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    Nobody Listens to Magnifico

    A Bedtime Story About Cat Theft and Street Justice in Vietnam
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    My name is Magnifico.

I live on the third-floor balcony of a very nice building on a very nice street.

I see everything from up here.

Everything.

And for weeks — weeks, I tell you — I had been trying to warn the other cats.

But did they listen?

They did not.
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    You see, I had noticed a van.

A suspicious van.

It came very slowly down the street. Very slowly indeed.

I told Noodle from the fish stall. I told Dumpling from behind the flower shop.

'Magnifico,' they said, 'you are always so dramatic.'

I am not dramatic. I am observant. There is a difference.
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    I paced my balcony every single night.

Back and forth. Back and forth.

I made very important faces.

I meowed very important meows.

My human gave me warm milk and told me to go to sleep.

But how could I sleep?

Someone had to keep watch.

And clearly, that someone was me.
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    Then one night, the police came.

There were many of them.

They were very official.

They caught twelve people — twelve! — who had been sneaking through the streets at night looking for cats who were not paying attention.

The cats who had called me dramatic were paying attention now.
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    I watched it all from my balcony.

I did not say anything.

I simply sat.

Very tall.

Very still.

Very calm.

Noodle looked up at me from the street.

Dumpling looked up at me too.

I looked back at them.

I may have blinked very slowly.

Just once.
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    The next morning, every cat on the street came to sit beneath my balcony.

They looked up at me.

I looked down at them.

Noodle said, 'Magnifico, you were right.'

Dumpling said, 'You are very wise.'

I said nothing.

Some things do not need to be said.

Though I thought them very loudly.
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    That night, all the cats of the street slept soundly.

And on the balcony above them, so did Magnifico — after one last very important look around, just to be sure.
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