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Bangladesh is a country where people from different parts of
the world came and chose to make this land of alluvial
deposit as the place of their habitation. Throngs of people
from outlying provinces of India came to this fertile land.
Sometimes allurement of kingdom, sometimes passion for
religion and sometimes greed for gold attracted the people
from all over the world. This very land is the meeting place
of the people of different nationalities and races. At the
same time it is the melting pot of many cultural trends.

Four major religions of the world enlightened this land with
their respective divine lights. With the expansion of Aryan
conquest Hinduism reached here. The message of Veda,
Upanishad and Gita enkindled the spritual fire of the people
of this land.

Lord Gautam Buddha's preaching of love and universal
brotherhood gained here wide acceptance by the masses
and by the elites. The teachings of the Muhammad (P. U. H)
added a valuable dimension in the behavioural pattern and
human relationship of social existence. Teachings of love
and tolerence by the Sufi preachers got firm ground in the
heart of the people. Lately Christianity came here as the
torch bearer of the modern enlightenment and humanity.
Bangladeshi society, since the inception of the history is a
unique example of social harmony. As this country is
situated in the easternmost frontier of the Indian
subcontinent, the rigidity of Hindu caste system did not
take firm root here, as it was in other Indian territories. For
quite. a number of centuries Buddhism was the most
dominant religion of this region. Gautam Buddha's gospel of
love and peace contributed to a great extent in shaping the
attitude and outlook of these people. Also in the expansion
of Islam one marked characterstic is very easily discernible.
People in general accepted the faith of Islam from the Sufi's
which signifies both love and tolerance, not the faith of the
vietors who conquered land with drawn sword. For the
English victors, who ruled this country for nearly two
centuries, expansion of Christianity was not their secondary
consideration even. The faith of Christ got ground here

through its inner strength.



People of different communities are living SIC}lle by side with
amity and harmony from time immemorial. The instances of
communal tension and strife is few and far between. Those
who try to break the social harmony with some ulterior
motives, are always condemned by the average people. It ig
no wonder, one can find Hindu temple, Buddist Bihar,
Muslim mosque and Christian church in the same village,
Like water, air and sunshine they own their culture. Bangla
culture is the treasure trove of their social values and
undying spring of their hope and aspiration. Through their
common effort they created a proud culture, in essence
which is both local and at the same time universal. It
created many towering personalities, any nation of the
world can be proud to have the personalities of such higher
stature.

Bangla culture is not the product or creation of a single
previleged community. All the communities, in their turn
contributed and enriched the culture. Say for example, the
number of Buddhist population now hardly exceeds 2
millions. But the first literary expression of Bangla language
is Charjapada. Charja means hymns. Those who composed
these simple but beautiful Charjas all of them were the
followers of Lord Buddha. The number of Christian
population in Bangladesh is even smaller than that of the
Buddhists. Yet, the Portuguese born Henri Derozio's memory
is green in the mind of all the enlightened section of the
people. Derozio was the person, who composed first
patriotic poem. Young generation of students, got the idea of
modern patriotism from Derozio. He spearheaded the cause
of Bengal renaissance. Madhusudan Dutt was a Christian by
faith, but he brought about a revolution in the realm of
literature. He introduced Blank Verse, wrote epic in
western style, on the whole revolutionised the whole gamut
of culture through his genius. The marginal people, who do
not belong to the mainstream either through linguistically
or ethnically, also have significant contributions in the
development of Bangla culture, Tribal songs and dances are

gradually getting themselves integrated into the main
Bangla cultural stream.



In Bangladesh there are religious differances, but no cultural
difference. Bangla culture is the source of common
Inspiration and aspiration. Culture transceds Bangladeshi
people irrespective of their caste, creed, tradition and sect.
They live and breathe in Bangla culture as a fish swims in
the water. Bangla culture is the creation of the whole
people. Each and every community in different succesive
historic stages, made distinct contribution in the growth
and development of this beautiful culture.

Rather than, strife and quarrel, hatred and jealousy, mutual
love and harmony is the cardinal principle which guided the
spirit of this culture. Respect for human dignity and love is
permeated in the visions of poets and composers. The
Vaishnava poets did not make any differance between love
and God. To this sect of poets and composers, love is the
basis of life and God Himself is the embodiment of love.

The question of human dignity always got the top priority.
As we find in Chandidas, a famous Vaishnava poet of the
fourteenth century :
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Oh, Brother, listen the truth
Man is supreme
And there is no one above him.

Apart from the famous cultural centres and the followers of
the established reputed schools, the simple village folk did
not fail to express their committment to the universal
human brotherhood.
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Although the cows are in

Varied colors, milk is the same white
I travelled around the wide world
And found all human beings

Are the sons of the same mother.

Since the very inception, the sense of human dignity and
universal love became the object of serious attention to the
poets and COmMPpOSETS. Their commitment continues like an
unending red thread in the whole domain of the culture. Let
us put one rare example from the folk song :
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Well, give respect to man

And sing in his praise

Man is the best of all

And in this world he is
Surrounded by God.

Thousands of songs like the above quoted stanzas are
scattered in the whole folk literature. Their appeal to the
common mass is tremendous. The people who composed
these immortal songs, were themselves mostly little literate.
No court gave them any pension, no passion for fame
prompted them to write these songs. They simply
communicated with their fellow human beings through their
utterances. Most of them did not care to establish the
authorship even. That is the reason most writers of the folk
songs are unknown.

In Bangla poetry and song one can easily discern two
marked distinctions, one is the burning passion for mutual
love and brotherhood and the other is the protest against



social injustice, human inequality and other issues. Now we
are quoting from sheikh Fazlul Karim :
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Where is Heaven and where is Hell
Who says they stay quite a far
Both Heaven and Hell is within man
And devil and God, are both in man
When we live with mutual love

and fraternal feeling
Then our small huts transform

into Heaven.

Another poet Govindadas wrote :
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Oh my days are exhausting
If accounts are asked, how I meet the demand

Did I give a morsel of food to the destitue
Or did I extend a cup of water to the thirsty



Bharatchandra most powerful

poet of eighteenth century wanted.
Only one gift from the mother goddess
G FSA @ AT Y OIS

"I Want this gurantee, so that

my progeny lives with milk and rice.'
-Bharatchandra

By all measure Rabindranath Tagore is the most towering
personality of Bangla culture. Although he is mainly known
as poet, the range of his personality is much extended. One
feels quite helpless in dileneating his proper field. At times,
it seems, for this nation his existence is more majestic and
imposing than mighty Himalaya. Tagore was born with gold
spoon in hand. Inspite of that, his feeling for the
downtrodden and his utter disliking for social and racial
discrimination is such intense that his poems, his songs

became the object of daily recitation. Now we are quoting
from WNIfAS in literal translation which means humiliated.

@ R RN (1, AU IR SN
YA S R IR TR I |
TN ISR @R B (I W8 AR g
TN IS I SRR FIR A0 |

9 R SR W anew Srew |
Ryrer Frria, 1ReF w@

Ol IR (IS I TR AR TRl
BT CS A SRR FRIF N1 |

IR G NG @ 67 toME M @ e
OIS @R AR 1 TOMIE 11t Bifiye
SR SFIR WG TR TR
SRITH R0 IR ORITR SR 70 |



MTST MO 4 W P ST o
WIRR TR Y8 I 1 TUHIR
oY 7 I} SR @RIAE e FifF
(TR FIR O A oifSrer S e
NI (S [ SIRIMA FIR AN |

Oh my wrteched country whom

you have insulted

You have to be insulted like them

The men, whom you have deprived
Frpm their rights

You have kept them standing before you
still did not accept as fellow man

You have to be insulted like them.

Every day you have avoided the touch of man
And you have hated the God of his heart

By the scourage of God, when famine

shall appear

You have to share your food with all

You have to be insulted like them.

Whom you have thrown away, he is pulling you that direction
Whom you have left behind, he is dragging you there

Whom you have kept in the darkness of ignorance

He is blocking your path of fulfillment

You have to be insulted like them.

Centuries after centuries, your
head is loaded with dishonour
Still you don't make obeissance to the God of man
You don't lower your gaze and don't see
The God of havenots and fallen came down
to the dust
So you have to be insulted like them.
- Rabindranath Tagore



Rabindranath Tagore wrote innumerable poems and songs
in defence of peace and social harmony. At times, globa]
unrest tormented his poetic heart. In anguish he had
written very poignant and piercing verse. We are quoting
one :
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Oh God you have sent messengers all the time

In this merciless world.

They gave clarion call forgive all, love all

And driveout the venom of hatred from the heart.

They are celebrated and honoured, but

We place them in the outer chamber.

In this crucial time we deprive them from respectful due.
I have seen, secret hatred hurted




The helpless under the cover of night.
I have seen the crime of the powerfuls.
Also seen the voice of justice lamenting in wilderness

I have seen young boy turned mad

And beating head on stone.

My voice is mute and no music in the flute

Dungeon of dark night.

Engulled my whole world in nightmare

Oh benign God I ask you with tears

Who poisoned your air and put out your light

Did you ever forgive or love them?

- Rabindranath Tagore

Poet Satyendranath Dutt in his poem human identity (SIS

AifS) wrote :
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In the whole world, there is only one race
And that is human race

The same sun, the same moon and
glittering stars accompany us eternally.

*

* * *



We help grow up our little ones as youth of vigour
And take shelter on the ground from water
Black and white are only outer cover
But no discrimination in inner colour.

* * * *
When you scratch outer shape disappars
And the inner colour shines forth
All the artificial discriminations
Between Brahmin and outcaste,

Big and small drops away.
- Satyendranath dutt

Apart from creating beauty, praising nature and God, almost
all of the major and minor poets showed keen concern for
the brotherly relation of man. When there is injustice and
social intolerance poets never failed to protest in fiery
language. There were periods in the history, kings became
cruel, beaureucracy coercive, scholars slave. Even in those
dark periods poet's rhyme flashed like the lightining in the
gloomy night. Presently we are quoting an excerpt from a
poem of Kazi Nazrul Islam, who is known as rebel poet. He
wrote the poem in protest against the caste discrimination.
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All of you are playing foul game in the name of caste
If touched, you think your caste will disappear

Then it is nothing but children's fun

You think smoking pipe and cooking pot is the



soul of the caste
That is the reason you have splitted
The whole nation into hundred sects.
What is happening in the whole of India
All of you are rotting like countless corpse.
Now a days, hardly you hear human voice
Every where caste jackals are howling
It is true, faith is protective and tolerant
like armour
How it can loose its purity by the touch another caste.
- Kazi Nazrul Islam

II

In this booklet we have selected following songs. Songs [rom
the prominant composers are included in it. Simultaneously
those were sung by the eminant artists of Bangladesh and
presented in Bangla-German-Sampreeti peace cassette.
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The world is mad with hatred
Frequent cruelty abound there
Its circle is vicious, greed reigns every where
All awaiting souls are craving for your new birth
Oh great saviour recede us from suffering
And bring divine message of salvation.
Help bloom, love lotus that releases eternal flow of honey.
Oh peaceful one, salvated one and the emblem of eternal good
Oh the compassionate one transform the world
By washing out its black stains.
- Rabindranath Tagore
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The stream of joy is flowing through the
Veins of the world

In day and in night endless nectar gushes forth
In the eternal sky.

And sun, moon, drink to the full

So that celestial light remains alive

Filling the earth continiously with

sunshine and life.

Why sitting idle and morose

Why feel so much concern with petty interest
Behold all around, extending your heart

Pay no heed to the small worries.

Fill up your empty cup with essence of love.

- Rabindranath Tagore
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Through peace shower in this tormented world

With dry heart men and women standing gazing above.
Let there be no darkness, no sign of greed

And no grief and wailing.

Let heart be pure and life

becomes strengthened
Remove all obstacles.

Why this hatred and why this disguise
Why this sense of honour and pride

Give love to the heart which became hard like stone.
Oh God, let victory be yours.

- Rabindranath Tagore
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Make me your peace envoy
Oh God, my God
Where life is barren desert all around, nowhere
Visible the plant of love
Give me the strength so that I can bring

profound peace shower
Oh God, my God



Where abounds the cloud of despair and desolation
Where hope and expectation is mere illusion
There I long to throw the ray of new born light for all.
Oh God, my God
I seek thy love and solace
Above all, I beg to you
I want to give the pleasure of forgiveness to all
Oh God, my God.
- Sunil Dutt

(SN “oIF! AR M8 BIR IRIMR 7S S |
(SR CRA TR 734 ARJAER 7e SIS |
IR ©IR 5] SffA A/H Fsdd A G @M,
(SINIA QTS VAR WIF YOI BifR 71 S |
TR TR T TN I A W NS SIS |
7o fare vhe 1w Mt 3 (oM 1 ws s,
oed I Toie i vie SieeREsHTe |
Ay W T© Y ©E TF ARG S @,
o AR ARG TR ONR SRS
S ARG AT, o et 9t ofirs |
@ 7Y e e fRe - IR @ ©7 baed,
R #N @ IR T @R 7 WSzt |
7N A 9 B 9ZA, IO il oA gz
G T IRA A A AR @ TReel-
TR 7S N A faReriad vaeet |
To whom you give your banner endow him
With the strength to carry it
Fill my heart with intense love, so that I can
Endure noble pain of your service.
I want it from the core of heart
Grief is there, but I want to put an end to it.
I donot long to have deliberance by avoiding
The gift of your suffering.

If you give devotion in me, suffering shall be my crown
In order to keep my heart free from the filthiness



of the world.

Put me into actions - that helps me reminds you.
Engage me in action but keep me

Free to remember you

Keep me sacred under the dust of your feet

You, make me forgetful in the world so that

I donot forget you.

The path that you mentioned I shall lead steadfastly
Be it my lord, all my labour carry me into the
state of blissfulness.

This world is abode of trouble, full of sorrow and

lamentation.
By carrying death in life, I want life after death.
By the dusk I long to take shelter
Where all shelterless take resort.

- Rabindranath Tagore
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Oh my mind tell truth, follow the right path
If you fail to follow the truth and the right path



Essence of manhood shall remain unveiled
He who is a petty trader
Weighs things with measuring stone
But a wealthy merchant
Buys the jewels with little ease.
In fact Lalon Fakir is full of falsehood
Who roams around various holy places
As he failed to concentrate on single object
His entire effort went fruitless.
' - Fakir Lalon Shah
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People ask me, Lalon what is your caste

Lalon answers, I have never seen with my eyes.
What is the colour of caste.

Some put mala and some put tasbi beads

But that does not make any difference



can one discern caste mark eithe

It circumcision is the sign of mu;;ai?m?:rrlnglrem s
Then what it is about woman.

Male Brahamin can be discerned by sar

Then what is the identification mazk of cfzgngll;eg?ahmm?
In this world everyone everywhere

sings the glory of caste

But Lalon sold the caste symbol

In the market of the world.

. Fakir Lalon Shah
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Unsurmountable mountain, fierce desert

And wide ocean lie ahead

You have to cross everything in this dead

Of night, passengers, be aware.

The ship is trembling, water swelling and the
Captain is making mistake.

The mast is torn apart, is there anybody, who

Is bold and young to the keep rudder under control?
Oh bold one, young one, come forward

Future is calling you.



This is a perilous storm, yet you have to guide
The ship in the safe harbour.
The night is dark, you on whose shoulder

The fate of mother rests take care.
The tormenting pain of age suddenly started moving
So the anguish of the deprived streaming fox:th.
You have to take them with you and give their right. .
Helpless nation is drowning does not know how to swim
Well captain, now is the test of your strength
For the deliberance of mother
Who drowns wheather he is Hindu or Musalman
Who asks this foolish question. ; gl
ons of your mo ;
Tell captain, drowning are the s y el Talat
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Love all, otherwise stain of your heart will not disappear
What good you have, give all like the smell of flower.
By declaring everything your own
you are deprived of your most precious own.
Now is the time to distribute your very self to others
Whom you consider venomous snake
Also it contains jewels on the hood.
Play the flute of love, who is there to be
Dreaded in this jungle of the world.
All are the sons of your own mother
Whom you save and whom you leave behind
All shall have to cross by the same boat.
- Atulprasad sen.



TR PR Ny 210s A e
T ST IR 91 753 e
I TR oM 4
@ R o st

R 597 |

(W qN oy Fon
U3 O WS Joq
@1 4TS 49 o
R ¢ TRIEs|
VOISR O F W@
WIS g SR ey
T MR A TR
TR AR |

You did not practice oh my mind

To lower yourself to the lowliest.

You worship the happy people

And donot care about the destitutes

He who does not put his feet on dust

Can any one collect dust from his feet ?

It is jungle-wood not gold

That produces scented sandal.

Love is the priceless wealth

Mother loves most her blind child.

He who is rich with this wealth

Only can be counted as noble soul

Engaging futile debate

You forget the basic simple truth

That God lives in every man and every house.
: - Atulprasad sen.
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This is our world with the wealth

Of paddy field and flowers

Amidst that is a land, best of all the lands

Which is made of dream and woven with memory.
Nowhere you will find a place like this.

My motherland is the queen of all the lands.

Where you see bright sun mellow moon and

twinkling stars.

Where you see the flashes of lightning in the dark cloud.
Nowhere you find a place like this

Where is such smooth flow of rivers and

Where air visits frequently smoky hill tops.

Shivering the undulating paddy field.

Nowhere you find a place like this.

Flower abounds in the branches, birds sing in the groves.
The drones comes in swarms with sweet sound

They fall asleep by the song of bird and are

Awakened by the bird song again.

After drinking honey, they sleep upon the petal of flowers.
Where you get so much intense love for brother and mother.



oh mother, I shall hold thy feet in my breast.
My prayer I want to born and die here
Nowhere you find a place like this.
-Dijendralal Roy
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Call our mother with fullthroated voice

All together call mother, mother

Raise the voice so that heaven and

Earth fill with that voice.

Brothers get united embrace each other

And dance with raised hands calling

Mother, mother, mother

In dancing throw yourself in the lap of mother
Grasp the mother's feet and rob it

When mother will hear this call how

she keep herself aloof

clap yourself along with call

Overflood the world with call.

I shall throw headlong in the mother's core and shall
Wipe my tears.

Let my song and life be torn apart, I shall

look at only my mother.
-Dijendralal Roy
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Oh my golden Bangla, I love thee
Thy sky, thy air, vibrates in my ear
like the sound of flute.

Oh mother, in the month of Faalgoon



smell of mango groves turns me mad
oh mother, what an ecstacy, what a bliss
Oh mother, in the month of Agrahayan
In the field full of crop
What a beautiful smell, I come accross.
What a majestic show, what a coolshed
what love and tenderness.
What garments extends thee under the
Banyan roots and the river banks.
Thy voice mother, in my ear sounds like sweet music
Mother when I see thy sullen face, I can
hardly check tears.
I spent my childhood in thy doll's house
By rubbing thy dust in my body, I feel
1 am salvated
At dusk what soft light lits thee in thy hut
Oh mother, what an ecstasy, what a bliss.
I throw away all playing and seek shelter in thy lap.
In thy cow grazing field
And in the ferry stations
Where birds sing, trees throw shades in your rural abode.
In thy golden paddy strewn yards
My life passes through.
Oh mother, what an ecstasy, what a bliss.
Mother, thy cowherds, thy tillers, all of them
Are my brothers.
Mother I throw my head on thy feet
Give me the dust of thy feet that will
shine like jewel on my head.
Mother, I shall give all the possessions of a poorman to you.
And I am not going to buy hanging rope
As my costume from foreign hand.
-Rabindranath Tagore



