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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 films 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. Satyajit 
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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     ‡ev¤̂vM‡oi ivRv 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
‡KD wK Rvb m`vB †Kb †ev¤v̂M‡oi ivRv, 
Qwei †d«‡g evuwa‡q iv‡L AvgmZ¡ fvRv ? 
 
ivbxi gv_vq AócÖni †Kb evwjk evuav ? 
cuvDi“wU‡Z ‡c‡iK †Vv‡Kb †Kb ivbxi `v`v ? 
‡Kb †m_vq mw ©̀ n‡j wWMevwR Lvq †jv‡K ? 
‡RvQbv iv‡Z mevB †Kb AvjZv jvMvq †Pv‡L? 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
I¯—v‡`iv †jc gywo †`q †Kb gv_vq Nv‡o ? 
Uv‡Ki Õc‡i cwÛ‡Ziv Wv‡Ki wUwKU gv‡i ? 
iv‡Î †Kb U¨uvKNwoUv Wywe‡q iv‡L wN‡q ? 
‡Kb ivRvi weQbv cv‡Z wkixl KvMR w`‡q ? 
 
mfvq ‡Kb P¨uvPvq ivRv Ôû°v ûqvÕ e‡j ? 
gš¿x †Kb Kjmx evRvq eÕ‡m ivRvi †Kv‡j ? 
wmsnvm‡b †Svjvq †Kb fvOv †evZj wkwk ? 
Kzg‡ov wb‡q wµ‡KU †L‡jb †Kb ivRvi wcwm?   
 
ivRvi Ly‡ov bv‡Pb †Kb ûu‡Kvi gvjv cÕ‡i ? 
Ggb †Kb NU‡Q Zv †KD ej‡Z cv‡i †gv‡i ? 
 

 

        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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  ‡Muvd Pzwi 
 
‡nW Awd‡mi eoevey †jvKwU eo kvš—, 
Zvi †h Ggb gv_vi e¨v‡gv †KD KL‡bv RvbZ ? 
w`we¨ wQ‡jb †Lvm†gRv‡R ‡PqviLvwb †P‡c, 
GKjv e‡m wSgwSwg‡q nVvr †M‡jb †¶‡c ! 
AuvZ‡K D‡V nvZ cv Quy‡o †PvLwU K‡i †Mvj, 
nVvr e‡jb, ÔÔ†Mjyg †Mjyg, Avgvq a‡i †Zvj !Ó  
ZvB ï‡b †KD ew`¨ Wv‡K, †KD ev nuv‡K cywjk, 
‡KDev e‡j, ÔÔKvg‡o †`‡e mveav‡b‡Z Zzwjm|Ó 
e¨v¯— mevB Gw`K Iw`K Ki‡Q †NvivNywi,  
evey nuv‡Kb, ÔÔI‡i Avgvi †Mvud wM‡q‡Q Pzwi|Ó 
†Mvud nviv‡bv ! AvRe K_v ! ZvI nq mwZ¨ ? 
†Mvud †Rvov †Zv †Zgwb Av‡Q, K‡gwb GK iwË| 
mevB wg‡j eywS‡q e‡j, mvg‡b a‡i Avqbv, 
‡gv‡UI †Mvud nqwb Pzwi, K¶‡bv Zv nq bv| 
‡i‡M Av¸b, †Z‡j †e¸b, †Z‡o e‡jb wZwb, 
ÔÔKv‡iv K_vi avi avwi‡b, me e¨vUv‡KB wPwb| 
ÔÔ‡bvsiv QuvUv L¨vsiv SuvUv wew”Qwi Avi gqjv, 
ÔÔGgb †Mvud †Zv ivL‡Zv Rvwb k¨vgevey‡`i Mqjv| 
ÔÔG †Mvud hw` Avgvi ewjm Ki‡ev †Zv‡`i RevBÓ- 
GB bv e‡j Rwigvbv K‡j−b wZwb mevB| 
fxlY ‡i‡M welg †L‡q w`‡jb wj‡L LvZvq - 
ÔÔKvD‡K †ekx jvB w`‡Z ‡bB, mevB P‡o 
gv_vq| 
ÔÔAwd‡mi GB euv`i¸‡jv, gv_vq Lvwj †Mvei, 
ÔÔ†Mvud †Rvov †h †Kv_vq †Mj †KD iv‡L bv Lei| 
ÔÔB‡”Q K‡i GB e¨v‡Uv‡`i †Mvud a‡i Lye bvwP, 
ÔgyL¨y̧ ‡jvi gyÛ a‡i †Kv`vj w`‡q PvuwP| 
ÔÔ†Mvud‡K e‡j †Zvgvi Avgvi - †Mvud wK Kv‡iv 
†Kbv ? 
ÔÔ†Mvu‡di Avwg †Mvu‡di Zzwg, †Mvud w`‡q hvq 
†Pbv|Ó 
 

 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? 
 
He was seated in his chair 
Relaxed and free from care, 

Indulging in his post-meridian nap, 
When without a warning, 
In the middle of his yawning, 
 Something right inside him seemed to snap. 
 
With muffled cries he rolled his eyes 
 And threw his arms about, 
"Alas I'm sick. Come save me quick" 
 Was what he sputtered out. 
 

They heard him and they all began  

To cluster round the stricken man  

And pondered on the safest plan. 

 To bring him to his senses. 

"Call the police " "No – the Vet" 

His partner said, "He seems upset" 

"But careful he might bite yet" 

Said his amanuensis. 

 
But Boss Babu – his face all red and swollen –  
Now declared, "My moustache has bean stolen". 
 
"Stolen whiskers?" they all cried, 
"The Babu must be pacified” 
And so they held a mirror to his face.  
"There sir", they said "You see 
Your whiskers where they used to be  
Who would dare to put you in disgrace?" 
 

Babu now began to scream 

"You dunder heads, I would not dream 

Of ever wearing whiskers so outrageous. 

They make me look a shaggy butcher 

Know this – in the near future 

I ought to – no, I 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, I 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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  wLPzwo 
 
      nuvm wQj, mRvi“I, (e¨vKviY gvwb bv), 
      n‡q †Mj ÔnuvmRvi“Õ †Kg‡b Zv Rvwb bv| 
      eK K‡n K”Q‡c - ÔÔevnev wK d~wZ© ! 
      AwZ Lvmv Avgv‡`i ÔeK”QcÕ g~wZ©|Ó 
      wUqv gy‡Lv wMiwMwU g‡b fvwi k¼v - 
      †cvKv †Q‡o †k‡l wK‡Mv Lve KuvPv j¼v ? 
      QvM‡ji †c‡U wQj bv Rvwb wK dw›`, 
      Pvwcj weQvi Nv‡o, a‡o gy‡ov mwÜ ! 
      wRiv‡di mva bvB gv‡V Nv‡U Nywi‡Z, 
      dwo‡Oi Xs awi †mI Pvq Dwo‡Z| 
      Mi“ e‡j, ÔÔAvgv‡iI awij wK I ‡iv‡M ? 
      ‡gvi wc‡Q jv‡M †Kb nZfvMv †gvi‡M ?Ó 
      ÔnvwZwgiÕ `kv †`L – wZwg fv‡e R‡j hvB 
      nvwZ e‡j, ÔÔGB †ejv R½‡j P‡jv fvB|Ó 
 
      
 
       
       
      wms‡ni wks †bB, GB Zvi Kó - 
      nwi‡Yi mv‡_ wg‡j wks nj có| 

 
  STEW MUCH 

 

 
A duck once met a porcupine; they formed a 
corporation 

Which called itself a Porcuduck (a beastly 

configuration)! 
A stork to a turtle said, "Let's put my head upon your 
torso; 
We who are so pretty now, as Stortle would be more 
so!" 
The lizard with the parrot's head thought: Taking to 
the chilli  
After years of eating worms is absolutely silly. 
A prancing goat - one wonders why - was driven by a 
need 
To bequeath his upper portion to a crawling 
centipede. 
The giraffe with the grasshopper's limbs reflected: 
Why should I  
Go for walks in grassy fields, now that I 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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  MÜ wePvi 
 
wmsnvm‡b emj ivRv evRj Kvumi N›Uv, 
QUdwU‡q DV&j †Ku‡c gš¿xey‡ovi gbUv| 
ej&‡j ivRv, ÔÔgš¿x †Zvgvi Rvgvq †Kb MÜ?Ó 
gš¿x e‡j, ÔÔG‡mÝ w`wQ - MÜ Z bq g›` !Ó 
ivRv e‡jb, ÔÔg›` fv‡jv †`LyK ïu‡K ew`¨,Ó 
ew`¨ e‡j, ÔÔAvgvi bv‡K †eRvq nj mw ©̀|Ó  
ivRv nuv‡Kb, ÔÔ†evjvI Z‡e - ivg bvivqY cvÎ !Ó 
cvÎ e‡j, ÔÔbwm¨ wbjvg G¶wY GBgvÎ - 
bwm¨ w`‡q eÜ †h bvK MÜ †Kv_vq XyK‡e ?Ó  
ivRv e‡jb, ÔÔ‡KvUvj Z‡e GwM‡q Gm, ïuK‡e| Ó 
‡KvUvj e‡j, ÔÔcvb †L‡qwQ gkjv Zv‡n Kc~©i, 
M‡Ü Zvwi gyÛ Avgvi G‡Kev‡i ficyi|Ó 
ivRv e‡jb, ÔÔAvmyK Z‡e †ki cv‡jvqvb 
fxgwms,Ó 
fxg e‡j, ÔÔAvR K‡”Q Avgvi mg¯— Mv wSg&wSg| 
iv‡Î Avgvi †evLvi nj ej&wQ ûRyi wVK evrÓ - 
eÕ‡jB ïj ivRmfv‡Z P¶z ey‡R wPrcvZ| 
ivRvi kvjv P› ª̀‡KZz Zv‡iB aÕ‡i ‡klUv, 
ej&‡j ivRv, ÔÔZzwgB bv nq Ki bv fvB †Póv|Ó 
P› ª̀ e‡jb, ÔÔgvi‡Z PvI Z WvKvI bv‡Kv Rj−v`, 
MÜ ïu‡K gi‡Z n‡e G Avevi wK Avn¬v` ?Ó 
wQj nvwRi e„× bvwRi eqmvU Zvi beŸB, 
fvej g‡b,ÔÔfq ‡Kb Avi GKw`b Z gieBÓ 
mvnm KÕ‡i ej‡j ey‡ov, ÔÔwg‡_¨ mevB 
eKwQm, 
ïuK‡Z cvwi ûKzg †c‡j Ges †c‡j 
eKwkm&|Ó 
ivRv e‡jb ÔÔnvRvi UvKv Bbvg cv‡e m`¨Ó 
ZvB bv ï‡b Drmv‡n‡Z DV&j ey‡ov g›`| 
Rvgvi c‡i bvK †VwK‡q - ïuKj KZ MÜ, 
iBj AUj †`L&j †jv‡K we¯§‡q evK& eÜ| 
iv‡R¨ nj Rq RqKvi evRj Kvumi X°v, 
evc‡i wK †ZR ey‡ovi nv‡o cvq bv †m †h 
A°v? 
 

 
 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." 

'The physician came and said, "I'd prove my mettle 
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; 
I 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 – I 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; I 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." 
 

 



 

English Translation by Satyajit Ray 

– 6 –  

 

 

  ivgMi“‡oi Qvbv 
 
ivgMi“‡oi Qvbv   nvm‡Z Zv‡`i gvbv 
 nvwmi K_v ïb‡j e‡j, 
 ÔÔnvm&e bv - bv bv - bvÓ| 
m`vB g‡i Îv‡m -  H eywS †KD nv‡m! 
 GK †Pv‡L ZvB wgU&wgwU‡q 
 ZvKvq A‡k cv‡k| 
Nyg bvwn Zvi †Pv‡L Avcwb eÕ‡K eÕ‡K 
 Avcbv‡i Kq, ÔÔnvwmm& hw`  
 gvie wKš—y †Zv‡K !Ó 
hvq bv e‡bi Kv‡Q, wK¤v̂ Mv‡Q Mv‡Q, 
 `wLb nvIqvi mwomywo‡Z  
 nvwm‡q †d‡j cv‡Q ! 
‡mvqvw —̄ †bB g‡b - ‡g‡Ni †Kv‡Y †Kv‡Y 
 nvwmi ev®ú DV&‡Q †du‡c 
 Kvb †c‡Z ZvB †kv‡b| 
‡Sv‡ci av‡i av‡i iv‡Zi AÜKv‡i  
 ‡RvbvK& R¡‡j Av‡jvi Zv‡j 
 nvwmi Vv‡i Vv‡i|  
nvm‡Z nvm‡Z hviv n‡”Q †Kej mviv 
 ivgMi“‡oi jvM‡Q e¨v_v 
 eyS‡Q bv wK Zviv ? 
ivgMi“‡oi evmv  agK w`‡q Vvmv, 
 nvwmi nvIqv eÜ †m_vq 
 wb‡la †m_vq nvmv| 
 
 

 
 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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  eveyivg mvcy‡o 
 
eveyivg mvcy‡o, 
 †Kv_v hvm evcy‡i ? 
Avq evev †`‡L hv, 
 ỳ‡Uv mvc †i‡L hv| 
‡h mv‡ci †PvL& †bB, 
 wks †bB †bvL †bB, 
‡Qv‡U bv wK nuv‡U bv, 
 KvD‡K †h Kv‡U bv, 
K‡i bv‡Kv †duvm& duvm, 
 gv‡i bv‡Kv Xuyk& Xuvk, 
‡bB †Kv‡bv DrcvZ, 
 Lvq ïay ỳa fvZ - 
‡mB mvc R¨vš— 
 ‡MvUv ỳB AvbZ ? 
‡Z‡o †g‡i WvÛv 
 KÕ‡i w`B VvÛv| 
 

 
 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, I 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 I could bash its 
head. 
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  KvZzKzZz ey‡ov 
 
Avi †hLv‡b hvI bv †i fvB mßmvMi cvi, 
KvZyKzZz ey‡ovi Kv‡Q †hI bv Lei`vi ! 
me©‡b‡k e„× †m fvB ‡hI bv Zvi evwo - 
KvZyKzZyi Kzj&wc †L‡q wQuo‡e †c‡Ui bvwo| 
‡Kv_vq evwo †KD Rv‡b bv, †Kvb& mo‡Ki †gv‡o, 
GKjv †c‡j †Rvi KÕ‡i fvB Mí †kvbvq cÕ‡o| 
we`Ny‡U Zvi Mí¸‡jv bv Rvwb †Kvb& †`kx, 
ïb‡j c‡i nvwmi †P‡q Kvbœv Av‡m †ekx| 
bv Av‡Q Zvi gyÛy gv_v, bv Av‡Q Zvi gv‡b, 
ZeyI †Zvgvq nvm‡Z n‡e ZvwK‡q ey‡ovi cv‡b| 
‡Kej hw` Mí e‡j ZvI _vKv hvq m‡q, 
Mv‡qi Ici myomywo †`q j¤v̂ cvjK j‡q| 
‡Kej e‡j, ÔÔ‡nvt †nvt †nvt †Kó`v‡mi wcwm - 
‡eP&Z Lvwj Kzg‡ov KPz nuv‡mi wWg Avi wZwm| 
wWg¸‡jv me j¤v̂ gZb, Kzg‡ov¸‡jv euvKv, 
KPzi Mv‡q iO - ‡ei‡Oi Avj&cbv me AvuKv| 
Aó cÖni MvBZ wcwm AvIqvR KÕ‡i wgwn, 
g¨vI g¨vI g¨vI evKzg evKzg ‡fŠ †fŠ †fŠ Puxwn|Ó 
GB bv e‡j KzUzr KÕ‡i wPg&wU Kv‡U Nv‡o, 
L¨vsiv gZb AvOyj w`‡q †LuvPvq cuvRi nv‡o| 
‡Zvgvq w`‡q myomywo †m Avcwb jy‡UvcywU, 
hZ¶Y bv nvm‡e †Zvgvi wK”Qy‡Z bvB QywU| 
 

 
 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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  KvV ey‡ov 
 
nuvwo wb‡q `vwogy‡Lv †K †hb e„×, 
‡iv‡` e‡m †P‡U Lvq wf‡R KvV †m×| 
gv_v †b‡o Mvb K‡i ¸b& ¸b& m½xZ - 
fve †`‡L g‡b nq bv Rvwb wK cwÛZ ! 
 
weo& weo& wK †h e‡K bvwn Zvi A_© - 
ÔÔAvKv‡k‡Z Syj †Sv‡j, Kv‡V ZvB MZ©|Ó 
‡U‡Kv gv_v †Z‡Z I‡V Mv‡q †Qv‡U Ng©, 
‡i‡M e‡j, ÔÔ‡Kev †ev‡S G m‡ei gg© ? 
 
Av‡i ‡gv‡jv, Mvav¸‡jv G‡Kev‡i AÜ, 
‡ev‡Sbv‡Kv †Kv‡bv wKQy Lvwj K‡i Ø›Ø| 
‡Kvb& Kv‡V KZ im Rv‡b bv‡Kv ZË& - 
GKv`kx iv‡Z †Kb Kv‡V nq MZ© ?Ó 
 
Av‡k cv‡k wnwR wewR Auv‡K KZ A¼ - 
dvUv KvV dz‡Uv KvV wnmve AmsL¨; 
‡Kvb dz‡Uv †L‡Z fv‡jv, †Kvb&Uv ev g›`, 
‡Kvb& ‡Kvb& dvU‡ji wK iKg MÜ| 
 
Kv‡V Kv‡V Vy‡KVy‡K K‡i VKvVK& kã, 
e‡j, ÔÔRvwb †Kvb& KvV wK‡m nq Rã| 
KvVKz‡Uv †Nu‡UNuy‡U Rvwb Avwg có, 
G Kv‡Vi e¾vwZ wK‡m nq bó| 
 
‡Kvb& KvV †cvl gv‡b, ‡Kvb& KvV kv›Z, 
‡Kvb& KvV wUg&wU‡g, ‡Kvb&Uv ev R¨vš—| 
‡Kvb& Kv‡V Ávb bvB wg_¨v wK mZ¨, 
Avwg Rvwb ‡Kvb& Kv‡V †Kb _v‡K MZ©|Ó   
 

 
 THE OLD WOODMAN 

 

 
The old man doesn't seem to mind 
    The sun that’s getting hotter 
He hums a tune and mumbles words  
He sits and licks a wooden stick  
   That's just been boiled in water  
   And shakes his balding head;  
It seems as if he's twice as wise 
 As anybody dead. 
 
"The holes you find in wood," he says 
 "Have reason to be there; 
They're caused – and no one knows this yet –  
 By cobwebs in the air. 
But who cares for all this knowledge?" 
 Screams the old man fuming. 
"A bunch of dolts – that's what they are, 
 Pretending and presuming. 
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 
 He scribbles on the wall, 
Subdividing different types of wood 
 And analysing all. 
Tasty wood and tangy wood 
 And wood that's hard to savour, 
And all that lies concealed in holes 
 And all the hidden flavour. 
He claps the wooden sticks together 
 Saying “these are sticks 
Which hold no secret from me now that 
 I 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 I can see they're caused 
 By cobwebs in the air." 
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  mrcvÎ 
 
ïb‡Z †cjyg †cv¯—v wM‡q -    
‡Zvgvi bvwK †g‡qi we‡q ? 
M½vivg‡K cvÎ †c‡j ? 
Rvb‡Z PvI †m †Kgb †Q‡j ? 
g›` bq, †m cvÎ fvj -  
iO hw`I †eRvq Kv‡jv ; 
Zvi Dc‡i gy‡Li MVb 
A‡bKUv wVK cü vPvi gZb| 
we‡`¨ eyw× ? ejwQ gkvB -  
awb¨ †Q‡ji Aa¨vemvq ! 
DwbkwU evi g¨vwUª‡K †m  
Nv‡qj nÕ‡q _vgj †k‡l| 
welq Avkq ? Mixe †eRvq - 
K‡ó m„‡ó w`b P‡j hvq| 
gvbyl Z bq fvB¸‡jv Zvi - 
GKUv cvMj GKUv †Muvqvi; 
Av‡iKwU †m ˆZwi †Q‡j, 
Rvj KÕ‡i †bvU †M‡Qb †R‡j| 
KwbôwU Zejv evRvq 
hvÎv `‡j cuvP UvKv cvq| 
M½vivg Z †Kej †fv‡M 
wc‡ji R¡i Avi cvÛy †iv‡M| 
wKš‘ Zviv D”P Ni, 
Ksmiv‡Ri eskai ! 
k¨vg jvwnox ebMÖv‡gi 
wK ‡hb nq M½viv‡gi ! - 
hv‡nvK&, Gevi cvÎ †c‡j, 
Ggb wK Avi g›` †Q‡j ? 
 

 
 GROOMY TIDINGS 

 

 
My dear Sir, do, let me shake your hand –  
Your daughter is soon to wed, I understand.  
Great news. Congrats. Now, luckily 
I know this Gangaram, the groom – to – be  
Splendid chap. You've won a fair prize –  
Though not so fair, ha – ha, complexion wise!  
His face reminds me of – now, let me see. . .  
Ah, yes – an owl; the same rotundity.  
Education sir? Now, there's a lad 
With all the strength of will that's to be had.  
He sat for his final tests for school. No luck. He 
flopped. 
Nineteen times he tried, and then he stopped.  
Financial state, you ask? His property? 
He's sunk in debts as far as I can see!. 
His brothers are a sorry bunch I fear, 
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, I gather, plays the drum 
In restaurants, and earns a paltry sum.  
Gangaram himself despairs to fight his  
Ailments of the spleen and hepatitis. 
But mark you, sir, his noble ancestry –   
Ganga branches from a princely tree! 
Sham Lahiri (and it has been proved) 
Is Gangaram's own cousin, thrice removed.  
Looking for a future son – in – law 
I daresay you could ask for more. 
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  Ly‡ovi Kj 
 
Kj K‡i‡Qb AvRe iKg PÛx`v‡mi Ly‡ov - 
mevB ï‡b mvevm& e‡j cvovi †Q‡j ey‡ov| 
Ly‡oi hLb Aí eqm - eQi Lv‡bK n‡e - 
DV&‡jv †Ku‡` Ô¸sMvÕ eÕ‡j fxlY AÆi‡e| 
Avi †Zv mevB ÔgvgvÕ ÔMvMvÕ Av‡evj Zv‡evj 
e‡K; 
Ly‡ovi gy‡L Ô¸sMvÕ ï‡b Pg‡K †Mj †jv‡K| 
ej&‡j mevB, ÔÔGB †Q‡jUv euvP‡j c‡i Z‡e, 
eyw× †Rv‡i G msmv‡i GKUv wKQy n‡e|Ó 
‡mB Ly‡ov AvR Kj K‡i‡Qb Avcb eyw× e‡j,  
cuvP N›Uvi iv¯—v hv‡e ‡`o N›Uvq P‡j| 
‡`‡L Gjvg KjwU AwZ mnR Ges †mvRv, 
N›Uv cuv‡PK NuvU&‡j c‡i Avcwb hv‡e †evSv| 
ej&‡ev wK Avi K‡ji wdwKi, ej&‡Z bv cvB 
fvlv, 
Nv‡oi m‡½ hš¿ Ry‡o G‡°ev‡i Lvmv| 
mvg‡b Zvnvi Lv`¨ †Sv‡j hvi †h iKg i“wP - 
gÛv wgVvB Pc& KvU‡jU& LvRv wK¤̂v jywP| 
gb e‡j Zvq ÔLve LveÕ, gyL P‡j Zvq †L‡Z, 
gy‡Li m‡½ Lvevi †Qv‡U cvj−v w`‡q †g‡Z| 
Ggwb KÕ‡i †jv‡fi Uv‡b Lvevi cv‡b †P‡q, 
Drmv‡n‡Z ûum i‡e bv Pj&‡e †Kej †a‡q| 
‡n‡m †L‡j `ỳ k †hvRb Pj&‡e webv †K¬‡k| 
Lvevi M‡Ü cvMj nÕ‡q wR‡fi R‡j †f‡m| 
mevB e‡j mg ^̄‡i ‡Q‡j †hvqvb ey‡ov, 
AZzj KxwZ© ivLj f‡e PÛx`v‡mi Ly‡ov| 
 

 
 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, and say with 
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, I 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. 

 


