beating his chest in
a fury. He is 61 and tall with cold eyes. He is wearing a suit

and tie. ‘ AAAAAARCHHH!!'!’ He screans. ‘You re not REALLY
pl anning on giving this whole town the finger are you?!?!
Ment al desperately protests: ‘You don’t understand! It will be

obvi ous who we’re swearing at! Qur |oud speakers woul d make
that clear!’” The COP is only nore enraged: ‘Picture the scene:
An el derly couple are wal ki ng down the street, and they see a
huge obscene gesture rushing towards themas you two start
screanm ng! Think that will go down wel | ?!"’ ‘“Well no, but
it’s our only option. Wthout the sil houette, we won't be
taken seriously. W’ ve threatened himenough without it and it

didn’t work...’ ‘“You're aimng to nake a powerful statenent
he can’t ignore? ‘Exact!ly!’ ‘“Well tough, that’s the
reasoning of an idiot. You re fired.’ ‘But, Sir!

The phone rings. The COP takes charge, answers it and soon
slans it down. ‘He just called nme a dipsh*t.’ ‘... Is the

pl an back on, then? , Mental asks with his head bowed down in
feigned respect. ‘You bet it is. W need to stop him before he
goes crazy. He isn’'t normal.’” Mrgan is relieved his nightnare
may soon be over: 'I’'Il glue a cardboard cutout onto our car's
lights, ASAP.’ ‘Be quick’, said the COP... ‘W don’t want him
swearing at ne again, that's never happened before. Even if
you | ooked at nme funny, I'd stab you' . Morgan nods his head
and continues: ‘OF course we don't, I'Il pick you up outside
the station after | text you. Then I’'Il drive you to him He
is knowmn to roamthe |local streets at this time of night to
keep the peace and cause trouble.’ ‘Good man’. ‘\Who Dave??’
‘No, you!’ “Ch, sorry. I’mnot used to you saying that. Bye
then...’

A few mnutes pass. In the noonlight, the chief and Mental get
in the crazily revving though still car with the driver,
Morgan. The COP asks ‘why aren’t your lights on?” Wth a smle
on his face, Mdrgan replies: ‘I wanted to surprise you. Have a
| ook at this.



The man then illum nates the street with a huge m ddl e
finger as prom sed. Whilst laughing the COP replies: ‘That’s
great. | can’t wait to see the | ook on Dave’'s face!’ Morgan

al so starts to laugh whilst chatting: 'Take my speakers, you
two’. The man gives the others their highly anticipated gifts,
keeps one for hinself then opens all w ndows and gets driving.
As expected, all passers by drop their nouths open in horror
when they see the special tactics police car, but it’s so
worth it. Morgan spots Epic Dave swaggering as usual whil st
eating snacks and littering. The younger policenman has an
opportunity to get his highly anplified revenge with one hand
on the wheel... "So I’ma pussy am1?!'? Wll, we’'re all saying
"up yours'! How d you I|ike that?!

Knowi ng he’s in deep trouble, Epic Dave nakes a speedy break
for it, stonping the road so hard, it crunbles and crunches
underneath him Mrgan is unconcerned about his car’s
suspension, for now. He screans ‘you can’'t stop ne!’ as he
accel erates, bunps and swerves like a raleigh driver. Dave
then burns the lane in front of himw th his eyes. He keeps
runni ng through the fire, but Mrgan isn’t phased and puts his
pedal to the metal. Not 100%w th it, Dave trips over the
devastated tarmac and seens to have broken his ankle. It
certainly | ooks mangl ed. As cool as a cucunber, Mrgan strolls
out of his badly parked car surrounded by scorched destruction
and stands over the disgraced hero. He pulls his taser out of
his pocket and ains it at the man’s forehead as he npans in
pain. ‘No, please, no!’ he says in despair. ‘After all the

things |1’ve done for you... Al those people |I’'ve saved...’
Morgan is synpathetic: ‘I amgrateful for all that you ve done
for me. But | still have sonmething | want to say to you...’

“What ?. ..’ ‘Take this. Twat!’ Dave screans ‘ Noooooo!!!llllll’
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