
 
 

POPPY 

Ed Little 

 

Poppy prayed for her parents and the cats around town. There are hundreds in Greater 

London, especially by our home in Bromley.  

 She wanted to save the souls of them all.  

 She told me to wait on a bench by the abandoned shed. It was just by my old primary 

school, St Helens. Parting my long brown hair, she tucked both ends behind my ears.   

 I sat picking at my knuckles and knew I shouldn’t as Mum wouldn’t like it. Mum 

used to work as a social worker in the rougher parts of London: Peckham, Hackney, Croydon. 

She left her job and started fostering children when Dad left.    

 ‘Aaron,’ Poppy whispered, ‘I’ve found a colony.’ She tiptoed fast towards the 

entrance of a shed, her purple dress so long that it was marked by the gravel it brushed.   

  I was a trainee agent and she was my mentor. We’d been tracking these cats for days. 

  She always wanted a kitten, but her parents never liked pets.  

   ‘Rescue day,’ she said before shoving her cream hair into her flat cap. It was couch-

cushion yellow and smelled of the cats we took to the shelter. ‘Treats ready?’ 

  I rummaged in my bag and pulled out our homemade trail mix: oats, dry chunks of 

bread and sliced apple.  

  We led a line of crumbs to the bounty in the box.  

  ‘Now we wait,’ Poppy said, eyeing a kitten with white, muddy hair. It nosed its way 

through the trail, licking as many oats as it could. That day we rescued a litter of five and she 

determinedly wrestled the last stray, quietly cursing under her breath after it bit her on the 

hand. 

  We adopted the muddy kitten and Mum didn’t seem to mind. There were bald patches 

from the dirt that couldn’t be washed, and that night Poppy slept in my bed as we tried to pick 

a name.  

  She wasn’t with me when I woke up. Still not around when I got home from school.  

  ‘Where’s Poppy?’ I asked Mum, who was kneeling by the kitchen sink, feeding the 

kitten. 

  ‘She’s went back to live with her parents,’ she said walking over, positioning my hair 

behind my ears. ‘They’re better now.’  

  It took me four days to think of a name, but after that Poppy always slept at the 

bottom of my bed.  


