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How Merrily We Spent the Days of Yesteryear

How merrily we spent the days of yesteryear!

The youth of the village, Hindus and Mussalmans
We all sang songs—Baul and Murshidi—together
O, how merrily we spent the days of yesteryear!

When the rains poured, Gazi songs soared
Sung with zest and fervour, all were enraptured
Jari, Baul and Sari songs...

Storm of songs, songs of bliss!

Singing songs we plied our boats together

O, how merrily we spent the days of yesteryear!

Musical theatre troupes visited Hindu homes
Invitations were sent and all of us went

Who will be a village council member?

Who will be the village leader?

Such news did we even care to gather?

O, how merrily we spent the days of yesteryear!

When disputes arose

Justice upon us, the poor and the destitute

By the village council was bestowed

The people were simple, tied by religious tethers
Today everyone is crazy about getting richer

O, how merrily we spent the days of yesteryear!

Now that I reflect

Those days can't be got back

The only desire then was to be happy

But every passing day brings fresh difficulties
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Penniless Karim, which way shall | proceed?
O, how merrily we spent the days of yesteryear!
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I Can’t Bear this Extraordinary Pain

I can’t bear this extraordinary pain
Dying is best

The fragrance of the flowers of love
Has led me to a snare: I’'m trapped

I have put round my neck love’s garland

Have lost my appetite

No sleep in the two eyes

Can’t forget her even in my dreams
Can’t reason with my mind

Burn in the fire of passion all the time
Without a glimpse of her

My heart and mind are restless

Dying is best

The cuckoo is absorbed in melodious singing
The bee is inebriated with honey drinking

I spend time alone sitting

Giving love hugs quieten my mad being
Simple-minded you are, your name’s Sarala
Hold me tight to your breast

Dying is best

Baul Abdul Karim says

Once the chore of counting days is over

Alone I’ll go away somewhere

Friends, siblings and parents...

Why entrench yourself in illusory world’s fest?
When locks are put on the chamber of breath
I’ll finally rest

Dying is best
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Some Call Me Shah Abdul Karim, Some Loony

They call me whatever they like
Don’t know what’s true, what’s a lie
Some call me Shah Abdul Karim, some loony

Born in Sylhet division, in Sunamgan;j district
I live in the village of Ujan Dhol
Under Derai Police Station limits

In the northern bank of the Kalni river
I lived in a thatched hut forever
Post Office is in Dhol Bazar, Union Taral

Father’s name Ibrahim Ali
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I’'m a simple-minded Allah’s devotee

The dust of the feet of pirs and murshids

Is Karim’s only booty

Some call me Shah Abdul Karim, some loony
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Friends, Tidy Up My Chamber

The one I love with all my heart and soul...
Friends, tidy up my chamber; he may come now
The Lord of my soul may come any time now

In spring the cuckoo sings in melodious tunes
In youth’s spring the soul disdains staying home

Sprinkle rose and sandalwood scent all around
Spread out the flowerbed on the unblemished soul

Friends, him my eyes may forget but never my soul
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Love’s blaze only multiplies with each passing day

When dearest friend arrives sorrows will depart
Give him counsel to not amble off leaving me behind

He’ll come for sure I know it deep in my heart
Asks Karim, once | have him in my custody
Will I ever set him free?
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I’m Mother Bengal’s Son

The son of Mother Bengal I’'m
Born in her lap
Blessed is my existence

The smile on her face

Is dearer to me than life

Her smile makes jewels glitter bright

In the dead of the night

Verdant and fertile my Mother

With her none in the world can compare

Trees bear luscious fruits, the harvest’s plentiful
Refreshing the waters of her many ponds and rivers
Cuckoos make melodic music, nightingales dance
Popinjays sing for her eternal well-being

Baul Abdul Karim says,

When the sport of life comes to a halt

I’ll put my head on her lap

And forget all my regrets and faults

Can a true son not remember the Mother?
The giver of love and succour

Through all that in life we savour or suffer
Who else does one truly have

Except one’s own Mother?

About the Songwriter:

Shah Abdul Karim (1916-2009) is the pre-eminent Bangladeshi Baul composer and singer of recent
times. Born to poverty and hardship, he earned his living by becoming an agricultural help. As a shepherd
he had enough time to jot down his passing thoughts and emotions. Nobody exactly knows the number of
songs he had composed but it is estimated to be around fifteen hundred. He received his spiritual and
musical training from Shah Ibrahim Mastan Baksh. His songs transcend the narrow demarcations of
religious, political and national boundaries, and are shining examples of the rich heritage of devotional
poetry that thrives in the land of Bengal even today. In 2001, Shah Abdul Karim was honoured with the
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Ekushey Padak, the second highest civilian award in Bangladesh, for his contributions to folk music and
culture.

About the Translator:

Amitendu Bhattacharya is Assistant Professor of English at BITS Pilani, K.K. Birla Goa Campus. He can
be reached at amitendu.bhattacharya@gmail.com.
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