[bookmark: _GoBack]Our friends had a grey parrot that went by the name Jaco. He was very proficient at simulating the human speech (of both genders, mind you), perfectly copied the smoker’s cough of a certain long-gone old man, shocking the people who were aware of his undue departure. The bird especially loved assaulting cat Musya, yelling different commands with its owner’s voice.  Once upon a time, the parrot almost made her wither away by consistently fending her off the food, yelling “I didn’t ask for anchovies on top, you idiot!” at top of its voice every time she as much as looked at the general direction of the bowl. Only when the friends found out about the parrot’s misdemeanors was she able to have a bite; the parrot, on the other hand, had felt a burden of solitary confinement upon it, as the cage was relocated to a less popular part of the flat. That didn’t stop his gimmicky maneuvers, though: every time the cat strolled into the bedroom, where the cage was now, he wailed: “Another one bites the dust!”, most likely inspired by my friend’s amateur attempts at immortalizing Freddie Mercury’s music. After the wails, it broke out in demonic coughing, and crowned its performance by either “Bam!” or “Snap, son!” source of which was unidentified. That resulted in cat being stressed out even further, and yet another relocation of Jaco’s dwelling. But even from the most distant part of the flat, the study room, it still managed to terrorize the poor Musya. It has done so by first imitating the hospitable tone of the housewife, and then, when innate curiosity made the cat forget the previous terrors and peek into the room, bursting into a violent buzzing sound loosely resembling the honk, but produced by a tanker rather than a measly car. If the cat was not spooked enough, which it usually was, Jaco was sure to follow up by more soul-scratching coughing. The owners heavily considered their options, and Jaco has fallen victim to its ruses: it now keeps company to pigeons and sparrows on the street. So, if you happen to hear a horrendous cough or a ramble about pizza toppings, instead of looking around, look up: shining through the branches, you just may find a motley jabot of a bird that proved to be too much of a commitment. 
