 The small neatly painted sign above the door said Freehouse. These premises are licensed to sell intoxicating liquor. Licensee – Welsh Granny. He consulted his clipboard, then carefully ticked a box on the attached sheet of official looking paper. He craned his neck up and sideways left to right then frowned. Deciding he may have a better view from across the road, he turned, looked up and down the quiet street and strode purposefully to the opposite pavement where he surveyed the scene before him then smiled knowingly (and somewhat smugly it must be said) when he spotted the reason for his visit. Tucking the clipboard under his arm, he marched briskly back across the street and pushed open the door to the Caff.

Welsh Granny was behind the bar fussing over plates of Chef’s delicious canapés when her attention was caught by the front door opening to a stranger, accompanied by the faint susurration of an afternoon’s gentle breeze. He was small in stature with a mostly bald pate damned by an unsuccessfully pomaded comb over and was dressed in brown slacks (sporting sharp creases), a crisp white shirt (two pens in the pocket) and a rather dated paisley tie, all topped with a powder blue cardigan – the uppermost button carefully adrift from its buttonhole, giving an air of controlled casualness. The identity card, attached to a lanyard positioned symmetrically around his neck, rested on a belly now rounded by years of softness and too many cups of tea and sweet biscuits. Under his arm, and tightly held, was an ominous, official looking clipboard.

He crossed to the bar, his attention clearly not caught by Lamb at the snooker table patiently teaching Les the Pig the finer points of achieving backspin control of the white ball. Nor did he notice Unicorn sitting alone, engrossed in Carl Jung’s Red Book – or even Puff, gently relighting the fire for a lazy Leo sprawled in the nearby armchair.

‘May I help you?’ Welsh Granny asked amiably enough.

‘Yes Madam, my name is Cyril Brand from the local Council and I’m looking for the Licensee of this establishment – one, er ….. I believe the name is Welsh Granny?’ he replied, consulting his clipboard.

‘That would be me Luv. What can I do for you?’ she asked, curious now.

He coughed, then consulting his clipboard again, said in an officious voice ‘It has come to Council’s attention that, contrary to Article 457J, Section 23, Subsection 2B, there appears to be two mobile telephone towers erected on the grounds of these premises, for which planning permission has neither been sought nor granted. As such, it is Council’s order that said towers be demolished forthwith and that proper planning permission be sought by submitting Form 14BS’

‘Phone towers? Er… you sure you have the right place Mr Bland?’ a perplexedWelsh Granny replied.

‘It’s Brand, not Bland and yes I am quite sure. There are definitely two tall towers with transmission antennae on top in your grounds. They are erected just behind the thick bushes…’

It was then that the light bulb of sudden understanding glowed brightly above Welsh Granny and a smile formed on her lips. ‘I think you’ll find that the towers to which you are referring are in fact a pair of giraffes – brothers in fact, and the antennae would be their ossicones’

‘Giraffes? Ossicones? But, but …’

‘Never mind Luv, we all make mistakes sometimes’ Welsh Granny soothed as Cyril Brand harrumphed, turned on his heels and beat a hasty retreat.

It was then that Subbie, who had witnessed the exchange from the comfort of a nearby bar stool, mused

‘Good job he didn’t ask if we had a Zoo Licence eh..’

