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The Cats
Hundreds of eyes peered at me through the darkness in the ally. How many cats 

were there? Why were they all here together? Then I realised that they were trapped: 
there were tall brick walls topped with metal spikes and barbed wire blocking both ends of 
the ally. There was no way out except the door I had come through. Suddenly I heard the 
lock click in the door behind me. I looked around through the darkness, making sure there 
were no other exits. There weren’t. The only way out was gone. I was trapped as well! 

I hadn’t even meant to come here. I had only come to town to by some clothes. But 
there had been a group of bullies who had singled me out as their target. They had been 
chasing me when I ran into a building to hide. I knew they wouldn’t follow me in but they 
would hang around outside, so I thought I’d better look for a back exit. I had been looking 
for a while when I found the door. Thinking it led back onto the street, I had gone through it 
and then I ended up here. Locked in an ally with no way out. It was going to be a long, 
lonely night.

The cats watched me with interest. Their round eyes reflecting the moonlight. Then 
one stepped forward and looked at me suspiciously. I must be dreaming I thought and tried 
to wake up. I pinched myself as hard as I could, but I didn’t wake up! 

“You’re not asleep,” said the cat. I stared. 
“What is this place?” I asked. 
“The lair of everything evil,” said the cat. 
“And what are you all doing here?” I asked.
“The people, the servants of evil, have trapped us here. We have been planning our 

escape,” the cat replied.
“But what do they want with you?” I asked. 
“We,” said the cat indicating himself and the rest of the cats, “we are the biggest 

threat to their survival.” 
“What can you do?” I asked, continuing my flood of questions.
“Well, for a start we could let people know they exist.”
“That’s it?” I said, puzzled.
“No, no,” said the cat, “we talking cats have special powers that enable us to do great 

things.”
“Such as.” I said.
“You’ll see,” it replied.  
“What do they want with me though?” I was determined to know this. 
“They were probably just worried that you would find out about us,” replied the cat, 

”but now you’re here you’ll have a key part in our plan.” 
This, I found out later, was the plan: The cats (with a pin they had found among the 

rubbish) were going to pick the lock. Then we would all sneak out, as quietly as possible 
so as not to sound the alarm, and then we would search the building for as much evidence 
or information as we could find. After that we would all meet up in my back garden 
[apparently they already knew where it was].
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 I gave the signal to start the plan and a cat began work on the lock. It swung open 
with a satisfying click and we all poured out like a silent flood of cats carrying away a 
human. I, as agreed, searched the first floor while the rest went their ways in chaotic order. 

I was searching through a desk when a man came in, a mask covering his face. He 
screamed and pressed a button the way labeled alarm. Immediately alarm bells sounded 
through the building piercing my ears. I kicked the man out the way and ran for the exit. 
Finally I reached it and burst through the door.

In my garden, the remaining cats had gathered. Some were seriously injured, 
missing great tufts of fur others were completely unscathed. There was a small pile of 
objects in the middle of the garden. I could make out a few of the objects, there was an 
iPhone, some important looking papers and many other things. “So you made it,” the cat 
from before said softly…


