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A Crazy Plan
AFTER SEEING WHAT Piero looked like, they decided all they needed was a bit of hair
dye, some hair gel, and some jewellery.
“Well we’ve got all that here,” Kiki said.
“We’ll send in Tiny and Titch to get it,” Banjo said.
“Are you sure that’s a good idea after that mix up when you ended up wearing
perfume?” Kiki asked. The others laughed. She was sorry for having shown Banjo up. “No,
it’s not like that. It was a mistake. Banjo had nothing to do with it.”
“You wore lady’s perfume!” Poe laughed.

A Crazy Plan

“Yes, well that’s another story and–”
“Ha ha! You are really something.” Edgar chuckled.
Dali turned up just then with his easel and paintbrush, he was wearing his black
neckerchief. Not a good sign. Black meant a bad mood.
“I hope you are not laughing at my friend?”
The three brothers stood back in amazement.
Poe was startled. “You have a mouse as a friend?”
“Does he do Kung Fu too?” Edgar asked. “That would be awesome. Imagine his tiny
little arms. Ha, wa, woo.” He waved his arms aimlessly in the air.
“No, I do not do Kung Fu, my skills lie in the realms of art and beauty.” Dali tried to
look all superior with his nose high in the air.
“Oh la-dee-da!” Allen copied him.
“Snotty-nosed little pests.” Dali’s moustache curled up at the ends. He took a quick bow
and left.
He returned moments later with Tiny and Titch who were flexing their muscles as they
always did. They both wore matching black beanies with the letter “T” embroidered on the
front.
Allen’s eyes widened in disbelief. “Two more weird little mice and these have matching
black beanies. Wow, you really have an interesting circle of small friends.”
Kiki approached Tiny and Titch. “Jane is in her room and we need your help.”
“Anyfing you say, miss, we is more than ’appy to ’elp,” Titch said.
“Yeah, like he says it, I means it too,” Tiny added folding his arms like a big bad
bodyguard all of 12 centimetres tall.
“Go get her hair dye, please. She bought some
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black stuff last month. We can’t do it, we’re too big; she’ll notice us.”
Tiny and Titch scrambled up the stairs like two commandos. Once on the landing they
could see Jane sitting in her room reading a book. They scuttled into the bathroom.
They opened the bathroom cabinet as slowly as they could. It was full of bottles and
tubes of all shapes and sizes. Since they did not know how to read, it was a little tricky for
them, but they saw a picture of a lady on a box. She was wearing pink trousers, a white top,
and had black hair.
“Vat must be it,” Tiny whispered to Titch.
“Quick, we’ve gotta ’urry, I fink I can ’ear her,” Titch whispered back in panic.
A little bead of sweat started to form on his little brow. They could not fail in their
mission. They wanted to get rid of Piero as much as Kiki and Banjo did.
They grabbed the box. It took both of their strength to carry it high over their heads like
people carrying a canoe on safari.






Back on the landing they could see Jane coming towards the door. They dropped the
box and slipped under the rug.
“How did that get here?” Jane noticed the box on the floor. “I swear we have ghosts in
this house.” She bent down and picked up the box of dye. Thankfully she just placed it on
the table in the hallway.
When the coast was clear again, Tiny and Titch came out of their hiding place. They
could hear Jane telling Banjo and Kiki off.
“What are all these cats doing here, you two? I hope you don’t expect me to feed them
all. Go scram. It’s bad enough having that other one lounging all over my favourite chair in
the garden with his greasy black fur. Go! Shoo! Skedaddle!”
Kiki meowed at Jane. It sounded like an apology to Jane, but Titch and Tiny knew it
meant they’d be waiting for them out in the front garden. The two mice grabbed the box
and carried it carefully downstairs. They then dropped it out the front letterbox.
“Thanks, Tiny and Titch,” Banjo said from the other side of the front door. “You’re the
best.”
Tiny and Titch gave themselves a high five. “Mission accomplished!”
Five excited cats got back in the car. Banjo screamed his head off all the way back to the
Manor House as if he were on a rollercoaster.
Without wasting any time, they smeared the dye all over Allen. It was a gloopy brown
colour.
“What do we do now?” Banjo asked as Allen sat there looking more like a super skinny
drowned rat with all his fur stuck to his body.
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“I don’t know. But I really would like to get this stuff off. It really stinks and it looks like
it’s making my fur turn pink.”
“That’s probably just a chemical reaction,” Edgar said. They got the garden hose and
sprayed poor Allen down. He was frozen.






After they had dried him with a towel, Lord Byron came to see how they were getting
on. Not everything was quite going to plan. They were all trying not to laugh, except for
Allen who looked very pink and very cross. Lord Byron picked up the empty dye packet.
“Looks like you used pink clothes dye. Can’t any of you read?”
“Well what do we do now, Pa?” Poe asked, feeling sorry for his brother for the first time
ever. “We can’t let Allen go around looking like a furry raspberry for the rest of his life.”
“If I have to look like this for one minute longer, I’m going to burst. DO
SOMETHING!” poor, pink Allen screamed.
Lord Byron read the instructions on the packaging.
“It says that after a few washes it will fade.”
“I am not being sprayed with that freezing cold hose again. No, no, no!”
“I’ve got just the thing,” Lord Byron said. “Follow me.”
A pink Allen, his two worried brothers, and an embarrassed Banjo and Kiki followed
Lord Byron inside.
“I feel so bad,” Banjo said. “If I hadn’t been so stupid in the first place, none of this
would have happened.”
“Don’t blame yourself, Banjo.” Kiki patted him gently on the back. “Look on the bright
side. At least you got these three boys into an adventure.”
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“I suppose,” he said glumly.
“Right. Allen, into the washing machine with you.”
“No way, I’m not getting in there.”
“We’ll keep the lid open. You won’t drown. We’ll be here the whole time. And I’ll use
the gentle cycle.”
“You have got to be kidding me.” Allen climbed into the washing machine. Banjo
couldn’t watch. He covered his eyes with his big paws and peeked through his fingers.
Lord Byron added some soap powder. “This is environmentally-friendly soap powder.”
“Yeah, but is it cat friendly?” Allen asked, sitting in the large washing machine with a
worried look on his face.
Lord Byron pressed a few buttons. The washing machine jerked into action and Allen
started going round and round. Slowly at first, then faster and faster until he finally hit the
spin cycle, which sent him whizzing around, like a spinning top on a merry go-round. He
had to hold on to the shaft in the middle to stop himself from being banged around the
sides.
“AAHHH! Get me out of here!” he yelled as the machine whirred louder and louder and
the soap bubbles flew all around the room.
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Edgar and Poe had forgotten how sorry they felt for their brother. They were now
rolling around in fits of laughter at the sight of pink Allen going round and round in the
washing machine. He was looking positively seasick.
The machine slowed down to a halt.
“Fine set of brothers you are. You should try sitting in there. It’s like being in a wet
tornado.”
He climbed out of the machine looking more and more like a drowned rat with barely an
ounce of meat on him. His fur stuck flat to his body. He wobbled all over the place.
“Has it changed colour?” Banjo asked, feeling guilty for Allen’s distress.
“We can’t tell until it’s dried,” Poe said. “Why don’t we put him in the dryer next.” He
laughed at the thought of seeing Allen whizzing round and round in the drier and coming
out like a massive pom-pom.
“NO!” Allen shrieked. “A towel will be fine.”
“It’s faded a little,” Lord Byron said. “I think two more goes and he’ll be back to
normal.”
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“Why can’t we just put some black dye on him to cover the pink?” Kiki asked.
“Sorry son, that won’t work. In you go, Allen.”
Allen dragged himself slowly back up and into the machine as if he had been asked to
walk the plank.
Edgar and Poe had never had so much fun watching their brother whizz around the
soapy water for another two cycles. By the time he had finished, their sides ached so much
from laughing they could barely stand straight.
“Looks like you were having fun Allen!” Edgar sputtered in between his fits of laughter.
Banjo didn’t find it funny at all. He couldn’t bear watching Allen’s face of terror as he
whizzed round and round. He went back to the house with Kiki while Edgar and Poe
continued to roll around laughing and poor Allen was still whirling like a spinning top.
Dali, being the only one who could read, gave Tiny and Titch exact instructions.
“It has to have these letters on it.” Dali scratched out “BLACK HAIR DYE” in the
soil. “And don’t forget the matching diamond bracelet and ring set in her bedroom.”






This time it was easy because Jane had gone out. After they got the right box and the
jewellery, they hurried back to the Manor House.
Banjo panted heavily as they ran up the grand driveway.
“I think we should get a car,” he said to Kiki out of breath.
Lord Byron applied the dye all over Allen. Within a few minutes he was already turning a
shiny jet black. They combed in some olive oil to sleek back his fur.
With Jane’s fake diamond bracelet on his ankle and the ring on his little finger, he really
looked the part. He looked at himself in the mirror with a smile.
“I think I like this new look.”
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“You were definitely prettier in pink,” Poe laughed. But he couldn’t laugh long because
his stomach muscles were hurting so much.
“Now for the accent,” Banjo said.
“What accent? Nobody said anything about an accent!” Allen exclaimed.
“He’s from Italy, so add a few “ah’s” and “ee’s” and “oh’s” at the end of your words.
Like this: He’s-a from-a Italia.” Allen kept practising his accent in the car on the way to the
Farmies.






“We should make a car, Kiki. Come on, how hard can it be?” Banjo pestered.
“How-a hard-a can it be-eo?” Allen mimicked him.
Allen was having fun until they arrived at the farm. Then reality hit them. If the Farmies
ever found out they were being tricked, they would be after them for the rest of his life.
“I brought this clear wire to tie around your leg.” Edgar was acting all adult-like as the
eldest brother.
“What do I need that for?”
“So if you are in any danger we can just pull you out of there. Just tug on it twice and
we’ll reel you in—I mean we’ll reel you out.”
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“Good thinking actually. That makes me feel a lot better.”
“Hopefully it will make you stop sweating as much. The hair dye obviously isn’t
permanent. It is trickling onto your face.”
Edgar wiped Allen’s face and then took him to the side like boxers do in the ring when
their coach is giving them a pep talk.
“Listen little brother. I know you can do this, I believe in you. Just think of it as one of
our campaigns on the PlayStation. Only this is a real live mission without the buttons and
you’re in actual danger. Anyways, aside from that, you play a pretty smart game so keep
your cool here. I know you can do this. So, go do it.”
“Thanks, Edgar. That’s the nicest, but also the most confusing, thing you’ve ever said to
me.”
“If all else fails, remember we have the Kung Fu cat here to help.” Poe’s words
reassured him.
They all hid in a hedge near the edge of the farm. They tied the wire around Allen’s
ankle and wished him good luck.






Allen walked around the farmyard for a few minutes looking at the haystacks and in the
tractors, but the Farmies were nowhere to be seen. He headed back towards the hedge
where the others were hiding when he spotted a light flashing from a barn about ten
metres away from him.
He moved cautiously towards the barn. There were voices coming from inside.
He peered through a crack. There were a few overturned buckets being used as tables.
Around one of the buckets were the older Farmies: Miro and Picasso.
Miro was a tabby cat with a thick black wonky line of fur above his eyebrows that made
it look like he was permanently worried. Picasso was the grand-pappy of the Farmies
family, but he was half the size of Miro and pure white. They were playing cards with three
large rats. These were the chief members of the Rat Pack as they called themselves and
they all wore sunglasses.
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At the other bucket were three younger looking cats. They looked related. They were
Percy, Bysshe and Shelley. Three streetwise triplets, ginger with white stripes. Percy was
mean looking; Bysshe a bit dopey, whereas the only girl cat, Shelley, looked like she had her
head in the clouds, permanently daydreaming. They were playing against two other
members of the Rat Pack who were also wearing sunglasses. It was the reflection of their
sunglasses that had caught Allen’s eye.






It’s now or never, he thought to himself and drew a deep breath.
“Hey-o!” He stuttered. He cleared his throat. “Hey-o there guyzeeo. What-a are you a
doin’o?”
They all stopped playing and put their cards down and folded their arms. They looked
him up and down suspiciously. Not a smile in sight. Allen was not welcome.
“Who are you and what are you doing on our property?” Picasso got up and walked
right up to Allen. Even though his little white body only came up to Allen’s waist, Allen
was still scared to death. There was something nasty in his look and mean about his face.
Allen’s knees turned to jelly.
“Oh, uh, I woza just a passin-io and thought-a I would-a stop bya.”
“Why?” Picasso sneered.
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“Well you see-a I’m-a new here and I had heard-o that you guyz like to have fun-ah and
so I thoughts that maybe you would-a like to come over to my place for a… for a
barbecueeo.”
The triplet cats clapped excitedly. “Cool!”
“That sounds great. We haven’t had a decent meal for months,” Percy said.
“You mean we’ve never had a decent meal, full stop,” grumbled a voice from behind
them. It was Munch. He was a creamy coloured cat with big bushy whiskers and droopy
eyes and a permanent frown. He was always down in the dumps. Instead of seeing the
silver lining to a situation, he’d see a grey dirty smudge.
“So what’s the deal with the meal?” Cezanne asked. He was the larger of the rats with a
high sneering voice.
“Yeah, what’s the deal with the meal?” All the other rats sneered in unison.
“Oh nothing,” Allen replied forgetting to put on his Italian accent. “Just a nice gesture.”
“There’s something fishy going on here.” Picasso was looking right up Allen’s nose. It
was very disturbing. “Yeah, something fishy. And it ain’t the kinda fish you can eat. Your
voice has changed.”
Allen was sweating now with fear. He tried to tug the wire around his foot but he
couldn’t reach it without looking suspicious. It looked more like he was doing a funny
dance or had fleas.
“Italians don’t tend to have barbecues, they have loads of stuff…like a buffet and what’s
this?”
Picasso pointed to the trickle of black that was on Allen’s face. “You’re an imposter!
Who put you up to this? What do you want here?”
Allen kicked his leg forward twice to yank the wire. The situation had turned scary now.
Just before Picasso could grab him, Allen was thrown to the floor. His brothers behind
the hedge began pulling him back.
The Farmies and the Rat Pack jumped up and chased after his body, which was being
dragged across the floor, over piles of logs and through the chicken pen. Allen was
bumping around all over the place with his face covered in mud and leaves. He looked up
and saw the Farmies chasing after him.
“Ahhh! Hurry up!” he screamed.
Percy was the fastest. He was about to grab him when Kiki suddenly appeared.
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The Farmies stopped. Allen was almost back to safety.
“Who are you?” Percy asked.
“I’m Kiki. Who are you?”
“Percy.”
“Strange name for a tough boy cat.”
“And Kiki is normal?” The Farmies laughed. “I don’t know what you and your pal’s
game is here, but it isn’t going to work.”
Kiki was as cool as a cucumber. She pulled out her bandana and slowly tied it around
her forehead.
“What are you going to do now, you scrawny little cat? Your friend has gone and we
seriously outnumber you.” Percy snarled through a wry smile.
“Just watch. You’ll see,” Kiki said calmly.
They all laughed at her. But not for long.
Kiki spun around so fast she created a mini sandstorm with the dirt. It blinded them just
enough for her to leap behind them without them noticing.
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She dealt with the rats first. She grabbed their tails. They tried to stop her, but she
moved too quickly. In a flash she had tied all their long tails together.
The mini sand storm had now cleared. Percy leapt at Kiki. She dodged out of the way
and headed for the barn. The Farmies gave chase. Once inside the barn Kiki was nowhere
to be seen.
“Find her!” Picasso ordered. “That little pest is in here somewhere.” They all looked
behind the stacks of hay and farming equipment. Miro even looked under the buckets.
Suddenly they heard the barn doors slam shut trapping them inside. Kiki pushed a
rake through the handles and headed back to the car past the confused rats who were all
still tied together by their tails.






Banjo and the others had been waiting for her in the car.
“Are you alright?” Banjo asked.
“Yes, thanks,” she said calmly taking off her bandana. “But I think we should get
out of here.”
“What did you do?” Allen asked. “You were seriously outnumbered.”
“Where are they?” Poe looked anxiously behind them as they drove off.
“Did you Kung Fu them?” Edgar asked eagerly.
“Sort of yes and sort of no,” Kiki said modestly.
“I want to watch next time.” Edgar drove them back to Sleepy Meadow at full speed
before the Farmies got loose.
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