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Mornings on the planet Felisya arrived slowly.

The sun, as if afraid of disturbing the sleep of every living creature, would first peek shyly from behind the mountains before scattering golden rays across the enormous waterfalls. Thousands of butterflies drifting above the rivers looked like colorful flower petals tossed into the sky. The trees were so gigantic that some owl families lived in three different neighborhoods within the same tree.

Right in the middle of this paradise stood a city where moss grew on the rooftops, the chimneys carried the scent of fish, and balls of yarn rolled freely through the streets.

Its name was...

Meowtown.

At the entrance stood a giant sign:

"Please do not run. We'll all be taking a nap soon anyway."

No one knew why the sign was there.

But everyone agreed that it was absolutely right.

Today was no ordinary day.

Today was the most important day of the year.

The Great Fish Festival.

The festival was so important that the bees had been storing honey for three months, the butterflies had written celebration poems, and the parrots had accidentally started celebrating already.

Hundreds of cats hurried around the enormous square in the center of the city.

One group hung fish-shaped flags, another decorated the stage, while the elderly cats sat doing absolutely nothing except telling the younger cats that they were doing everything wrong.

At the very center of the square stood a round hall made entirely of glass.

Inside the hall, resting upon crimson velvet cushions, was a small yet legendary treasure.

The Golden Fish.

It wasn't a real fish.

It was a statue made entirely of gold, passed down from generation to generation for centuries.

Legend claimed that anyone who looked upon it would enjoy good luck for the entire day.

Others believed that was complete nonsense.

Yet everyone still stood in line to see it.

Because it was free.

Just then, an unbelievable commotion erupted from the street.

"Meow!

Excuse me!

Sorry!

I stepped on your paw!

Wait—that wasn't your tail after all!"

A young orange-furred cat bounced through the crowd.

This was...

Pati.

Pati's greatest characteristic was his endless curiosity.

His second greatest characteristic was that everything he became curious about somehow turned into trouble.

His third characteristic was never realizing the first two.

He ran into the square.

Took a deep breath.

"Finally!"

The elderly cat beside him asked,

"Finally what?"

Pati proudly replied,

"Today, I'm going to make history."

"Do you even know how history is made?"

"I don't, but it doesn't look that difficult."

The old cat shook his head.

"Youth..."

he muttered.

Just then, a loud voice echoed across the square.

"Volunteer staff, report to the registration desk!"

Pati's eyes sparkled.

"This is my chance!"

he exclaimed.

He pushed through the crowd until he reached the desk.

Behind it sat a cat wearing glasses.

Hundreds of forms were piled in front of him.

"Your name?"

"Pati."

"Preferred assignment?"

Pati began thinking.

The job he really wanted was simple.

To hand out milk to the kitten visitors throughout the festival.

It sounded fun, and there would surely be plenty of treats.

But just as he was about to answer, someone shouted from behind,

"Hurry up! The Chief of Security position is still vacant!"

Without even looking up, the clerk replied,

"Done."

He quickly scribbled something onto the paper.

Pati blinked.

"But I haven't said anything yet."

"You have now."

"What am I?"

The clerk turned the list around.

"Chief of Security."

Pati thought for a few seconds.

"What does the Chief of Security do?"

"Protects the festival."

"Fantastic!"

"Do you have any experience?"

"Once I protected a fish in front of our house from a crow."

"Were you able to save it?"

"No."

"Did the crow take it?"

"No."

"Then who did?"

"I ate it."

The clerk stopped.

His pen remained suspended in the air.

Then he shrugged.

"You've got experience."

And he stamped the form.

Just like that, Pati officially became the Chief of Security for the festival.

He thought it sounded incredibly impressive.

He puffed out his chest.

Then whispered to himself,

"So... everyone trusts me now."

At that exact moment, a voice called from the distance.

"PATIIIIII!"

A green bush began to move.

Then it turned purple.

Then yellow.

Finally, a chameleon emerged from inside.

It was his best friend,

Limo.

He was famous for changing colors whenever he got excited.

"Where have you been?"

Pati answered with great seriousness.

"I have an important job now."

"What is it?"

"It's a secret."

"I'm your friend."

"Then it's half a secret."

"So what is it?"

"I'm the Chief of Security."

Limo's skin instantly turned blue with shock.

"You?"

"Yes."

"Really?"

"Yes."

"So... is the city safe now?"

With enormous confidence, Pati replied,

"Probably."

As the two burst into laughter, a slow voice drifted toward them.

"Waaaaaaaiiiit..."

At the end of the road appeared Turbo the Tortoise.

He held a festival invitation in one hand.

"I think I'm a little late."

Pati smiled.

"The festival hasn't even started yet."

Turbo sighed with relief.

"Wonderful."

Then he looked up at the sky.

"Maybe I'll make it to next year's festival right on time."

The three friends walked together toward the center of the square.

The crowd continued to grow.

Bees carried jars of honey, parrots shouted the same sentence for the tenth time, and butterflies danced through the air while reciting poetry.

Suddenly, every bell in the square began to ring.

The crowd fell silent.

The curtains of the glass hall slowly opened.

Sunlight streamed inside.

The legendary treasure resting upon a velvet cushion shimmered as the light struck it.

The entire square held its breath at once.

The Golden Fish stood there in dazzling splendor.

Without realizing it, Pati whispered,

"I will protect you."

At that moment, no one knew that these words would mark the beginning of the greatest—and funniest—chaos in the history of Meowtown.

The first rays of morning had just begun to fall upon the waterfalls of Meowtown.

As usual, the birds were singing, the bees were hurrying through the air so they wouldn’t be late for work, and the butterflies were performing one of their synchronized dances—something no one could fully explain, yet somehow looked incredibly elegant.

Festival Day had arrived.

Every street in the city was decorated with colorful fish-shaped flags.

Wreaths woven from moss hung from the windows of every house, and hundreds of flowers had been placed around the giant milk fountain in the center of the square.

The fish vendors had opened their shops before sunrise.

But today, no one was buying fish.

Everyone was heading toward the festival square.

Because the most important moment of the year was about to begin.

The Golden Fish would soon be unveiled to the public.

Pati had woken up very early that morning.

Actually, he hadn’t wanted to.

But he now considered himself a very important individual.

The night before, while getting into bed, he had looked into the mirror three times and addressed himself,

“Mr. Chief of Security...”

Each time, he had answered himself.

Now, a giant whistle hung around his neck.

The whistle was so enormous that it dragged along the ground whenever he walked.

When Limo saw him, he asked in astonishment,

“What is that?”

Pati proudly replied,

“Security equipment.”

“Can you blow the whistle?”

Pati tried.

But no sound came out.

A bee had crawled inside.

From within the whistle, the bee shouted,

“Could you wait a moment? I’m working in here!”

Pati turned the whistle upside down.

The bee flew out.

“Thank you,”

it said before hurrying away to work.

Limo shook his head.

“It’s only morning.”

“We’re off to a fantastic start.”

The festival square was overflowing with visitors.

Kittens climbed onto their parents’ shoulders, elderly cats explained to everyone how festivals were supposed to be celebrated, while the parrot Koko kept shouting,

“Disperse! Disperse! Free milk is being served!”

No one knew why he was saying that.

But the entire square immediately rushed toward the milk fountain.

When they discovered there was no milk there, they all walked back.

Koko was delighted.

Because everyone had heard his voice.

A long line had formed in front of the glass hall at the center of the square.

The attendants were carefully straightening the red carpet.

Professor Huu slowly approached.

He adjusted his wings.

Combed his beard.

Then spoke in a serious tone.

“When I was young, festivals like this were held as well.”

A young cat beside him asked,

“How many years ago?”

Professor Huu thought for a moment.

“I don’t remember.”

“Then did they really happen?”

Professor Huu narrowed his eyes.

“That, my young friend, is precisely what wisdom is.”

No one understood what he meant.

But everyone nodded anyway.

Exactly at nine o’clock, the great bell began to ring.

Ding... Dong... Ding...

Every conversation in the square came to an immediate stop.

An official announced loudly,

“The Golden Fish is now open for public viewing!”

Applause erupted from the crowd.

Two attendants slowly approached the glass display case.

One produced the golden key.

The other nervously adjusted his gloves.

The key turned. The lid opened. The attendant looked inside.

Then looked again. Then leaned forward. Even farther.

He was almost about to fall into the display case.

The crowd waited with growing curiosity.

Pati whispered,

“They’re working very carefully.”

Limo replied,

“I think something’s wrong.”

The attendant slowly stood upright.

His face had turned completely white.

His lips trembled.

Finally, he managed to say only two words.

“It’s... gone.”

No one understood.

The other attendant asked,

“What’s gone?”

The first attendant swallowed hard.

“The Golden Fish...”

Silence filled the square.

Then someone from the far end shouted,

“Where is it?”

The attendant answered,

“I don’t know.”

This time the entire square erupted at once.

“It’s been stolen!”

“It disappeared!”

“It flew away!”

“Fish can’t fly!”

“Maybe it worked too hard!”

“Maybe it retired!”

Only the butterfly colony remained calm.

One butterfly recited a poem:

“Yellow silence,

hid itself

inside the pocket

of a golden shadow.”

The butterfly beside him applauded.

Once again, nobody understood a single word.

Panic spread across the city in waves.

The fish vendors closed their shops.

The bees canceled their company meetings.

Meanwhile, Parrot Koko completely misunderstood the situation and began shouting,

“The festival has been canceled!”

Hundreds of











































































































































































































































































































































































































SUSPECTS
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	I took it.

	I took it.

	I took it.

	I took it.

	I took it.






















































































































































GENERAL HONEY DIRECTOR


























































































































"Honesty is the sweetest honey."
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