
 Dear Connor, 

I’ve been looking for a new pair shoes, and have just seen a reasonably priced pair in 

ShoeZone, but as I leave the covered shopping area and come out into the chill of early 

February I start to think that I’ll check online first before I buy. I might get a nicer pair 

online, and for a lesser price. God only knows, I need to start updating my entire wardrobe 

but finding reasonably priced stuff in my size is a real chore, especially in a city as tiny as 

Bangor. I need new underwear, new socks, new jeans and new t-shirts, as well as a few new 

jumpers and hoodies. If only I weren’t so bad at marketing and if the internet weren’t such a 

black void then I might be able to actually push the Morfaverse where it needs to go and be 

able to properly budget for some stuff. I might not mind paying a tenner for a pack of boxer 

shorts if I knew for certain that I’d get the money back at the end of the month. Instead the 

money I do get first has to go towards keeping me alive and clothes, whilst I have some that 

aren’t rags, are at the end of the line. It might also help if I didn’t keep wasting what I 

actually have on archery and photographs and coffee. 

Speaking of coffee, I feel I need one now. My head is in a winter funk and I really can’t be 

bothered going home. Home means a growing stream of frustrating essays and deadlines and 

stuff I really can’t be bothered dealing with. I was supposed to do a charity art show, but they 

want to charge me fifty pounds for the privilege and I’m not paying that. That’s money that 

can, theoretically, go on clothes… Or a bow for archery. I need to send a snooty email to the 

lady saying that the charge wasn’t made clear and that she can jog on.  

This being a Saturday lunchtime Nero over the way is overly full and so I need to find an 

alternative. Weatherspoons, I think, will also be full so I consider Cegin, tucked away 

somewhere deep inside Pontio. 

Walking up through College Park and then down into Pontio from the terrace entrance, I 

come to Cegin only to discover they are closed on weekends. Gorad, a few floors below, is 

more of a restaurant and also has a number of people there, I don’t like it much either, so 

once more I’m left floundering for an alternative. Blue Sky, off the high street, seems like it 

might be worth a try but I noticed yesterday they were closed due to a gas leak and might not 

be open today. So my thoughts turn to Kyffin, a little café-deli type place not far down the 

traffic end of the high street. 

Named, I presume, for the famous local artist Kyffin Williams, I walk past the place far too 

regularly to count, it being on the route between the peachy yellow terrace and Asda, but I’ve 

never been in. It’s not a place that stands out in any great way, though I’ve often considered it 

looks like it might be the perfect place to take someone on a date. It seems like the sort of 



café where lovey-dovey couples go to hold hands over plates of spaghetti. There’s nothing 

wrong with tha,t but since I am, I’ve recently concluded, doomed to be single for the rest of 

time, I’m never bringing a date here. I therefor might as well go and try their coffee by 

myself, like the single loser I will always be.  

I wonder, standing in the doorway, if it is open. It looks a bit dark. Then I see a couple 

sitting not far from the window. I open the door and look in. A shelf right by the door is full 

of books and around the counter, piled high at this end with chocolates and truffles and 

fronted by all sorts of other chocolates, are a trio of pensioners paying for their food. There 

isn’t much room to manoeuvre around them, the café doesn’t have a lot of room, being long 

and thin, so I wait and stare at the truffles until one of the men, who is reading the front page 

of the Daily Post from a newspaper, sees me and politely lets me through. 

I like the style of this place. Whilst the front may look like a couple’s cosy hideaway the 

interior is a cross between Imperial-Kipling-Empire heyday and the set from an Oscar Wilde 

play. At the back there is an especially Wildean room, with a green plant surrounded window 

that I imagine looks out on a garden where ladies in crinoline dresses promenade up and 

down with their parasols. There is a garden out there, I think (based on the back street behind 

the café) but as I don’t go into that room I can’t say what it looks like. It’s likely more of a 

yard than a place for promenading in crinoline. Inside the vintage shelving and drawers, 

giving the place its old Imperial atmosphere, which make up the counter look really good, 

however. I start to take a shine to the décor in here. 

The drinks menu looks fantastic as well. There are all sorts of coffee types, beyond the 

usual mochas and lattes and cappuccinos. This is ridiculously over the top coffee heaven, so 

many sorts I can’t even take them all in. Turmeric Latte’s, iced coffees of all kind, Japanese 

syphon coffee, and cappuccinos made with spiced honey. There’s a whole list of teas too, 

raspberry leaf and mint and nettle and ones that just look like random names and not tea at 

all- Gunpowder, just, gunpowder. I think to myself that if this place lives up to the 

exceedingly high expectations it has immediately set itself that I’ll need to come back and try 

as many of these drinks as possible. 

I order a bit of cake and a spiced honey cappuccino, which the kindly lady behind the 

counter says she’ll bring over to me. The cake arrives first but I’m not sure what the 

mayonnaise looking lump is to the side of it. Dipping in a morsel of cake, which fragments a 

bit, I find it is a bit of crème fraiche type stuff. It’s nice. It goes well with the cake, which I 

attempt to savour until the coffee arrives in a great glass mug topped with whipped cream- 



It’s beautiful. You don’t get beauty like that in Nero, nor any of the other major coffee 

chains. The taste is divine as well. I don’t want to waste this coffee. 

To the side of me is a wall of luxury chocolate bars and I take one off, to check if they’re 

real. They are, I think. A lady and her entourage come in, including a small dog. They even 

let dogs in here, so long as they’re well behaved like this one seems to be. This is a thing I’ve 

noticed about this little corner of Wales, and maybe it’s because it’s a lot more rural around 

here, but there are way more dogs and people out with their dogs than you find in Liverpool 

or Manchester, even in the greener bits. Everywhere I’ve been, even in built up areas, there’s 

been a dog of some kind happily bounding along and running up and down. I’ll go up to 

Roman Camp or to the stone circle and without fail somebody will be there with a dog or 

two. Quite curious, fascinating. 

I don’t want to leave this place. It’s so comfortable and pleasant that I’d rather remain 

seated in my wicker chair and not go anywhere ever again. Just bring me the entire drinks 

menu, one by one, until I’ve sampled everything. Money might be an issue there, though, and 

like a good denizen of this capitalist society in which we live I must pay for what I’ve already 

had as well. I don’t mind that it costs six pounds as it was all so good. I’m reluctant to go, but 

I’ll be coming back. You can bet your cappuccino on it. 

Laters Blud, 

James. 


