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Sukumar Roy (1887 — 1923)

Sukumar Roy, one of the greatest writers and illustrators in the history of Bengali literature,
was born in 1887. Swift minded, he synthesized words and images. Unfortunately, his literary
style is very difficult to translate. Satyajit made an effort to put into English some verses from
"The King of Bombardia”, from the book, Abol-Tabol. At nine, Sukumar emerged an author in
print. When he was a student at Presidency College, he created the home-based Nonsense
Club with membership open to those with a flair for the ridiculous, practical joking and, most
of all, acting. He became the joint Secretary of Sadharan Brahmo Samaj in 1914. By the time
his son Satyajit was born he was attacked by the bacteria of the then fatal disease of
blackwater fever. Yet he continued to write. His wit remained unimpaired. Persistently he
continued to bring out "Sandesh", the children magazine. The famous work 'Abol Tabol" was
published just 9 days before his death.

Satyajit Ray (1921 — 1992)

Satyajit Ray was an Indian filmmaker and among the dozen or so great masters of world
cinema, is known for his humanistic approach to cinema. He made his fiims in Bengali, a
language spoken in West Bengal, the eastern state of India, and Bangladesh. In 1992,
Satyajit Ray received the honorary Academy Award ©A.M.P.A.S. ® - Lifetime Achievement.
Satyajit Ray is perhaps the most well known Indian filmmaker to the Western world. Satyaijit
Ray wrote over forty fiction and non-fiction books in Bengali. Many of Ray’s screenplays too
have been published in Bengali. Only a handful of them are available in English. Satyajit Ray
had the inborn affection towards writing as the son of Sukumar Roy and grandson of
Upendrakishore. The sense of dignity and independence and the capacity to find pleasure in
individuality was exactly the kind of environment where Satyajit got a chance to excel.
Satyajit's literary career was intimately associated with “Sandesh”. “Sandesh” - a colorful
periodical for children was first published by Upendrakishore in May 1913 and draws the
string between three generations of Ray family, Upendrakishor, Sukumar, Subinoy (Sukumar
Roy’s brother) & Satyajit. The magazine carried some of the early writings & sketches by
Sukumar Ray.
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English Translation by Satyajit Ray

THE KING OF BOMBARDIA

In the land of Bombardia
The customs are peculiar

The King, for instance, advocates
Gilded frames for chocolates

While the Queen — Who goes to bed
With pillows strapped round her head —
Insists her brothers specialise

In sticking nails in custard pies.

On moonlit night the Bombardian —
His eyes all painted vermillion
Keeps his silver pocket watch
Immersed in boiling butter scotch
And if by chance he catches cold
He somersaults (if not too old).

Musicians there — a sturdy lot

Use woollen wrappers when its hot
And the scholar propagates

Pasting bills on balding pates.
When the King sits on the throne
He starts hee - hawing in baritone
And on his lap the P Minister

Just sits and beast a canister.

(The throne you know they decorate
With bottles of bicarbonate).

The King's old aunt (an autocrat)

Hits pumpkins with her cricket bat
While Uncle loves to dance Mazurkas
Wearing garlands strung with hookaha.

All of which though mighty queer
Is natural in Bombardia.
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i 5= THE MISSING WHISKERS

They always knew the Boss babu
To be a gentle fellow

What happens if he in a jiffy
Turns all blue and yellow?

SIE @ @I WLMF I (8 FAE SIS ?
sy fece = cisTcTeticst cemi==ifs cee,

@=FeTl 97 RNRINGE =i coiceT= cwe=t ! He was seated in his chair

STee TCS T© N BCS CGIB w6 o=, Relaxed and free from care,

ETI0 CEN, ““cAEN CAlES, SIS K coieT 7 Indulging in his post-meridian nap,
SI2 W 8 vy Tics, ¢ =t S Ayfere, When without a warning,

BT qCET, CHINCS (AT STLCACS SfeT> |7 In the midde of his yawning,

[ A, s‘]f\Wﬁ sfa=s wce ca=gf=, Something right inside him seemed to snap.

T RICP, “eea === it foreare= pf With muffled cries he rolled his eyes

coif=r == C‘” ! TS AT L She =¥ ey 2 And threw his arms about,

ColT=F el ¢S coNfN ey, Fefs a<s afs | "Alas I'm sick. Come save me quick"

=3 e g_e |e, 1= 6] "=, Was what he sputtered out.

TG ol =N B, =%l = =0 =1 |

TFCS e, CSCE (e, 506 I sfw, They heard him and they all began

“IIeEl AT T GIfFcd, 39 TIBIeEs Bfa | To cluster round the stricken man
<= BIBT =iTe= BT =Hiee= <= sr==T, And pondered on the safest plan.

“au= ol coT MNTST S == A | To bring him o his senses.

“@ coifer Aftr SsE T Ul Co oA SR - 'I'-I(?a” the pOHC‘?d" "Ho — the Vet' ,

= o= = is partner said, "He seems upset”

éri?t:::’[ = ) =i 5 \9%'_62[ \; ~ "Bgt cgreful he might bite yet"

. ) S =1s |;3m\9 =N ) Said his amanuensis.

ST But Boss Babu — his face all red and swollen —

‘NPT @3 SmRRcETl, s —ifeT o=,  Now declared, "My moustache has bean stolen”.
il P! C T coe esl = o "Stol hiskers?" th Il cried
“BCoR A QB [ICBICRT CoT=F wea Y= 15, o'en whiskers - Iney all cried,

"The Babu must be pacified”

FRESTE T[S ¢ il faem 5ife | And so they held a mirror to his face.
“CAllFCE I CSINE SF - et =5 sieat "There sir", they said "You see

&1 2 Your whiskers where they used to be
“coifora =NfS coifora oY, it e == Who would dare to put you in disgrace?"
@~ )

Babu now began to scream
"You dunder heads, | would not dream

Of ever wearing whiskers so outrageous.
They make me look a shaggy butcher
Know this — in the near future

| ought to — no, | must reduce your wages.
This he did. And then at random
He composed a memorandum

Herewith quoted (minus appendages).

If you think your employees

Deserve your love - correction please:
They don't. They're fools. No commonsense.
They're full or crass incompetence.
The ones in my establishment
Deserve the highest punishment.
They show their cheek in not believing
Whiskers lend themselves to thieving
Their moustaches, | predict,

Will soon be mercilessly picked;

And when that happens they will know
What Man is to Moustachio:

Man is slave, Moustache is master,
Losing which Man meets disaster!
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RS STEW MUCH

e
?ﬂ%" = R Toe, STersee, (PI=E=e ;i =), A duck once met a porcupine; they formed a
T CAF BTSN ST st = lm corporation
T R oRCA - 1I=AN % ‘*EF == - Which called itself a Porcuduck (a beastly
configuration)!
1%’:” e ﬁi?ﬂ?iﬁ‘ RIS RIS “Tﬁﬁ I A stork to a turtle said, "Let's put my head upon your
;s CATET CRCE C=Ied feeail == <FI5T =% 2 torso;
A BT CHICE TBeT =1 T 3 =i, o We who are so pretty now, as Stortle would be more
Sif1eT Rere wice, «co Jeot S ¢ ey S sol
ferac=s=r > =13 =7Icy =B giEcs, *{a-iw"'r The Iizla.rd with the parrot's head thought: Taking to
.%dm Tefpoed oe «f9 1s ST?I% Sfecs | If Tf(tae?;/lg;rs of eating worms is absolutely silly.
D IGE s < @ wamest *=@# A prancing goat - one wonders why - was driven by a

W%Fﬂtﬁ N TOSIAT G 27 o

fsfi= e vl TS =1 wrest == To bequeath his upper portion to a crawling
=S T, ‘@3 T SrcE BEEl $Is |7 centipede.

: The giraffe with the grasshopper's limbs reflected:
Why should |
Go for walks in grassy fields, now that | can fly?
The nice contented cow will doubtless get a frightful
shock
On finding that his lower limbs belong to a fighting
cock.

It's obvious the Whalelephant is not a happy notion:
The head goes for the jungle, while the tail turns to
the ocean.

The lions lack of horns distressed him greatly, so
He teamed up with a deer - now watch his antlers
grow!
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English Translation by Satyajit Ray

ODOUR IN THE COURT

The King sat down on the throne and turned to the
Minister

"What's this smell”, he asked, "that smells so sinister?"
The Minister said, "It's from my cloak. Your Highness —
A new perfume I've bought to day. It's the finest."
"That" said the King, "the Court Physician should
settle.”

Aot FIC=e=T, CAENS ST — AT [T a1 "The physician came and said, "I'd prove my mettle

& a1, “|fen S a=fa a3=ra -
17 e 9= (@ ¥ 9= (™ =T 27
e T, CTHIGIE = i @I, ST |
THIGIE ¢, =i = o1l slex =14,
T SIfE T[S NNE Q@FACE 1247 17
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SN ¢, IS weoE SN FANW S [_ArR_eT
[Ca SN QIR == o618 257 <5 I -
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ST =M TR D SICT3 S°CF T9IF06T,

]| I, C“NIENCS B8 S B8 NI Sreliw,
S S T9CS 2T @ WiFiE = simw 27
SIS W, S N A @i s 1993”7
S ¢ I Joot, ey =112
T,

EFcs “NFH =FH AT @I e
AT 17
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If the cold hadn't made my nostrils quite impassable.”
The King turned to the ageing priest in the chasuble.
“Come here, Priest," he said, "and please identify
The irksome smell that the air of the court does vilify.”
The cleric said, "I've just now taken a pinch of snuff
Hence my nostrils aren't quite clear enough.”

The King dismissed his priest and sent for the sentinel.
The sentry marched in promptly. The King said, "Can't
you tell

What this odour is that our work does hamper?"
"Your Highness" answered the sentry,' the smell of
camphor

In my betel still pervades my senses;

| can't guess what the obnoxious essence is."

The King said, "Off with you and sent for the strong
man.

Bhimsing the wrestler came and proved quite the
wrong man.

"Your Highness," the wrestler said, his muscles
bulging,

"I'm not in the best of health — | hate divulging."

The King looked grim, then suddenly cried, "By
thunder,

Why not ask my distant cousin named Chunder ?"
"Chunder dear," the King implored, "don't fail me."
With a raucous laugh old Chunder said, "Impale me,
Or hang me by my neck just any old season,

But forcing a man to smell defies, all reason.”

At the back of the court sat Nazir, a nonagenarian,
Thinking: I'm old; | haven't much longer to carry on —
For a sack of gold I'd smell it; I'm, perfectly willing;
So Nazir hobbled to the King and said his wish.

The King said, "Do it Nazir. I'll give you baksish."
Nazir went up to the minister, and down he bent

To plant his nostrils right on the source of the scent.
Wondrous feat The courtiers turned applauders;
"Long live Nazir - Defier of Odious Odours."
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English Translation by Satyajit Ray

THE SONS OF RAMGAROO

To the sons of Ramgaroo
Laughter is taboo

A funny tale will make them wail:
“We're not amused, boo - hoo!”

They live in constant fear
Of chuckles far and near

And start and bound at every sound
That brings a breath of cheer.

Their peace of mind forfeiting

They sit and keep repeating:
"We believe in only grieving;

Happiness is fleeting."

They shun the summer breeze

That whispers through the trees
For fear the stir of leaf and bur

Their funny bones should tease.

They keep a wary eye
On the autumn sky

For signs of mirth above the earth
In foaming cumuli.

The darkness of the night
Brings them no respite
As fireflies extemporise
Their dances of delight.

Those of you who are jolly
And feel to woe is folly
Must not refuse the Ramgaroos
Their right to melancholy.

The Ramgaroosian lair
Bereft of sun and air

Is doomed to be a monastery
Of permanent despair.
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English Translation by Satyajit Ray

BABURAM THE SNAKE CHARMER

Hullo, there Babu8ram — what have you got in there?
Snakes? Aha — and do you think there’s one that you
could spare

You know, I'd love to have one, but let me tell you this—
The ones that bite aren’t right for me — nor the ones
that hiss.

I'd also skip the ones that butt
As well the ones that whistle
Or the ones that slink about
Or show their fangs, or bristle.

As for eating habits, | think it would be nice

To go for ones that only take a meal of milk and rice.
I’'m sure you know the kind of snake that want from
what I've said,

Do let me have one, Baburam, so | could bash its
head.
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English Translation by Satyajit Ray

OLD TICKLER

Go East or West, go North or south, by land sea or air,
But before you go, make sure the old Tickler isn’t
there.

Tickler is a terror, and I'll tell you what he’s after —

He’'ll have you stuffing tickle chops until you choke with
laughter.

It's hard to tell where he lives, and harder to restrict
him,

He’s always round the corner looking for a victim.

His method is quite simple ; he’ll grab you by your
sleeve

And tell you anecdotes which he insists you must
believe.

He thinks they’re very funny, while others find them
grim,

(They have to keep on laughing though, so as to
humour him).

One wouldn’t mind the stories if they were all one had
to bear,

He also uses tickle — feathers, which is most unfair,
And so he goes on cackling, “Oh, but don’t you think its

funny —

Aunt Kitty selling pigeons’ eggs and figs and cloves
and honey

The eggs are long and conical, the cloves are all
convoluted

The figs have arabesques on them nicely executed,
From dawn till dusk Aunt Kitty sings a string of motley
airs

All mew and barks and brays and neighs (Aunt Kitty
calls them Prayers).”

Saying so, he brings his hand behind your back to
pinch you,

At which you have to laugh unless you want that he
should lynch you.
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15 Joo! THE OLD WOODMAN

2 fNe wfee=n st SR 3('5 The old man doesn't seem to mind
CiIcw SC31 CBCG AT TSCSt F1d = | The sun that’s getting hotter
e ((CT NN e @ @ STHS - He hums a tune and mumbles words
SIF vkl Mo =¥ 1 otifw 5 ~ifos He sits and licks a wooden stick
That's just been boiled in water
o fTe = @ T FIfE si= =i - And shakes his balding head;
TR Y= AT, IS STE oS 17 It seems as if he's twice as wise

B W= CSCS STS ST (=6 9, As anybody dead.

CRTCA CET, TR (T A IS WA 2 "The holes you find in wood," he says

"Have reason to be there;

STCH THICET, ATHIRCET QCFICE ==, They're caused — and no one knows this yet —
TR e vg Aifer ¢ v | By cobwebs in the air.
T TS 5 T S NICH| ©G - But who cares for all this knowledge?"
QBFHEAT FICS (PN FICS IF TS 27 Screams the old man fuming.

"A bunch of dolts — that's what they are,
e ~iee fafer e < =5 <= - Pretending and presuming.
=BT <15 BT <515 2= =r1e=ly; I've told them time and time again,

They haven't understood,
What moonless nights are apt to do
The holes that go with wood.”
Graphs and charts and formulas

TN FCOT (ATS SBICET, 6T 5+,
THIN I Foed < I3 <= |

TICS TS JCFICT A SHIOE ==, He scribbles on the wall,
T, I @I T e =5 o Subdividing different types of wood
FIOFHCOT B Sife =nfsr =12, And analysing all.
@ TCoF Toerite fFFe =3 w8 | Tasty wood and tangy wood

And wood that's hard to savour,
T BIS CoIT e, T w15 ==, And all that lies concealed in holes

T TS BB, FING] =1 5l | And all the hidden flayour.
He claps the wooden sticks together

=1 2 ' 1R fent i ey, _ .. Saying “these are sticks
STITST SIS CFIg <F1CS (Pl ATC TS | Which hold no secret from me now that

| know all their tricks.

A 11 the wooden villainy, and
All the wooden wiles,

Wooden ills and wooden woes, and
Beaming wooden smiles.

Some wood is wise and some is not,
But holes are always there,

And only | can see they're caused
By cobwebs in the air."
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A=A GROOMY TIDINGS

WNCS A AT fAew - My dear Sir, do, let me shake your hand —
TeNE FIs oves = 2 Your daughter is soon to wed, | understand.
AFFHNCT ~@ C=Cs ? Great news. Congrats. Now, luckily
SNCS B8 T (N CBCe ? | know this Gangaram, the groom —to — be
T ==, T SE SIeT - Splendid chap. You've won a fair prize —
e TAfere o I 5 Though not so fair, ha — ha, complexion wise!
ST SR W A5 2;13 face remindT nlwqe of — now, Ietdme see. . .

5 3 , yes — an owl; the same rotundity.
= gfg_f fo ) ; ! Education sir? Now, there's a lad

: - With all the strength of will that's to be had.

S CReeT ST He sat for his final tests for school. No luck. He
HCTE RCH AT e | Nineteen times he tried, and then he stopped.
=91 e 2 ST qonw - Financial state, you ask? His property?
=2 I8 T Best = | He's sunk in debts as far as | can seel.
T S FF SIBRCET S - His brothers are a sorry bunch | fear,
Q=BT “hHse @=s5T csh=n=; One’s a loony, one’s a racketeer.

A third they put the clinkers on because

By forging money he was breaking laws.
The youngest one, | gather, plays the drum
In restaurants, and earns a paltry sum.

SCT6 T oo (B,
SHE 6 CHNIG CATEN CSCET |
= 5B sge Ireng

[l We HAS BIeT =1 | Gangaram himself despairs to fight his
TN > CFI=T CSIe Ailments of the spleen and hepatitis.
o g9 SF < &qiest | But mark you, sir, his noble ancestry —
' s S5 94, Ganga branches from a princely tree!
FeTCSE T T ! Sham Lahiri (and it has been proved)

Is Gangaram's own cousin, thrice removed.
=T ETIST Ivae= . N
: Looking for a future son —in — law

= @@= == s - | daresay you could ask for more.
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English Translation by Satyajit Ray

UNCLE’S INVENTION

Chandidas's uncle has invented a device

Which is causing everyone to praise it to the skies.
When Uncle was a year old, or maybe even younger,
He came out with a lusty yell that sounded just like
"Goonga."

At such an age most other tots just manage "Glug" and
"Mum,"

So “Goonga" like a thunderbolt, struck everybody
dumb.

And all who heard, said "Here's a boy — provided he
survives —

Will one day surely bring about a change in human
lives."

It seems the day is here at last, and victory is won

With what will make a five miles walk seem like only
one.

I've seen the contrivance myself,
confidence

Never had invention had such greater significance.

Let me tell you how it strikes the eyes of a beholder:
First of ail, one notes that you must strap it to your
shoulder.

An arm extends, and from its end one notes there
hangs a hook

To which you bait some food — stuff which you either
buy or cook.

Naturally the choice depends upon you predilections
(It's wiser to restrict yourself to hookable confections).
The sight of morsel dangling close provokes the urge
to eat

Which, transcribed to your motive force, soon propels
the feet.

Before you know you're on the go, your mind, intent on
feeding,

But since the food is travelling too you never stop your
speeding

The outcome, | need hardly add, will change our whole
existence

Because we'll walk for nourishment, and never mind
the distance.

No wonder's there’s a move afoot, to honour, Uncle
soon

For bestowing on humanity an everlasting boon.

and say with
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