
The undercover cats of Reigate 

“3 minutes now.” I sighed and looked at my cat. It seemed like ages 

since she had moved out of her rigid position on my bedroom 

windowsill overlooking the North Downs. This had been happening 

frequently, and yet I still couldn’t figure out what she was looking at, 

and why she was looking at it. She rarely left the house now too, 

even though prowling round the Reigate streets used to be her 

favourite pastime. I frustratedly shrugged on my school bag, and 

made to go out of the door, hoping she would move as I was leaving. 

Silence.  

When I came back from school, I noticed she was still there, and it 

seemed like she hadn’t moved a whisker. I came and perched on the 

window ledge beside her, and noticed her beady eyes were 

transfixed on the television masts on the hill. There were now 

simultaneous flashing lights being cast out from the towers, and, as I 

watched, her eyes seemed to follow every sharp move of the light’s 

direction.  

“Miaow!” 

It was 4.30am on Tuesday morning, and I had been annoyingly 

awoken by a cacophony of noise streaming in through my bedroom 

window. Sleepily sticking my bedraggled head out of the window, I 

peered down into the street, and was puzzled to see a huddle of cats 

exchanging scraps of paper. I thought about going down there, but 

my bed was so warm and inviting I sank back into it and fell fast 

asleep until it was time to get up for school. By the time I had hastily 

eaten my breakfast and reached for my bag, the bevy of small cats 

had fled, and only one solitary square of paper remained on the 

dusty street. Picking it up, I saw a few words scrawled on it.  

Reigate Hill Fort, 7 o’clock this evening.  



Making up my mind to go there later to investigate this curious 

mystery, I pocketed the note and set of down the road, still confused 

about when cats had learned to write.  

Just when I was getting into the car to go to the fort at 6:45, I moved 

off the road just in time as a small truck came whizzing past, filled 

with yowling cats. I tried to follow them down the road, guessing 

they were going to the Fort for their planned arrangement, but the 

truck was driving too fast and I couldn’t catch them up. I leapt back 

into our car, and within 15 minutes we arrived at the fort. I pulled my 

coat closer round my shivering shoulders. “why did they have to 

meet up here?” I grumbled. I was also a bit afraid of the woods near 

the Fort, as they looked dark and unwelcoming. I skirted them wanly, 

and to my relief saw the huddle of cats that were in the street this 

morning. Staying close behind them but out of sight, I followed their 

every eager move as they arrived at the Fort entrance. I went inside, 

and was amazed to see how many cats were already there. The 

deafening noise of their meowing was echoing off the vast walls, and 

I couldn’t hear myself think. I subtly sat down at a side table and 

amusedly watched the bigger cats handing round notes of paper. I 

managed to catch one in the air as it fluttered by, and reading it, 

everything suddenly made sense.  

 

Dear cats of Reigate,  

We thank you for attending this meeting today. Some of you may 

have also been studying the coded light messages we sent down from 

the television masts.  

As you all have been made aware, there has been some scandalously 

poor-quality fish being sold recently in the local area, and it is all 

down to one disgraceful fishmonger. Morrisons have even fallen for 

his spiel, and since then multiple stores have been reported to have 



slipping standards. It is up to us to fix this, and we suggest a plan to 

expose this atrocious problem. 

We have decided to meet at the Reigate Hill carpark at 5 o’clock 

tomorrow afternoon, as we know now after recent investigations 

that the fishmonger stops his van for a rest there.  

Sitting back in my chair, I now realised that my cat’s strange Miaow’s, 

her staring up at the hills all day and denying eating the cat food we 

put out was all to do with this. Slipping away into the shadows, I left 

the brightly lit Fort, now filled with the sound of chattering cats. 

Tomorrow I simply had to go to the hill-top carpark, just to see if the 

town’s felines could really expose this scammer.  

So tomorrow at 4:30, I left the house to go to the hill. As I got there, 

somewhat out of breath, I was perplexed to find there was no cats at 

all. Had I got the wrong date? Was it definitely 5 o’clock?  

But then I heard a mew and turned round to see an immense group 

of cats peering up at me. They were all armed with whatever they 

could find around their owner’s homes; forks, rolling pins, even a 

sieve. I smiled at their expectant faces, and hoped we could track this 

disobedient marketeer together. But then I heard a startling crash 

behind me. Spinning round, I saw one of the cats had found the van, 

and was desperately trying to lasso it with a stripy scarf. Before you 

could say ‘whiskers’, the cats swarmed like angry bees over the 

dented vehicle. I opened the door, tugged at the man’s clothes, and 

freed him from the van. Holding him at arm’s length, the furious cats 

shed incensed meows at him, and I looked at him sternly. Reaching 

for my phone in my pocket, I dialled the local police and, beaming at 

the dishevelled cats, spoke to the officer on the call.  

“Hello, what’s your emergency?” 

“Well.” I grinned. “it seems we have caught a criminal!” 

  


