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Chapter 1 – “Olleh, I’m Paco!”

[image: ]


On the edge of a small, sunny town stood a tall palm tree that swayed and rustled whenever the breeze passed by. High on one of the branches perched a parrot—not an ordinary parrot, but one with feathers as green as fresh grass, a golden beak that gleamed in the sun, and a voice that made everyone tilt their heads in confusion.

His name was Paco.

“Olleh! Olleh!” he squawked loudly one bright morning.

A group of children walking to school stopped and stared up at him.
“Did he just say... ‘Olleh’?” one boy asked.
“I think he meant ‘Hello,’ but it was backwards,” a girl giggled.
Indeed, Paco had a curious gift—or perhaps a curious problem. He never spoke like other parrots. While most parrots copied human words perfectly, Paco said every single word backwards.

Instead of “Good morning,” he would say, “Gninrom doog!”
Instead of “Apple,” he would chirp, “Elppa!”
The townsfolk never quite knew what to make of him.

Some laughed.
Some scratched their heads.
And some, like poor Mr. Crumble the baker, grew very frustrated when Paco tried to speak to them.
But Paco didn’t mind. He puffed out his chest proudly, flapped his wings, and shouted his backwards words for all to hear.

That morning, as Paco practiced his favourite phrase—“Yppah yad!” (“Happy day!”)—a small girl stopped beneath his tree. She had curly brown hair tied with a red ribbon, a satchel slung over her shoulder, and bright eyes that twinkled with curiosity.

Her name was Lila.

“Wait a minute...” she said softly. “Did you just say ‘Happy day,’ only... backwards?”

Paco tilted his head. “Yppah yad!” he squawked again.

Lila gasped. “You did! I get it—I just have to flip your words around!”

The parrot blinked, surprised. No one had ever really understood him before.

“You understand me?” he asked—or rather, “Em dnatsrednu uoy?”

Lila laughed. “Yes! I just turn your words around in my head. Oh, this is fun!”

From that day on, Lila became Paco’s very first true friend—the only person in town who could speak his backwards language. And Paco, who had always felt a little misunderstood, finally felt seen.

“Em evah a dneirf!” he chirped happily.
Lila grinned. “Yes, Paco. You have a friend.”
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Chapter 2 – The Bakery Blunder
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The next morning, Paco decided to show off his special talent.

“Em nac klat!” he squawked, which of course meant, “I can talk!” He spread his wings and soared toward the center of town, with Lila skipping after him.

The smell of freshly baked bread drifted through the air. They had arrived at Mr. Crumble’s Bakery, the busiest shop in town. The baker, a round, jolly man with flour dusting his cheeks, was bustling about, pulling trays of golden loaves from the oven.

Paco’s eyes sparkled. He loved shiny things, but he also loved food—and today, he wanted a loaf of warm bread.

He hopped onto the counter and announced, “Daerb, esaelp!”

Mr. Crumble froze, his big belly jiggling as he turned. “What on earth did that bird just say?”

“Daerb, esaelp!” Paco repeated.

“Da... erb? Erb?” Mr. Crumble scratched his head. “Is he asking for herbs? Basil? Thyme?”

The customers in the shop began to giggle.
“No, no, I think he wants a broom!” one lady suggested.
“Maybe he’s asking for a chair,” another man guessed.
Paco squawked louder. “DAERB, ESAELP!”

And with that, he flapped his wings so hard that flour puffed into the air like a snowy cloud. Rolls tumbled off the shelves, a pie slid off the counter, and someone sneezed so loudly the whole shop shook.

“Bless you!” cried another customer.

“STOP! STOP!” Mr. Crumble shouted, waving his arms in a panic. “What is it, you noisy bird?!”

Finally, Lila rushed inside, coughing through the flour dust.
“He’s saying ‘bread, please,’ Mr. Crumble! He just talks backwards!”
Mr. Crumble blinked. “Bread? That’s what all this fuss was about?”

“YEKAC!” Paco squawked.

“Oh no...” Lila sighed. “That’s ‘CAKEY!’ He wants cake now.”

The customers burst out laughing, some clutching their sides. Even Mr. Crumble couldn’t help but chuckle as he handed Paco a tiny piece of sponge cake.

“Well,” the baker said, shaking his head, “I suppose a backwards parrot is better than no parrot at all.”

Paco gobbled the cake with a triumphant “Mmmm!” and Lila smiled. She could already tell—life with Paco was going to be full of funny chaos.

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Chapter 3 – Tortoise Translations
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The next afternoon, Paco perched on Lila’s shoulder as she strolled through the park. The sunshine warmed the grass, and the air smelled of daisies and fresh-cut hay. Children were flying kites, a dog chased after a stick, and—slowly, very slowly—Tiko the Tortoise was munching on clover.

Tiko was one of the oldest animals in town. His shell was patterned with swirls of brown and gold, and his wrinkled face wore a permanent look of deep thought—even when he was only deciding whether to eat another bite of grass.

“Evol eht nos gnihsinus,” Paco squawked suddenly.

Lila giggled. “He said, ‘The sun is shining, love.’”

Tiko lifted his head and blinked. “Hmm? Did I hear correctly? Did the bird say... ‘glove the onion singing’?”

Lila laughed so hard she almost fell over. “No, Tiko! He talks backwards. You have to flip the words.”

Tiko chewed thoughtfully. Chomp. Chew. Swallow. Then he nodded, very, very slowly. “Ahhh, I see. Backwards, you say? That explains everything.”

Paco puffed his chest proudly. “Yppah ot em ees uoy!”

Lila translated quickly: “He said, ‘Happy to see you!’”

But Tiko frowned. “No, no... I’m quite certain he said, ‘Snappy tree shoe glue.’”

Paco tilted his head. “Eug!”

“See? Glue!” Tiko insisted.

Lila shook her head, laughing until her sides hurt. “Oh, Tiko. You might be wise, but you’re a terrible translator.”

Still, Tiko wanted to help. All afternoon, he tried repeating Paco’s phrases, but every time he mixed them up.

When Paco said, “Kool ta eht yks!” (“Look at the sky!”),
Tiko translated, “Cook the pie.”
When Paco said, “Nod nom!” (“Nom nom!”),
Tiko translated, “No, Mom.”
And when Paco squawked, “Ybeyb!” (“Bye-bye!”),
Tiko proudly announced, “Baby!”
By the time the sun began to set, everyone in the park was laughing so hard they had hiccups.

Lila patted Paco’s feathers. “Don’t worry, Paco. Even if Tiko gets it wrong, at least people are listening.”

Paco flapped his wings and shouted, “Evol ti!”

Lila smiled. “Yes, Paco. We love it.”
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Chapter 4 – The Mayor’s Big Speech
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A week later, excitement buzzed through the town like bees in a flower garden. Banners were being strung across streets, musicians tuned their instruments, and children practiced tossing confetti. The annual Sunshine Parade was coming!

Mayor Wigglesworth, a plump man with a tall hat and a love for long speeches, stood proudly on the town hall steps. “This will be the grandest parade our town has ever seen!” he declared, twirling his mustache. “There will be balloons, marching bands, floats... and perhaps even a special announcement.”

The crowd cheered.

Lila stood among them with Paco on her shoulder. The parrot squawked happily, “Edarap enihsnus!”

A little boy tugged his mother’s sleeve. “What did the bird just say?”

The mayor turned, beaming. “Ah yes, the famous backwards parrot! Why, what a perfect way to open my speech! Come, Paco, come!”

Before Lila could stop him, Paco flew to the podium and landed on the microphone. He puffed out his feathers proudly.

“Yppah edarap yad!” he shouted.

The loudspeakers echoed his squawk across the square.

The townsfolk gasped.
“What did he say?”
“Something about... a bad day?”
“No, I think he said, ‘Trap the hay!’”
The mayor’s eyes bulged. “Did he just warn us of... hay traps?”

Paco flapped his wings again. “Mrots gnimoc!”

The crowd screamed. “He said ‘Storm coming!’ A storm is coming!”

People began to scatter, covering their heads as if rain would pour down any second. Vendors closed their stalls, musicians dropped their instruments, and one
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