His name was Will Truewright (not that anyone in the Caff knew it) and he was hunched over an old portable typewriter in the snug, tapping away at it two-fingered, the stub of a long extinguished fag hanging from his lip. He was so absorbed in his task that he was unaware of the sound of the gentle clack of snooker balls lovingly kissing each other - oblivious to the murmured conversations and the occasional outburst of laughter. On the table beside the typewriter, an almost-empty glass of Black Sheep was sweating over the heavily patinated table top. The article he was working on was a scoop - the one story that would finally cement his reputation as the pre-eminent investigative science reporter of his day. It had been a long process of probing interviews, observations, and the deductive reasoning of an enquiring mind, but he had confidently arrived at a plausible, highly technical reason for the heart-stopping near demise of that icy, lonely lump of a space traveller that had relentlessly orbited the solar system for eons, but was just now, passing close to the broiling, hostile environment of the Sun’s corona. The comet’s fate was keenly anticipated by a fascinated world and only he had the exclusive story as he finally pulled the finished page from his typewriter with just twenty minutes to spare before the night’s deadline passed.

At the snooker table, a supremely gifted lamb was potting the black ball in the side pocket, keenly egged on by the curiously buoyant quartet of a pig, dragon, crocodile and unicorn, fresh from their recent cosmic mission to re-stock the Caff’s freezer. All of them looked up as a triumphant Will Truewright crossed the floor to the bar.

‘What can I get you Luv?’ the Welsh Granny asked in anticipation.

‘This, my good lady, is my passport to fame and fortune…’ an excited Will bubbled, waving his finished article in front of her, ‘…and I think it calls for something special. I’ve managed to crack the secret of the comet that passed by the Sun recently so I think it calls for a Lagavulin’

‘Really’ Welsh Granny replied cautiously.

‘Yes really – so you’d better make it a double’

‘A double it is’ Welsh Granny confirmed before asking

‘Do you want Ison that?’

