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FABER 

has published children’s 

books since 1929. T. S. Eliot’s 

Old 

Possum’s Book of Practical Cats 

and Ted Hughes’ 

The Iron Man 

were 

amongst the first. Our catalogue at 

the time said that ‘it is by reading 

such books that children learn the 

difference between the shoddy 

and the genuine’. We still believe in 

the power of reading to transform 

children’s lives. All our books are 

chosen with the express intention 

of growing a love of reading, a 

thirst for knowledge and to cultivate 

empathy. We pride ourselves on 

responsible editing. Last but not 

least, we believe in kind and 

inclusive books in which all children 

feel represented and important. 
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Hello there, 

Meow

, and how do you do? 

It’s a joy to be sharing my story with you. 

I’m the cat from the cover, 

(You can probably tell. Clever Allen 

has captured me awfully well!) 

As you flick through these pages you’re 

soon to discover, 

A remarkable tale, quite unlike any other, 

That tells of our rickety, rough 

rise to fame, 
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(Written down by a bloke with a 

funny last name.) 

It’s all about friendship, fine music 

and art, 

And a busker named Pete . . . 

So let’s get to the start! 
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For years Pete had travelled from city 

to town, never thinking of stopping or 

settling down. 

Instead, he enjoyed being free like the 

breeze, in the way that it dances a path 

through the trees. 

I wouldn’t say Pete was a loner as such 

– he just chose not to hang out with people 

that much. 

His lifestyle was simple, his attitude 

slack, like his tatty old pants and the coat 

on his back. 
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He was gentle and shy – rather quiet 

as well, 

And every line on Pete’s face 

had a story to tell. 
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But despite being timid, Pete had a drive, 

a devotion that made the old man feel alive. 

It was busking – performing aloud on 

the street. Strumming and singing, while 

tapping his feet. 

He twanged that guitar and 

boogied- 

on-down 

from morning to sunset, from 

city to town. 

He played songs of all kinds (he was 

quite versatile), and his purpose in life was 

to make people smile. 
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And busking was just how this man 

met his cat, while standing astride 

his dusty old mat, 

In a spot that he picked just 

outside Marks and Spencer, next to 

a bench and a money dispenser. 

With his cup for the pennies set 

down on the ground, Pete began 

making his wonderful sound. 

‘My name’s Pete,’ he sang loud. 

‘Busking’s just what I do. 
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‘I’m so funky, like a monkey, and 

I’m singing songs for you! 

‘I’ll put ants in your pants that’ll 

make you want to dance. 

‘My music is so groovy, it’ll leave 

you in a trance! 

‘So set aside your stresses and 

your panics and your hurries, 

‘Listen to my song and forget 

about your worries! 

‘Oooh yeahhh, baby. 

Sing it to 

me one more time! 
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‘Doo . . . a-doo, a-do bitty-doo! 

‘Oooh-wa, wee-wa, wee-wa-woo.’ 

Out of nowhere, a cat leapt up on the 

seat, where he sat, gazing lovingly upwards 

at Pete. 

He was ever so handsome, his fur black 

and white, impeccably groomed with eyes 

that shone bright. 

The cat slowly blinked, and it made Pete 

all broody. 

‘Hello,’ mewed the cat. 

Pete replied, 

‘Howdy-doody!’ 
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‘I do like your song,’ said the cat with a 

smile. ‘Would you mind if I sat on your mat 

for a while?’ 

‘Be my guest!’ replied Pete as he 
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thumbed out a chord. Then he stepped to 

the side and he said . . . 

‘Hop on board!’ 

As the cat settled down, Pete continued 

on playing, and – lost in the music – the cat 

began swaying, 

Completely relaxed, feeling safe as can 

be, with his newly found pal, to the sweet 

melody. 

Pete and the cat hit it off right away and 

as soon as Pete realised the cat was a 

stray, 
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He adopted him, taking him in as his pet, 

ever so 

pleased 

the two had now met. 

From that moment on, they were joined at 

the hip, developing quite a companionship. 

They soon formed a duo and travelled 

around, busking in each of the towns that 

they found. 

If a task needed doing, they did it 

together 

, no matter how tricky, whatever 

the weather. 

There was nothing Pete did that the cat 

didn’t see. 
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(

Except 

for 

when Pete did a 

poo or a wee.) 
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Whether working or snacking on pastries 

and cream, it was clear that these two 

made a 

fabulous 

team. 

Now, when it came to performing (that bit 

was Pete), the cat usually lay on the ground 

at his feet. 

But he was not bone idle he did his 

fair 

share 

by 

dusting 

Pete’s mat – even 

grooming Pete’s 

hair! 
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To 

help 

change 

Pete’s 

image to that of a 

star

, the 

cat drew bright flowers on 

Pete’s old guitar . . . 

Which made it stand 

out when Pete started 

to sing. (This cat had a 

talent for that sort of 

thing.) 

He also kept watch 

on the little tin cup, as it gathered 

the pennies the shoppers coughed up. 
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The cash wasn’t a lot, but it kept them 

both fed and (at night-time) provided a cosy 

warm bed. 

It aided their travels, with bus fares and 

trains – keeping at bay needless worries 

and strains. 
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One afternoon, on an old, cobbled 

street, the cat took his spot on the 

mat at Pete’s feet. 

Pete sang his songs with a glint 

in his eye and – as usual – the 

townsfolk and shoppers passed by. 

‘My name’s Pete!’ he sang loud. 

‘This is my cat next to me, 

‘He’s the cutest-kindest-coolest- 

cat you ever did see! 

‘Now, everybody, gather round 

and listen to me, 
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‘Cos this cat and I are going down 

in history! 

‘Oooh yeahhh, baby . . . 

Sing it 

to me one more time! 

‘A-doo . . . a-da . . . a-wa-wa-wee. 

‘Poopy-doopy . . . shoopy-snoopy 

. . . dee-dee-dee.’ 

A few turned and smiled, while 

one man tossed in change. One 

fella handed Pete veg, which was 

strange. 
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The odd pastry was nice, to say thanks 

for his song, 

But a bag of raw broccoli? 

Well, that was just wrong! 

An old lady dawdled and stopped for a 
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chat – and said, 

‘Ooh, goodness me, what a beautiful 

cat!’ 

But most of the people, it seemed, didn’t 

care, and they simply walked by as if Pete 

wasn’t there, 

Ignoring Pete’s gift with preoccupied 

minds, caught in the web of their own daily 

grinds. 

It was much the same story in every 

town. Folk walking by, on their phones with 

heads down. 
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Pete didn’t mind. He carried no 

stress and continued to warble his 

songs, nonetheless. 
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But the cat wasn’t happy – he found 

this bit tough – and decided right then that 

enough was enough! 

The 

feline 

frowned 

furiously, 

his 

frustrations soared, after weeks upon 

weeks of Pete being ignored. 

‘Why don’t they stop?’ quizzed the cat 

in a flurry. ‘

Everyone 

seems to be 

off in a hurry!’ 

He figured . . . 
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If people would stop for a moment, then 

frankly (instead of just walking past him 

and Pete 

blankly

) 

Their days would be happier, pleasurable 

– 

fun! 

Just like spending some time with their 

friends in the sun. 

And of course, to be blunt, whether fitting 

or not . . . 

More people would mean – lots 

more cash in the pot! 





[image: image]





[image: image]

Still choked by that tingling sense of 

frustration, the cat scanned around him to 

find 

inspiration

. 

What could he do . . .? There 

must 

be a 

way, to catch their attention and get folk 

to stay. 

He stretched and settled himself on the 

ground, where he let out a sigh and surveyed 

all around. 

Then he realised something from out of 

the blue, a critical detail, upsetting, but true. 

His surroundings were bleak, uninviting 
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and dismal, the buildings were drab – 

the 

whole place looked abysmal. 

The walls and the pavements were 

much the same way, filled with 

graffiti 

contrasting the grey. 

This town was unkempt, or rundown 

you might say, a perfect example of urban 

decay. 

‘Hang on,’ said the cat, ‘could this be the 

cause for the 

miserable 

people and 

lack 

of applause? 

It made perfect sense . . . 
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How 

could 

people be cheery when 

everything looked this depressing and 

dreary? 

But then, in the distance . . . something 

caught his attention. 
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He noticed two workmen, perched high 

in suspension, 
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Who were busily painting a building’s grey 

render with 

vibrant bright colours 

that aided its splendour. 

He continued to watch from the mat next 

to Pete . . . 

Until finally the building’s new coat was 

complete. 





[image: image]

It 

glowed 

through the grey like a 

beautiful flower, 

bursting 

with energy, 

oozing 

with power. 

Compared to the rest it looked stylish 

and snappy, and something about it just 

made the cat happy. 
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When the workmen had finished, they 

grabbed their utensils, their brushes and 

paint cans, their rollers and stencils, 

Before packing them up in a small transit 

van. 

And that’s when the cat had a 

wonderous plan! 

That evening as Pete began settling down, 

the cat left their hostel and strolled into 

town. 





[image: image]





[image: image]

41 

He soon found the van that he’d spotted 

before . . . But next to the van, he spied 

something more! 

A big yellow skip was alongside the 

kerb. The cat peered in, and he grinned . . . 

‘How superb!’ 

It was filled with old paint (still in the 

can), thrown in the skip by the chaps with 

the van. 
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There were brushes there too, so he took 

what he needed, and set off to work, his 

plan firmly seeded. 
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The very next day as the sun became warm, 

eager to get into town and perform, 

Pete grabbed his things and he donned 

his old hat, and then headed to work (with a 

tired-out cat). 

He picked out the spot from the previous 

day, but just as he settled and started 

to play, 

The busker was met with a beautiful 

sight . . . 

Instead of dull grey, the walls 

were now bright! 
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Oranges, crimsons and shades of sky blue 

masked the graffiti and old brickwork too. 

Now 

a beautiful seascape 

shone 

vivid and proud, with golden sands, sunshine 

and wispy-white clouds. 

In the corner, the artist had signed with 

his paws, a name that was certainly apt for 

his cause. 

BLANKSY 

. . . that was the name the 

cat chose. 

(A nod to those vacant, blank looks, 

I suppose.) 
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But . . . hopefully now, with this artwork 

on view, people might stop and notice 

Pete too! 

Pete stood in silence, questioning how? 

With no words to offer, he simply said, 

‘Wow!’ 

The cat merely shrugged and admired 

his work. ‘Not bad!’ he exclaimed, with a 

mischievous smirk. 

When Pete started playing, something 

felt right, so he carried on singing with all 

of his might. 
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The notes filled the atmosphere, 

easing the tension, taking the songs 

to a different dimension. 

The colours and music became 

intertwined. 

A concerto of art

, 

but a magical kind. 

Within minutes, a dozen or so 

gathered round, to admire the mural 

and beautiful sound. 

Then twenty, then fifty, a hundred 

or more, crowded the pavements, 

completely in awe. 
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By the time Pete had finished, 

the whole place was jammed. The 

people cried, ‘More!’ and the tin cup 

was crammed. 

The cat’s plan had worked! He had 

caught their attention, and potted a 

huge pile of cash (might I mention!). 

So . . . with enormous success, it 

only seemed right . . . 

That the cat did the same 

thing the following night! 





[image: image]

And the night after that the one after too 

– and in every district or town they passed 

through. 

He kept it a secret and never told 

Pete, but continued producing his art on 

the street, 

Hiding his paints so that Pete 

wouldn’t 

know, 

selecting 

locations for each 

of Pete’s shows. 
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Seascapes 

and 

landscapes, 

snowy- 

capped hills. Colourful tulips and 

gold daffodils. His art 

was incredible, vibrant 

and loud, 

Enough to make 

Pablo Picasso feel 

proud! 

It brightened the corners of 

any 

dark street and provided the right kind of 

backdrop for Pete. 
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As for the cat – yes, the crowds were 

all dandy, but for him the money they made 

was more handy. 

The cash meant they both could afford 

a hotel – and eat pizza in bed from room 

service as well. 
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As the cat sipped his cola, his little face 

beamed, 

Their days of 

raw broccoli 

were over, 

it seemed! 

It was such a good time for both Pete 

and his friend, 

But you know what they say . . . 

Good things come to an end! 

From 

a 

calm, 

quiet 

existence 

things 

started to spiral, because all of a sudden, 

BLANKSY went viral! 
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His paintings had grown into such an 

attraction, that 

everyone 

wanted a 

piece of the action. 

Crowds would go 

wild

, desperate 

to know if there happened to be a new 

BLANKSY 

on show. 

The internet flooded with chatter and 

chitter, with folk posting pictures on TikTok 

and Twitter. 

It created a frenzy where hundreds 

would swarm, making it awkward for Pete 

to perform. 

But . . . you could say for certain that 
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things changed the most, when someone 

alleged – in an Instagram post – 

That 

Pete must be BLANKSY! 

It 

was he after all, who was 

always 

found 

next to the art on the wall. 
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Poor Pete was hounded (of course 

the cat, too). 

‘BLANKSY!’ 

they yelled. 

‘COME BACK, WE LOVE YOU!’ 

Some were less caring and thought it 

was time, that 

BLANSKY 

was caught and 

detained for his crime. 

‘He’s merely a vandal!’ they’d argue and 

say. ‘His actions are leading our children 

astray!’ 

The media and news teams were also 

hell-bent, on hunting the duo wherever 

they went. 
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So 

Pete 

eventually 

cracked, 

sadly 

deciding, the best thing to do was to 

go 

into hiding. 

They found some cheap digs and camped on 

the floor, drawing the curtains and locking 

the door. 
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Feeling dejected and riddled with guilt, 

the anxious cat hid his head under the quilt. 

‘How did this happen?’ he asked in distress. 

‘How did I get us both in such a mess?’ 

There was one thing for certain, the 

cat’s mighty plan (getting people to notice 

this talented man), was clearly working . . . 

Just not as he’d thought, 

And the cat knew this problem was 

his 

one to sort. 

The cat glanced at Pete at the end of 

the room, sitting there lost in a deep cloud 

of gloom. 
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Eyes wet with tears and heart filled with 

pain, Pete feared he’d never go busking 

again. 

‘That’s it!’ 

thought the cat, as he leapt 

from his bed. ‘Maybe it’s time Pete retired 

instead. 

‘I could do one last painting, but this 

time consider, auctioning it to a generous 

bidder. 

‘I’ll make a small fortune and 

give it to 

Pete

, so he’ll never again have to work on 

the street! 
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‘We could move someplace warm – yes, 

that would be cool. And live life in style, 

sipping drinks by our pool!’ 
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So when Pete nodded off, the cautious cat 

crept, off to the side of the bed where Pete 

slept. 

He searched through their baggage for 

something 

to paint. Something worthless, 

unwanted, but solid – yet quaint. 

‘Perfect!’ he purred through a Cheshire- 

cat grin, as he reached in a bag and found 

Pete’s rusty tin. 

The cat began painting a colourful scene, 

then signed the tin 

‘BLANKSY’ 

in bright 

emerald green. 
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He slunk through the doorway, his artwork 

in hand, down to the auction house, just as 

he planned. 

In the tin were instructions the cat had 

penned neat, about how it belonged to a 

busker named Pete. 

He also added their current address, with 

a side note that read: ‘When it sells, bring 

the press!’ 

Ringing the doorbell 

three times 

to 

make sure, the cat set the tin at the foot of 

the door. 
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Then, eager to clean up the mess he’d 

created, he scarpered back home and 

patiently waited. 

The following day around twenty past 

four, Pete was surprised by a knock on 

his door. 

He 

peered 

through the spyhole and 

yelped in distress. Outside was a man . . . 

and an army of press! 

The cat remained calm, having thought 

this all through. ‘Don’t fret,’ said the feline. 

‘I know what to do.’ 
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When he opened the door, the reporters 

went wild, but the cat raised his paw and he 

casually smiled. 

‘I’m looking for Pete,’ the man sternly 

said. ‘Are you him?’ 

Pete just responded by nodding his head. 

‘I work at the auction 

house. How do you 

do?’ Then he gave 

Pete a cheque and 

said, ‘This is 

for you.’ 
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Desperately, Pete tried to gather his 

thoughts as he stared at the paper and 

counted the noughts. 

He glanced at his pal with a tear in his 

eye, then he gained his composure and 

simply asked, ‘Why?’ 

The cat confessed everything right 

to Pete’s face, and suddenly all of it fell 

into place. 

‘Now it’s time to 

retire

!’ the cat said 

with pride. ‘We can live where we want to – 

there’s no need to hide.’ 
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But . . . Pete kissed the cat on the top of 

his head . . . and he gave back the cheque! 

‘I don’t need this,’ he said. 

Pete wasn’t ungrateful – in fact he was 

flattered – but he explained to his friend the 

things that 

actually 

mattered. 

Like how he enjoyed being free as the 

breeze, in the way that it dances a path 

through the trees. 

Pete spoke of his passion, his musical 

drive, a devotion that made the old man 

feel alive. 
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But the thing that mattered most to old 

Pete, were the smiles that he brought to the 

folks on the street. 

Whether one or a hundred . . . Pete didn’t 

care. All that counted was writing cool 

songs he could share. 

And the pennies they placed in his tin to 

say thanks, were worth more to this man 

. . . 

than a cheque in the bank! 

The cat cuddled Pete with a loving 

embrace. ‘I’m sorry,’ he purred as he 

nuzzled Pete’s face. 
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Pete slowly gathered his things from the 

bed, and he winked at his chum. 

‘Let’s go 

busking!’ 

he said. 

It makes me so proud and delighted to say 

that the duo continues 

to busk to this day! 

Even 

better 

– 

because 

BLANKSY’s 

cover was blown – the 

press stopped harassing 

and left them alone. 
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BLANKSY 

still 

paints, 

and 

the 

busker still sings, 

and the people 

rejoice in the 

joy their work 

brings. 

The towns that they visit are no longer 

dreary, and the people who stop now feel 

happy, not weary. 

As for the cash – well, because Pete’s 

not greedy, he gives 

princely sums 

to 

the poor and the needy, 
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Keeping some back for their bus fares 

and trains – and hotel rooms, to keep off 

the stresses and strains. 

You could say the cat got his wish in 

the end . . . 
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Recognition and praise for 

himself and his friend. 
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If you liked 

Blanksy

, you’ll love 

the hilarious Fables from the 

Stables series: 

‘It’s taken me years to unearth these strange fables, 

By visiting farmyards and hanging round stables, 

And this is a series with just a selection 

Of some of the weirdest in my collection . . .’ 
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