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LOOK WHAT THE CAT DRAGGED IN 

 

Emma sat alone in her front room with a bowl of sweets in her 

lap.  She stared at the colourful wrappers for a while with a morose 

expression and then checked her watch.  It was seven o’clock on 

Hallowe’en night.  Where were all the children these days?  She sighed 

deeply.  She loved Hallowe’en.  She always felt a tingle of excitement 

when the shops began selling those awful rubber masks and hung 

cobweb draped paper skeletons in their windows.  Without fail, she 

always bought a pumpkin or two to carve and put in her window in 

the hope that it would attract the mischievous giggling neighbourhood 

children, but over the years the local children had grown up and 

moved away.   

Kids these days weren’t the same as they used to be.  Children 

used to play in the streets, riding their bikes and playing football.  

Now they were only happy if they were loitering around the village’s 

24-hour shop, intimidating passersby.  Kids just weren’t kids 

anymore; they were in such a rush to grow up that their childhoods 

passed them by in the blink of an eye.  It made Emma feel sad inside.  

She sighed again deeply and set the bowl of sweets down on the table.  

Twiggy, Emma’s cat, bumped against her legs in sympathy. 

“Looks like it’s just you and me again this Hallowe’en, Twigs,” 

Emma reached a liver-spotted hand down to ruffle the cat’s ears.  “It’s 

not like it used to be, is it?”  Emma could remember a time, not so 

long ago, when Hallowe’en meant that her doorbell would have been 

constantly ringing, and when she opened the door she’d find a bustle 

of grinning devils and bashful ghosts all holding their hands out for 

sweets and yelling the customary ‘trick or treat!’  Those were wonderful 

days.  But no one rang her doorbell these days. 

Twiggy stood up on his back legs and pawed at Emma’s knee.  

She hunched down as far as her aching back would allow to look at 

him. 
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“I wish it were like the old days, Twigs,” she confided.  Twiggy 

blinked at her.  “I wish there were nice little children knocking at my 

door, excited little faces grinning away at me.” Another sigh.  Twiggy 

nuzzled Emma’s hand briefly before turning and running out into the 

hallway.  Emma smiled as she heard the cat flap bang.  “Looks like 

I’m on my own tonight, then,” she muttered.  She plucked a boiled 

sweet from the bowl and unwrapped it.  She didn’t know why she 

continued to buy sweets after all these years.  She ended up eating 

most of them herself.   

An hour crawled past.  Emma had produced a pile of sweet 

wrappers and, feeling a little sick, considered going to bed.  She got up 

off the sofa and went to the window to blow the pumpkin lanterns out.  

Just as she ducked her head to blow out the first candle, a movement 

outside caught her eye.  She squinted to try and make it out.  It 

looked like a group of children coming slowly down the street.  The cat 

flap banged and Twiggy came strolling into the front room.  Emma did 

a double take as he sat down at her feet, bending down to take closer 

look at him. 

“Twigs, what on earth have you been up to?” She scooped him 

up the purring cat.  He was covered in globs of earth and mud and 

had bits of dead foliage stuck all over him.  “You will go rooting 

around in the dirt, won’t you?”  Emma rolled her eyes as she started 

pulling bits of leaf and mud from Twiggy’s fur. 

The doorbell rang. 

Emma glanced at her grandfather clock across the room.   

“It’s getting a bit late for children to be out,” she told Twiggy, 

who just curled up in her arms a bit more, enjoying the fuss.  In her 

excitement to get to the door she forgot to pick up the bowl of sweets.  

She shuffled down the hallway as fast as she could but stopped just 

before she reached the door.  In the old days she’d loved to listen to 

the excited gabbling of the children as the waited for her to open the 

door.  Now she could hear nothing apart from Twiggy’s soft purring.   
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They’re probably waiting for me to open the door before they 

shout ‘trick or treat!’ she thought.  They’re probably sniggering into 

their hands, trying to be quiet.  They want to give me a scare!  She 

began giggling herself at the thought.  She twisted the doorknob and 

threw the door open with a big grin on her face, waiting for the 

traditional Hallowe’en greeting. 

Her breath caught in her throat and her smile died on her lips.  

Standing at the front of the small group of decaying bodies was little 

Samuel Crippins.   

“Trick or treat, Mrs Ainsley!” his voice wheezed.  “We heard that 

you were lonely.”  Samuel had died in a road accident three months 

earlier.  His corrupted body was clothed in tatters and in an advanced 

state of decomposition.  He was surrounded by three other small 

corpses, none of which she could recognise.  It looked like Twiggy had 

been out hunting for more than mice this time. 

“Oh!” Emma squeaked.  “I… I…” she could feel her heart 

banging away in her chest and she prayed it wasn’t about to give out.  

She swallowed and tried to think what to say.  Then it came to her.   

It was the obvious thing to do. 

“Well… I’ve… I’ve left your sweets indoors.  That was silly of me, 

wasn’t it?  Won’t you... won’t you come in for a few minutes?  I’ve got 

some fizzy drinks too if you like?”  She stood to one side as the 

macabre party of Trick or Treaters shuffled and stumbled past into 

her front room.  Twiggy continued to purr. 

 


