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  Foreword



Foreword to the 2025 edition




Table Number 7 (The Comedy of Affairs) first appeared in English in 2019, having originally been written in Bengali nearly two decades earlier. After being out of circulation for several years, this novella now returns in a fully revised 2025 edition, presented by ZH Publishing, United Kingdom.

Set in Dhaka in the early 2000s, the story follows the comic entanglements of a young man who attempts to juggle four love affairs at once, only to find himself trapped in a web of absurd coincidences, social mishaps, and hilarious confrontations. While the setting is distinctly Bangladeshi, the humour is universal. Readers anywhere in the world will recognise the timeless farce of a self-styled “Romeo” undone by his own schemes.

The novella is also an affectionate portrait of Dhaka at the turn of the century. Its restaurants, parks, and street life form the backdrop to encounters that are both playful and satirical. Local dialects such as the lively speech of Noakhali rickshaw-pullers or the bold cadences of Old Dhaka carry a cultural flavour that resists direct translation. Although these voices cannot be perfectly replicated in English, this edition strives to convey their humour, rhythm, and vitality to an international readership.

Readers may also notice certain cultural habits unfamiliar outside South Asia, for example, addressing strangers as “Brother,” “Sister,” or “Uncle,” as a gesture of respect and informality. Such customs, along with the eccentric charm of local slang, are preserved here as part of the novel’s character and comic texture.

This 2025 revision has been carefully prepared to maintain the spirit of the original while presenting it in a narrative style more accessible to today’s readers. Dialogue has been refined, pacing sharpened, and the comedy polished for international standards, all without losing the local humour and charm that give the story its unique identity.

In the end, Table Number 7 is both a satire of youthful mischief and a celebration of the resilience of humour across languages and cultures. We are delighted to bring it back to the market, and we invite readers, whether discovering it for the first time or returning after many years, to sit at Table Number 7 and share in the laughter once again.




ZH Publishing, United Kingdom, October 2025







  Preface



Note on the time period




The story takes place in Dhaka in 2001, a city already bursting with people, rickshaws, and honking horns, but still moving a notch slower than the Dhaka of today. Phones were mostly landlines, the heavy plastic kind that rang like alarm bells. Mobile phones had just begun to appear, but only in the hands of the well-off or the show-offs. They weren’t smartphones, they were “dumb phones”, no apps, no internet, just calls, texts, and maybe the snake game if you were lucky. Owning one was less about communication and more about showing off at tea stalls.

Romance existed, but publicly it had to sneak around. Parks were the unofficial dating apps of the era. Ramna Park was one of the most — if not the most — favourite meeting grounds, right in the city centre. Benches there doubled as confession booths, and one nosy uncle could end a love affair faster than you could say “caught red-handed.”

Fashion was in transition. Some young people copied Bollywood heroes and MTV hairstyles, while others stayed proudly traditional. Liza might wear a bodycon dress, Twinkle liked to mix modern touches, but Ruma and Anjuman stuck to Jamdani sarees and salwar kameez, proof that Dhaka in 2001 was a catwalk where old and new walked side by side, sometimes glaring at each other.

The soundtrack of the city came from its dialects. Old Dhaka spoke like it was permanently winning an argument, Noakhali rickshaw-pullers turned even heartbreak into comedy, and everyone else filled the air with cricket scores, tea gossip, and the occasional scandalous slap.

That was Dhaka at the start of the century, no malls, no Wi-Fi, still mostly landlines, but plenty of chaos, comedy, and contradictions, the perfect stage for this story.




Cultural glossary 




Mamu: Literally “maternal uncle.” In Bangladesh, everyone is your mamu, except your actual maternal uncle, who is probably still hiding from family loans. A tea-seller will call you mamu as he pours your cup, not because you are family but because it is the cheapest way to create instant intimacy. Walk down a street in Dhaka and you can collect more relatives in five minutes than Facebook ever gave you in five years.

Jamdani: Bangladesh’s national pride and the Rolls-Royce of fabrics. It’s muslin so fine it looks like mist stitched with flowers. Wearing jamdani at a wedding is not about fashion, it’s about showing that your bank account is still alive after paying the weaver.

Rickshawala: Gladiators of Dhaka’s traffic. They pedal three-wheeled art galleries decorated with Bollywood heroes, roses, and random slogans like “Love is Life, But Life is Cricket.” They hear more secrets than priests, but unlike priests, they might repeat them for a free paan.

Cha-wala (Tea Hawker): The walking Wi-Fi hotspot of early-2000s Dhaka. For two coins you got tea, gossip, breaking news, fake news, and a roast of your haircut, all in one cup. Many hawkers were kids lugging kettles bigger than themselves, sprinting like Olympic athletes through parks and bus stands. Adults sold tea too, but the children came with extra sarcasm, served free of charge.

Old Dhaka (Puran Dhaka): The city’s four-hundred-year-old theatre, where even buying onions sounds like Shakespeare performed at double speed. Alleys so narrow even a mosquito has to ask permission, rooftops full of pigeons that behave like mafia bosses, and a dialect delivered with the confidence of someone who will win every argument, even if they lose it.

New Dhaka: The expanding younger cousin of Old Dhaka. In 2001, it didn’t yet have glass towers or shiny malls, just new apartment blocks, half-built roads, and hopeful billboards promising “modern living” where cows still grazed nearby. To Old Dhaka natives it was immigrant land, full of newcomers trying to be posh while still drying fish on balconies. A place where the future was under construction, with dust included free of charge.

Noakhali Dialect: Musical, rolling, and so unintentionally funny that even divorce arguments can sound like love songs. A Noakhali rickshaw-puller can tell you his wife has run away, and you’ll still giggle before offering condolences.

Old Dhaka Dialect: Words spoken like rapid-fire bullets, laced with swagger and confidence. Even a simple “How much for onions?” can sound like the start of a war epic. Speakers of Old Dhaka dialect argue with such speed and certainty that outsiders usually give up, not because they are wrong, but because they’ve been drowned in verbal fireworks. Bold, brash, and unstoppable, the sound of a city that never admits defeat.

Ramna Park: Dhaka’s offline dating app. Joggers, poets, pickpockets, and lovers all swiped benches instead of screens. No Wi-Fi, no data packs, but plenty of risks: one nosy uncle could “report” you to your parents faster than any push notification.

High Court / Magistrate Court: Where law meets stand-up comedy. Judges philosophise, lawyers perform like actors, and random hangers-on clap as if watching a live theatre show. Sometimes justice is served; always entertainment is guaranteed.

Saree: Six yards of fabric that can transform a woman into a goddess, an office worker, or a magician who hides house keys and money in folds no thief can find. The saree is both armour and advertisement, depending on the pleats.

Salwar Kameez: The national multitasker, modest, graceful, and practical enough for weddings, exams, or running for the last bus. Comes with a dupatta (scarf) that doubles as sunshade, shawl, or weapon against unwanted hands.

CNG / Baby Taxi: Dhaka’s favourite three-wheeled rattlebox, painted green and powered by gas, courage, and the driver’s mood.

Paan: Betel leaf stuffed with areca nut and lime paste, chewed for its buzz and spat out to decorate pavements with red abstract art. Bangladesh’s answer to chewing gum, it is addictive, messy, and considered romantic if shared.

Misti: Bengali sweets like roshogolla and sandesh. More than sugar, they are currency for apologies, bribes, love confessions, and cushioning disasters. One bite and you forgive your worst enemy (until the sugar crash). 

“Boss”/ “Don”: Not your office manager, but the neighbourhood tough guy who collects respect like rent. Every alley has one, armed with muscle, moustache, and exaggerated swagger.

Uncle/Auntie Culture: In Bangladesh, strangers instantly become relatives. Older strangers are Uncle or Auntie, younger ones are Bhai (brother) or Apa (sister), and very old ones are Grandpa/Grandma. It’s less about family, more about giving everyone the right to scold you.

Cricket Obsession: Not just a sport, but Bangladesh’s unofficial national religion. Matches are discussed like family scandals, and a sixer can erase a week of bad news. In 2001, cricket scores were carried around like sacred mantras — students whispered them in class, rickshaw-pullers debated them in traffic, and lovers even slipped them into sweet talk. If you didn’t know the latest score, you basically weren’t Bangladeshi.

New Market: Built in 1954, this was Dhaka’s go-to shopping maze long before malls had elevators. In the 2000s, it was still one of the busiest spots in the city where you could buy a bag, a biology book, and bad decisions in one trip. It’s noisy, crowded, and somehow eternal. Still standing today, a little older, a little louder, and just as unforgettable.







Prologue: 

Number 7, Love is Heaven




Among his closest friends, he was known by the outrageous nickname “Number 7, Love is Heaven.” Most others simply called him Romeo. He was, indeed, Romeo—handsome, charming, in his late twenties, with a good job and far too much freedom for his own good.

That freedom had blossomed into something his friends jokingly called his Romeo-ness. He thrived on flirtation, on adventures of the heart, and, more dangerously, on juggling several women at once.

The number 7 was his obsession. No one quite knew why. Perhaps astrology, perhaps numerology, perhaps just whimsy. He insisted on arranging meetings on the 7th, 14th, 21st, or 28th of each month. He counted out his tennis balls in multiples of 7. Even ordinary things—7 apples, 7 cups of tea—gave him an odd sense of satisfaction. His friends soon shortened his nickname to the simpler Number 7, and the name stuck. 

It was, therefore, more than fitting that the story you are about to read began on Table Number 7, in a restaurant in Dhaka, on 7 July 2001. Romeo would have preferred the even neater symmetry of 7/7/2007, but fate had other ideas. Perhaps that tiny disruption of rhythm, the wrong year, was enough to tilt his charmed life into chaos.

And so, at Table Number 7, on that sticky summer afternoon, events unfolded that would transform his carefree adventures into a whirlwind of comedy and calamity.

What happened that day? Let us begin.
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Ramna Park was the breathing space of Dhaka, a green escape for an overcrowded city gasping for air. Beneath its banyan trees, among the flocks of crows and geese on the lake, students skipped classes, couples whispered promises, and office workers came to remember there was still such a thing as shade. At its centre stood the Ramna Park Restaurant, a place where tea, gossip, and love affairs all cost about the same: cheap, but risky.

Romeo had been there many times before. And, of course, he always asked for the same table, Table Number 7. If it wasn’t free, he would sulk like a child denied his toy. Sometimes he even booked it weeks in advance, as if the number 7 painted on a Formica table carried divine meaning.

This afternoon, however, it was not Romeo but a young woman who sat at Table 7. Liza. Early twenties, modern, bold. She wore a red bodycon dress with capped sleeves, her nails painted the same scarlet as her lips. A glass of lemon water sweated on the table beside her as she stirred it idly with a straw. She was restless, not because the lake outside wasn’t pretty, geese with their goslings floated by, as if modelling tranquillity, but because her fiancé was late.

Then another young woman hurried in. Ruma. Also in her early twenties, but cut from a different cloth, literally. She wore a turquoise Jamdani saree, delicate and traditional, a matching bindi dotting her forehead. Shy, hesitant, she
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