


Bo looked around the city. !

It was grungy.
It was dirty.
And it was grey.

It was perfect.
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Nobody questioned his rule.
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Nobody wanted him here.

S0 s BLNERE

§ Moty et

Not the rats.
‘TFhey hated his dancing..



But chaos spreads.

And chaos in Bo Town was unacceptable.
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Something had to
be done.

So Bo made a plan.



Mango would have to be less colorful.

And less loud.
And definitely less chaotic. \

He would have to stop eating t’rash
Stop singing.
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No more dancing. %
No more chasingpigeons.
And definitely no mor

No talkingto strangers.

No talking to cats. i
No talking to traffic lights.
. . - = - -
No shiny things.
No sudden noises. v
No surpri |
prises. | g
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No questions. |
No excitement. r 4 P
No fun. Pte rd
o/
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And absolutely stop yelling at the rats.

eriding scooters.
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Mango just
needed to stop
being Mango.

B R e Easy-peasy.
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Only it wasn't easy.
Or peasy.

Bo almost walked away.

That would have been easy.
And peasy.




The pigeons noticed. R R = s, N ~< And pigeons don'’t like different.
Bright birds don’t stay hidden. N : : L R Or chaos.
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Bo saw the circle forming.

Saw the feathers puffing.

Saw Mango trying to look brave.
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\ ‘And he sxghed |

Nobody. Not even the pigeons.




Bo stepped forward.

city. His rﬁle.-

~ And Mango was his, too. . ..

‘-...‘._ R - His problem.




Then he heard a small voice.

I can leave.



Bo sighed. 3
This was still Bo Town. ’}

His city. His rules. _"

And Bo decided who stayed.

“Stay,” he said.
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t differently now.
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