



    [image: ]









    [image: ]









    [image: ]









    [image: ]









    [image: ]









    [image: ]









    [image: ]









    [image: ]









    [image: ]









    [image: ]









    [image: ]









    [image: ]









    [image: ]









    [image: ]









    [image: ]









    [image: ]









    [image: ]









    [image: ]









    [image: ]









    [image: ]









    [image: ]









    [image: ]









    [image: ]









    [image: ]









    [image: ]









    [image: ]









    [image: ]









    [image: ]









    [image: ]









    [image: ]









    [image: ]









    [image: ]









    [image: ]





OPS/image28.jpg
...and by the time they had got to the feather
a big smile broke out on his face &

This was such a rare sight that the crowd went
silent with awe.

And in that silence fell the rarest sound that
Baddbaddpur had ever heard.
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“A feather? How’s that?” asked Gangubai.

“l don’t know!” whispered Pandurang.
“But don’t tell anyone.”

“Of course!” said Gangubai, and as soon as Pandurang had eaten his
lunch and gone to take a nap, she slipped out to see her neighbour

and best friend, Sakhubai.
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By the time he reached home, his head was aching, his throat
was sore and a deep furrow had settled between his eyebrows.

“What’s the matter? Why do you look like you’ve swallowed
a lemon?” asked his wife, Gangubai.

“Gangu,” whispered Pandurang hoarsely, “the strangest
thing happened today.”

“What?” asked Gangubai.
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In Baddbaddpur, it’s impossible to

keep a secret. Everyone gossips about
everything! Then one day, ill-tempered
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Pandu laughed.

He laughed and laughed till he was
rolling around on the ground.

Soon the whole village was
shrieking and roaring and
gasping with laughter.
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Imagine his surprise!

He frowned at the feather.
He scowled at the sky.

How could a feather that belonged to a bird have entered his throat?
He could not understand it at all.

After a while, he set off again towards the village.

But every few minutes, he stopped, looked at the sky, shook his head,
and cleared his throat.
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“A bird? How’s that?” asked Sakhubai.
“l don’t know!” said Gangubai.
“But don’t tell anyone.”

“Of course!” said Sakhubai, and as soon as Gangubai had left, she
went to visit her mother-in-law on the other side of the village.
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“You know our old Pandu, that one?
The grumpy chap, Gannya Bhau's son?
He swallowed a forest in town -

I'm telling the truth, don’t frown!

Sakhu, my niece-in-law,

Told Tai, my sister, she saw

The forest of trees in his jaw

With birds going “chirrup” and “caw!”

When he opened his mouth to say “Hi!”
All the birds started to fly!”

“A whole forest? How’s that?”

“l don’t know! But don'’t tell anyone.”
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Pandu opened his mouth and he yawned.
There was a murmur of disappointment.

Suddenly, someone in the crowd shouted,

“Aiy Pandu! Say something!” Pandu scowled
harder. The furrow on his forehead grew so
deep that if you filled it with
water, you could sail a

“Where’s the forest?”
“Where are the tigers?”

“Where’s the flock?”

“Where’s the bird?”

“Where’s the feather?”

“Where’s the...”
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“Sakhu!” she whispered through the gate. “Come here, | have
to tell you something. The strangest thing happened today.”

“What?” asked Sakhubai.

“It’s the strangest thing I've heard -
My husband coughed out a bird!
When he tried to talk,

It flew out like a word!

When he tried to sing,

it flapped out like a song!

A bird out of his mouth!

I think something is wrong!”
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“l was coming from the town,
From the town,

From the town,

It was warm and

beautiful weather.

When suddenly | coughed -
Cough! Cough!

Cough! Cough!

And out came a white,
downy feather!”
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They had nothing much to do most of the time. So they talked and gossiped and told tall tales.
Some of the tales they told were so tall that if you put them one on top of the other they would
reach the stars.






OPS/image23.jpg
When Pandu appeared at the door, a gasp passed through the
crowd. The people were waiting for him to say something so
that they could see the flocks of birds flying out of his mouth.






OPS/navtoc.xhtml


    

    Table of Contents





    

    		

        Page 1

    



    		

        Page 2

    



    		

        Page 3

    



    		

        Page 4

    



    		

        Page 5

    



    		

        Page 6

    



    		

        Page 7

    



    		

        Page 8

    



    		

        Page 9

    



    		

        Page 10

    



    		

        Page 11

    



    		

        Page 12

    



    		

        Page 13

    



    		

        Page 14

    



    		

        Page 15

    



    		

        Page 16

    



    		

        Page 17

    



    		

        Page 18

    



    		

        Page 19

    



    		

        Page 20

    



    		

        Page 21

    



    		

        Page 22

    



    		

        Page 23

    



    		

        Page 24

    



    		

        Page 25

    



    		

        Page 26

    



    		

        Page 27

    



    		

        Page 28

    



    		

        Page 29

    



    		

        Page 30

    



    		

        Page 31

    



    		

        Page 32

    



    		

        Page 33

    



    



    



OPS/image15.jpg
A lree grew inside Pandu’s mouth -
It grew and grew and grew and grew!
And on that tree, there came to nest
A flock of birds, full sixty-two!

BéBya!" she shouted to her brother. “Do you know? The
strangest thing happened today!”

And when Pandu opened his mouth,
They flew and flew and flew and flew!
“What?” asked Babya grumpily. He had just been about to eat I barely can believe the tale,

the mango in his dream. But Sakhu saw it - so it’s true!”






OPS/image31.jpg
Anushka Ravishankar studied mathematics but is now

a well-known Indian children’s writer, with over ten books of verse, fiction, and
non-fiction to her credit. Her special talent is nonsense verse. She brilliantly
adapts this difficult genre to Indian English usage without a false note.

Kanyika Kini graduated in communication design from the Srishti School of
Art, Design & Technology in Bangalore, India. She is deeply committed to
sustainable design and traditional art. She now lives in Munich and freelances
as a designer and illustrator.
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“A tree with nests full of birds? How’s that?”

“l don’t know! But don’t tell anyone.”

1”7

“Of course!” said Babya, and as soon as his sister had left, he went to a tea shop where
Ramu and Lakhya were drinking a cup of strong masala chai.

“Aiy Ramu! Lakhya!” he grunted. “Do you know? The strangest thing happened today!”
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Deep in the Sahyadri mountains, there was a
village called Baddbaddpur. The village was in
the middle of a green forest where there grew
the most delicious fruits and vegetables. The

people were prosperous and happy.
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2 ! ot up and went to the door.
His wife, Ga gu, was standing there, talking to what

Iooked hke the whole village. In fact, it was the whole

: i : f old man who hadn't heard the

home calling for his supper.
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“My friend Gangu,
who lives over there,
Told me something
that made me stare!

She said her husband
had gone out of town,
And when he came back,
guess what she found?”

“Sasubai!” she called out to her mother-in-law.
“Do you know? The strangest thing happened today!”

“What?” asked her mother-in-law.
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“STOP!” shouted Pandu.
“WILL SOMEONE

TELL ME WHAT’S
GOING ON?”
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Pandurang, meanwhile, tired from the effort of having spat
a feather, was fast asleep. His mouth was open, a horrible
snoring came from deep within his nose, and his stomach
heaved up and down, keeping time to the snores.

Suddenly, his sleep was disturbed by the sound of voices.
Pandurang disliked human voices.
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And even today, everyone in Baddbaddpur talks about the
day that Pandu spat out a feather and laughed till he cried.

)

Everyone, except one deaf old man who went to sleep
without his supper.
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“We heard that in your mouth were beasts of every kind. We heard that when you speak, the birds all fly right out.

Yes, we thought we'd find beasts of every kind. Yes, out of your mouth we heard that birds fly out.
We heard that there were leopards, tigers, wolves, and bears. Well, at least we thought that we would see one bird.
We thought we’d see them there, tigers, wolves, and bears. Yes, with every word, we thought you'd spit a bird.

We also heard there was a flock of flying birds. If not a whole big bird, we thought we'd see a feather.
Yes, this is what we heard, that there’s a flock of birds. We're waiting for it, brother, let’s see you spit a feather!”
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Pandurang often went down to the town in the plains
to sell the fruits that grew in his backyard.

One day, as he was returning from town, he had a
sudden coughing fit.

He coughed and coughed.

Something seemed to be stuck in
his throat.

So he coughed and coughed again,
and spat out a feather.
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Naturally, people began to head for Pandurang’s house to see this
wonderful sight.

They forgot all about his grumpiness and his bad temper in their
eagerness to see the things growing and birds flying out of his mouth.
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“What, what?” asked Sasubai, her head ready to burst with curiosity.

“A flock of white birds

were flying right out

of her husband Pandurang’s
wide open mouth!”

“A flock of birds?
How’s that?”

“I don’t know! But don’t tell anyone.”
“Of course!” said her mother-in-law, and as soon as Sakhubai had

left, she went to her brother, who was lying under a guava tree
and dreaming of mangoes.
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Pandu listened to them with a deep frown on his face.
But with each outrageous line, his frown got lighter and lighter...
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