He trudged into the Caff, plonked himself on the first available bar stool, sighed heavily and slumped over the bar – despondent chin resting on folded arms.

The Welsh Granny finished polishing the pint glass, held it up to the light, checking for lint, then asked casually ‘The usual, Subbie – or something stronger perhaps?’
‘Better make it a double Scotch on the rocks’ he sighed again. ‘I tell you what Granny, it’s not easy being an Aussie at the moment’

‘How so, Subbie?’ Welsh Granny asked with just a smidgin of care in her voice.

‘Well, we lost the Rugby against the Lions recently, just got whitewashed again in the cricket and to cap it all off, I struggled with today’s crossword. It took me ten minutes just to find a clue I could answer!’

‘Tsk tsk Subbie – guess you won’t be posting any EPT then? I’ll tell you what though, I’ll make it a triple – that should help’ Welsh Granny consoled.

‘Yeah make it a triple and make it quick, thanks – I need to be well munted by the weekend’ he replied.
‘Really, Subbie, why’s that?’

‘We’re playing Loinsy’s mob in the Rugby Bledisloe Cup and I’m not sure I want to be conscious for it…..’

