The unfortunately named Inspector I.M.Cluliss stood near the doorway, impatient hands clasped behind his back, his darting eyes surveying the scene before him as his Sergeant carefully placed their coats on the spare hooks next to the other assorted jackets, coats and a somewhat grubby space suit. The Inspector strode purposefully across the room, his Sergeant scurrying along in his wake, until he reached the bar where, ignoring the Welsh Granny who was expertly polishing a pint glass, he turned to face the room. His eager minion, keen to impress, pulled out a small notepad and with pencil poised, made ready to take copious notes.
‘Can I help you, luv?’ Granny asked, not diverting her attention from the task at hand.
‘I most certainly hope so madam’ he replied with authority. ‘I am Inspector Cluliss and this is Sergeant Ken Nowt and we are making inquiries into a recent, rather audacious breech of international security directed at the orbiting Space Station.’
‘Is that so.’ Granny stated nonchalantly, placing the now sparkling pint glass next to the small figurine of Mercury expertly carved from an unidentified still-warm rock.
‘We have reason to believe that those responsible may well be in this very room - and trust me when I say we will leave no stone unturned in our efforts to get to the bottom of this. I see that your clientele includes a pig, a unicorn, a crocodile and a dragon – don’t you think that is somewhat of a coincidence, if not a little strange?’ the Inspector asked, his suspicions clearly aroused.
‘Oh I don’t know Inspector – doesn’t everyone have pets? As you can see this is just a humble little place where like-minded people come to escape the realities of the world, sit around chatting and do the crossword’ Granny explained gesturing towards the room. ‘Do you really think a few pets could launch a wooden spacecraft successfully?’
‘I don’t recall mentioning that it was a wooden spacecraft…’ Cluliss replied smugly as he ran his finger over the newly made cardenza stacked with ‘Bon Voyage’ cards, inspecting the glittering moon dust that had accumulated. ‘Don’t think you can fool me – nothing escapes my attention, ’ he said, looking up at the menu with the day’s special of Hubble and Squeak followed by Hubble Pie boldly displayed ‘I imagine there is evidence to be found – and I will find it!’
‘Well, Inspector, I don’t think you’ll find much evidence here - one’s imagination rarely leaves evidence …..  but reality almost certainly does’ Welsh Granny mused as she tidied the plates of unusual green cheese comestibles on the bar.
Inspector Cluliss harrumphed noisily, turned on his heels and started towards the door with Sergeant Nowt in tow, raised a wagging finger and loudly exclaimed ‘I shall return!’

His progress was suddenly halted when, from behind him, he heard the Welsh Granny cough to gain his attention and then declare ‘There is just one more thing, Inspector Cluliss’

The Inspector turned around expectantly.

‘Care for a Mars bar luv?’

