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PROLOGUE

- Dr. G. R. KRISHNA
Writer and Professor of eminence

Millions of words have been written on Mahatma Gandhi.

Scores and hundreds of books, both appreciating and criticizing,

him have been written on him, including many biographies,

(Particularly autobiography by himself!)

Mahatma Gandhi is a phenomenon if not an enigma! A

freedom fighter, social worker, satyagrahi and above all a

philosopher with difference, multi - facets rolled into one

personality!

However in the very dawn of India’s independence his

power has diminished. The political class of India paid him a lip

sympathy, for he is a unique brand name for them. Of course

they acknowledged his political contribution in the freedom

struggle.

By 1960’s, Gandhian influence was on the wane in India.

Politician’s still showed sham sorrow for his martyrdom!

However, his economics was total rejected in a subtle

and refined form! His concept of “Self sufficient village republics,

his concept of “Trusteeship”, were felt to be too utopian,

impractical and unrealistic by the political class. On the other,

westernization, materialism, nay ugly consumerism (American

Imported) have taken over the Indian ruling class and rising middle

class. Unfortunately 2 to  3 % of so called ‘Hindu growth rate’ in

1950’s and 60’s have contributed to the obsession of economic

growth at any cost!

If by 1960’s mahatma Gandhi’s memory was on wane, it

was totally diminished by 1990’s, which was the age of

globalization, privatization and commercialization.

Strange, certain streak of incidents changes the course of

world history! Those are the ways of providence! Martin Luther

King’s (JR) Civil – Rights and civil disobedience movement in the
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U.S.A, a score of student led movements in Europe and many

NGO led human rights movements throughout the world,

including those in Africa, have rekindled and re-created the

memory of Mahatma Gandhi in the world Consciousness. As a

result, Gandhi Statues were erected by 1990’s and 2000 A. D, in

almost all prominent countries of Europe, the U.S.A, Africa and

including Russia.

Richard Attenborough’s classic magnum opus film

“Gandhi” made the whole world to look at Gandhi from new &

all time spiritual perspective

Thus Gandhi’s name has become a synonym for peace

and non-violence!

It is in this time frame, background and context, Dr. Prasad

a gifted poet, has chosen Mahatma Gandhi as a theme for his

epic titled “The making of Mahatma”

Dr. Lanka Sivaramaprasad is so gifted as a poet, being a

surgeon, that he could be a  Proliphic writer!

I happen to read some of his already published

outstanding Classics like “Soundarya Lahari”, “Bhagavatham” and

“Bhagavadgita”.

Coming to the making of mahatma, the poet Prasad has

adopted highly innovative, perhaps a unique technique in the

epic. He does not narrate anything direct in the book!

The articles, conditions, situations, movements and places narrate

the role of Mahatma,  in their own feelings and emotions.

For instance, the bullets which killed him, the eye glasses,

the chappal, the hand stick, he used, Dandiyatra he walked,

Yerawada Jail that he was housed in, Quit India Movement he

led, Gandhi-Irwin Pact he signed, Jalianwala bagh he sobbed at,

all these and many other incidents involving their feelings, on

Mahatma narrate their feelings, their emotions and his

dilemmas(relating to Gandhi) that constitute this classic!

Prasad’s extra ordinary Poetic sensitivity and intensity of

emotion can be felt and touched in every poem in this volume.
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His gifted felicity of expression enriches the volume very much.

The whole volume has innumerable poetic flashes which are

unforgettable, quotable and preserveable!

Hence the book is a collector’s choice.

Coming to some of the flashes in the volume:

“At some stage or other everybody who loved him,

loved to hate him,

in that hate  and love relationship

he became the beloved soul”

A few raise above the level and work

for the poor and down-trodden

“They will live forever as Mahatmas and

great souls in the world garden.”

“History tells that mahatmas like fleeing

phantoms raise the dust

but raise no level, said Ambedkar,

who believed in justice just”

“He died the way he wished to die,

like a hero, a commander

(He looked at the murderer, looked at the

death without anger or fear)

he opened the gates of common goodness,

has a great soul ever walked on earth.

A saint who walked among the kings,

Viceroys and poor like a Monarch

for the new players he became an obstacle

to their progressive ark (after independence)

“When millions die in clash of wars,

borders are drawn by sacrificial blood,
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hurt remains in the descendents of Martyrs,

it may break in future into a great flood”

“The cloud of partition was hovering wearily over

the Indian sky,

the country that shook an empire was

bleeding in distress high”.

“When British imperial resistance was

crumbling in war made hit as,

Sir Cripps Stanford offered India

a full-fledged dominion Status”

“Mysterious are the bonds and ways of

people in mutual interactions,

un relieved hurt and lack of understanding

propel them to contradictions”

“A spinner, weaver and farmer with his

permanent address at yerrawada prision,

another fast unto death, hospitalization,

Release, recovery made the season’.

“84 days in England attending a conference of

magnificent failure,

yet he made a great impression on the

British minds with simplicity pure”

“At London Churchill was still fuming’

how can a half-naked fakir/

Dare to parley on equal terms with the

representative of the king emperor”-

“Said he, I accept my failure and expect

no mercy, give me the severest penalty,

Mr. Robert Brownfield as a judge

looked at the puzzle and solution pleading guilty’

“In human history we see some unexpected

things change the course or destination/
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in fact they accelerated the process to

catapult the inevitable fate of an empire nation”

In the glory of non-violence the call for arms took the

back step/ but the effects of violence, when non-violence failed,

were more pungent:

“What is death, what is truth,

what is life? What for this stress/

why human beings build wary future through and wriggle”

“I am proud of myself because I was the

symbol of human dignity and equality,

all those great moments, I was with him were recorded

in his letter of immortality (on black turban)

“He walked with a ship load of vows and

in meditation, the father of a great future nation”

“They called him philosophical anarchy/

but they did not realize the salt sea corroding

under the royal throne and eroding the empire

Not only these spontaneous out bursting flashes of poetry;

but the whole book “Making of Mahatma” is a classic by any

measure. It is an epic of poetry, the magnum’ opus of poet Prasad.

However, there are certain dry patches where cold blooded

logic of the poet intervenes with the poetic movement and the

ethos of poetry in the volume. After all logic & poetry does not

always go together!

Leave it alone! The ‘making of Mahatma’ is a marvelous

creation, an epic of poetry. It is a collectors “ volume. I commend

it to all lovers of poetry and Gandhiyana.

Mahasivarathri, 2019 - Dr. G.R. Krishna
04/03/2019
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LOOKING AT THE MAKING OF

MAHATMA

- SAGAR KATARIA
Author and Poet

When I was asked to read this book, the excitement didn’t

push me to get hold of this at the first instant. The only reason

that the subject Dr L Sr Prasad chose to write on is a topic which

has been grinded quite a lot from numberless historians. This

topic has been thoroughly pushed from all corners by many

politicians as per their suitability and requirement. The other point

is that this subject has been narrated to each one of us during

our education at various levels as well.

As a reader, if I visit a book store I will definitely glance at

titles which create a certain degree of synergy with my thoughts.

Perhaps, the topic which has been so widely debated will hold

back my hands to pick from the shelf. I was and am beyond

doubt incorrect in my approach about The Mahatma, about The

Making of Mahatma- the core subject Dr L Sr Prasad triggered to

compose, his own way.

Poetry is one such song which can never vanish from

mankind. Rather it exists in every heart; the solitary point is that

a poet must know the technique to kindle every heartbeat so

that the readers walk with the same pace as that of the lyricist. Dr

L Sr Prasad’s attempt definitely pulled me to read his version of

The Mahatma from a different angle and fathom our freedom

struggle history from his ink. His style of writing poetry is creative

because of his rhyming skills which add pearls to diamonds in

the treasure hunt of a reader.

The best part in this book is the protagonist, as sometimes

the lead character is the author himself and at other times it is a

bullet that killed The Mahatma. The dialect used in the poems
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hooks the eyes to scroll through the next page in curiosity to

know as what is the title and content of next poem. I think no

one has ever orchestrated the life history of Mahatma Gandhi

the way Dr L Sr Prasad has done. The Round Spectacles, A

Shipload of Vows, His Majesty Hotel , General Reginald Dyer and

Amritsar, Go and Do not Rest are some of the titles you all would

love to read and reread many a times. Some are inspirational,

some are eye openers and some are dialogues of The Mahatma

himself.

I do not want to introduce the author for you as for his

infinite qualities; the visiting card will look to be overcrowded.

This is like going to a Chinese restaurant and finding Indian

American Italian Mexican and what not in the menu card. The

variety in the menu card of his restaurant cum hotel is endless.

As a reader, I can easily visualize summer, winter, autumn and

spring in his mind. The extent of imagination varies from one

individual to another, but Dr L Sr Prasad’s mind is a cache of

wisdom and his heart is pure lover of literature. Let us all value

his worth and walk hand in hand along with his journey in “THE

MAKING OF MAHATMA”.

Happy reading to all…

CHANDIGARH. - SAGAR KATARIA
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PREFACE

“Live as if you were to die tomorrow. ...

“Be the change that you wish to see in the world.” ...

I was there in the last week of  June 2018, wandering

inquisitively, searching for the foot prints of a great soul, ever

walked on this soil. On October 2nd 1869 he was born in the city

of Porbandar or Sudampuri- the place of Sudama the childhood

friend of Lord Krishna.

His apprenticeship in education at London, against

discrimination at South Africa taught him many skills to wage a

war against British rule in India.

On 17 june 1917 he shifted his ashram from Kochrab to

Present Sabarmati Ashram the place where Dadhichi sage

immolated himself to ashes and bones to provide weapons to

deities or devatas. And the place at the banks of Sabarmati river-

the maiden river Bhogwa –it was Ganga brought to earth by the

Prime God- Siva. The place is strategically situated, in Gandhi’s

view, in between a prison and crematorium the places of

destination for a Satyagrahi.

After a century of its establishment still the ashram inspires

the visitors and urges them to ponder over the thoughts of that

great soul and walk on the path he carefully constructed.

I spent some quality time in the shades of jamun trees

and lost myself in the splendor of the past in montages. May be

the scents of yester years worked upon me in recreating some of

the incidents in the blessed soul’s life into 60 and odd poems in

a different perspective.

This book of poems exposes my view of Gandhi formed

from the writings of various authors and first hand witnesses. In

14 line poems, a kind of Sonnet genre, I thought and developed-

to tell a small story effectively, I tried to cruise along.

“Happiness is when what you think, what you say,

and what you do are in harmony.” –Mahatma Gandhi..
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Through my looking glass-1

CROSSING SABARMATI RIVER!

It was a long due visit but a chicken is a

chicken fried or grilled with oil fine,...

First it has to cross the road to reach the airport

and catch a flight to refine,

Its art of cock a doodle doo to wake up the

sleeping world and to nicely define

The intricacies of the modern world of self glorification

and nothing to confine.

The Spicejet had less spice and more price and the

chicken paid more for less,

The flight darted in turbulence in between two layers of

clouds like a sandwich press,

The chicken’s heart was in its throat like that of a

hero in black deer’s mess,

From the window seat it saw Sabarmati river

meandering like a snake in stress.

Amdavadi or Ahmedabad with six hundred years of

heritage is a silent live wire,

In the house of Mangal das that chicken took

asylum to restore its sagging fire.
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The Sabarmati river is one of the major west-flowing rivers in India. It originates in
the Aravalli Range of the Udaipur District of Rajasthan and meets the Gulf of
Cambay of Arabian Sea after travelling 371 km in a south-westerly direction
across Rajasthan and Gujarat

Ahmedabad - Amdavad in Gujarati, is the largest city and former capital of the Indian
state of Gujarat. It is the administrative headquarter of the Ahmadabad district and
the seat of the Gujarat High Court. Ahmedabad’s population of 5,633,927 (as per
2011 population census) makes it the fifth most populous city in India

The walk in the narrow lanes looking at the gates,

doors and havelis is a joyful affair.

The shehnai and drum sounds near Sidi Saiyed Jali Mosque

were haunting and fair.

The unique architecture of havelis, the methods of

harvesting and storage of rain water and stepwells,

Temples, mosques, churches, synagogue speaking of

harmony, Ahmedabad is a city of shining spells.

❊❊❊❊❊
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Through my looking glass-2

RELISHING A FEW JAMUN FRUITS NEAR

THE FOOT PRINTS OF MAHATMA GANDHI!

There i saw his house, his spinning wheel,

the locked room and his footsteps,...

The serene Sabarmati river, three white monkeys

in a green lawn with life’s tips,

In the shade of those witness trees i saw the

shadows of the past in lingering trips,

His tears, smiles, visions, hardships and the weapons of

non-violence in faded strips,

There i saw the visitors busy in selfie mode with

modern tresses and dresses,

The pilgrimage vehicles are heading to the

food plazas fast in culinary guesses.

It seems all the villages are now heading

towards the cities in wrong direction.

Gandhi ji must be worrying about this new India

striving for cleanliness perfection.

A few squirrels are competing with crows and

sparrows for spicy leftovers,

A peacock fluttering its wings jumped from

one tree to another in sparse showers,

Under a jamun tree i found a few black berries
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Sabarmati Ashram- On his return from South Africa, Gandhi’s first Ashram in India was
established in the Kochrab area of Ahmedabad on 25 May 1915. The Ashram was then
shifted on 17 June 1917 to a piece of open land on the banks of the river Sabarmati.

Syzygium cumini, commonly known as jambolan, Java plum, black plum or jamun,
is an evergreen tropical tree in the flowering plant family Myrtaceae. It is native to the Indian
Subcontinent, adjoining regions of Southeast Asia, China and Queensland. The name of
the fruit is sometimes mistranslated as blackberry, which is a different fruit in an unrelated
family. Syzygium cumini has been spread overseas from India by Indian emigrants and at
present is common in former tropical British colonies. The word Jambudvîpa literally re-
fers to “the land of Jambu trees” where jambu is the name of the species (also
called Jambul or Indian Blackberry) and dvîpa means “island” or “continent”.

inviting me to savour them in clusters.

With the body color of Lord Krishna and the most

beautiful eyes ever seen the jamun fruits are black

asters.

Those three monkeys have the keys for the eternal

truths of life and living pure.

I am sure the father of our nation must have

relished those jamun fruits thinking about poor.

❊❊❊❊❊
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Through my looking glass-3

PRISONER NUMBER - 6357
(March 10-18, 1922)

The small village Chauri Chaura was still simmering

under the massacre’s smudge...

When he called off the civil-disobedience

movement his followers ran on the edge,

When the frenzied instincts of people prefer war

bloodshed to peace pledge,

British thought it is the best time to arrest a

fakir of repute without public grudge.

-’You are under arrest!’- said the superintendent of

police at Ahmadabad on that night,

-’ My removal will be a benefit to the people‘

-Bapu was quiet like a silent knight.

While the inmates sang Vaishnava song,

he packed two blankets, a spare loin cloth,

And seven books, he glided into -’The Great Trial’

-pleaded guilty under the usual oath.

What is sedition? Who is judging whom?

Whose country is this land anyway?

The judge, the distinguished prisoner and

his colleague all knew the correct way,

The accused has loyalty to his mother-land,
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the judge to his country’s royalty,

Then who is guilty, the freedom fighters or the

paid servants, in the way of morality?

-’You may be a patriot in the eyes of people,

but the law is no respecter for persons’-

The trial lasted for hundred minutes with a jail

sentence to the nation’s great sons.

❊❊❊❊❊

Gandhiji was arrested at the Satyagraha Ashram, Sabarmati, Ahmedabad on Friday
the 10th March, 1922 for certain articles published in his young India. On the 11th
noon Gandhiji and Shri Shankarlal Banker, the publisher, were placed before Mr.
Brown, Assistant Magistrate, the Court being held in the Divisional Commissioner’s
Office at Shahibagh.
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Through my looking glass-4

IN A SIX HUNDRED YEAR OLD CITY..

A walled city with twelve gates, o Ahmed Shah!

You built Bhadra fort on here planes.

In fourteen hundred eleven the birth of the city with

pols or streets with crooked lanes.

At Bhadrakali temple near the three arched gateway

i saw two docile temple elephants.

Half a dozen bananas i gave them to have a selfie

as per the standards of sycophants.

Jumma Masjid was under repairs but its fifteen

domes supported by 260 pillars,

The most beautiful mask in the east gave me a

sense of thrill with history fillers,

Ashawal, Karnavati, Ahmadabad, Amdavad what is

in a name? I looked at the layers,

From Asha bhil’s tribal village to Karnavati to modern

Ahmadabad it had many players;

Now the seventh largest city in India with its

own charm with Sabarmati river,

Dividing the city into Eastern old city with

umpteen gates and streets you see wherever,
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On the western side all new look that does contrast

the past with present flavor.

The Manchester of India has the proud legacy of

Freedom of India fervor.

Dadhichi sage gave his spine to Indra to sculpt

Vajra weapon to defeat demons with violence.

In the same place another sage established Sabarmati

ashram to defeat the English with non-violence.

❊❊❊❊❊

Ahmadabad is located on the banks of the Sabarmati River, 30 km (19 mi) from the
state capital Gandhinagar, which is its twin city. The area around Ahmedabad has
been inhabited since the 11th century, when it was known as Ashaval .
Amdavad in Gujarati, is the largest city and former capital of the Indian state of Gujarat.
It is the administrative headquarter of the Ahmadabad district and the seat of
the Gujarat High Court.
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Through my looking glass-5

WHAT WE LEARN FROM THOSE

OBSCENE APES AND NAKED FAKIRS. ...

A lawyer from Illinois, with malice towards

none and charity for all, 

The most hated and reviled man in

American history, walked tall,

In agony and bloodshed, in humiliation and

condemnation with gall,

Assailed alike by friends and foes, in public

and in private squall!

Another barrister was thrown out of the train at

Pietermaritzburg station in an apartheid nation,

His sartorial change from the imperial suit and

boot to the loin cloth of deep deliberation,

An inner temple lawyer becoming a seditious fakir

and conducts civil disobedience,

His weapons of nonviolence and truth becoming

unpalatable to some with diffidence,

On Good Friday, despite his premonitions the

president was at Ford’s theatre cabins ,

John Wilkes Booth’s Philadelphia Deringer pistol

shot and shouted- ‘sic semper tyrannis’
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On another Friday, despite his tiredness, a naked fakir

was in the garden of the Birla House, 

Nathuram Godse’s Beretta nine mm pistol coughed thrice,

the light has gone out of Indian lives,

One Friday a bullet shot the head of a man who

preserved the union and proclaimed emancipation,

Another Friday three bullets pierced the heart of Truth,

nonviolence and a great soul of a nation.

❊❊❊❊❊

(Abraham Lincoln: February 12, 1809 - April 15, 1865.
He was shot on April 14, Good Friday)

(Mahatma Gandhi: October 2, 1869- January 30, 1948.
He was also shot on Friday )
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THE MAKING OF

MAHATMA
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1. THREE BULLETS AND

A BODY

One angry bullet said I will kill

his endurance power.

The second one said I will finish

his love for truth forever.

The third bullet said I will demolish

his non- violence tower.

The three bathed in his blood

and looked invincible wherever.

Amidst of the frenzy mob a revolver

was waving its smoke spill,

The ardent followers of non-violence

were shrieking- kill! Kill! Kill.

They took away the violence handcuffed

into the justice cell.

They saw the blood stain growing

on the great soul lying still.

Hands rushed there to collect the

blood soaked earth in souvenir form.

The lit candles at the slain site were

shedding tears in grief storm.
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Mahatma Gandhi was assassinated on 30 January 1948 in the compound of Birla
House (now Gandhi Smriti), a large mansion. His assassin was Nathuram Vinayak
Godse, a freedom fighter, advocate of Indian nationalism, a member of the political
party the Hindu Mahasabha, and a past member of the Rashtriya Swayamsevak
Sangh (RSS), which he left in 1940 to form an armed organization. Godse had planned
the assassination.  Gandhi had just walked up the low steps to the raised lawn behind
Birla House where he conducted his multi-faith prayer meetings every evening. Godse
stepped out from the crowd flanking the path leading to the dais and into Gandhi's
path, firing three bullets……

They took the bleeding non-violence

into the House, laid it on mortal charm.

They say the last vibrations from its pale lips

pronounced hey Ram, hey Ram, hey Ram!

It seems the bullets wished to hit the watch,

eye-glasses and walking stick.

Was there any fourth bullet that wished to

destroy the spinning wheel very quick?

❊❊❊❊❊
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2. THE WATCH THAT STOPPED

AT 5.12 P.M.

Supported by two walking sticks that great soul

started for the evening prayer.

The round eye glasses looked at the crowd

waiting for him in rows and layer,

The protectors of his twin feet making the last

footsteps of the great leader, stopped,

The pocket watch heard the shots, felt the blood

and a thud; its spring snapped.

The clock said-’ Me and my race are man’s

companions and timekeepers prime,

A pocket watch i am gifted to Gandhi by little Indira,

became a part of his life.

I walked with him hundreds of miles in his

non-violence struggle to allay India’s strife,

Some naive thief stole but returned me to him

six months later, it was torture time;

The stopped clock when revived it said-’

he was very caring, punctual and diligent,

How can i stay alive without him, my hands

refuses to move, i am a dead pheasant!
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When air is settled, the body in fire become ashes,

to merge with water and earth,

I know one day we will be the collector’s items

and become millions worth!’-

On that fateful day of thirtieth January 1948

a nation’s clock beat stopped for a while,

As the time went by all his weapons were

misused but there will be revival with smile!

❊❊❊❊❊

The pistol shots had deafened her, wrote Manuben, the smoke was very thick, and
the incident was complete within 3 to 4 minutes. A crowd of people rushed towards
them, according to Manuben. The watch she was carrying showed 5:17 p.m. and
blood was everywhere on their white clothes……
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3. MARCH TO APRIL!
(A walking stick story of a great march!)

Two hundred and forty miles,

Twenty four days, Eighty people,

A sixteen year old teen to the

sixty one year old great soul,

Twelve March nineteen hundred thirty

to the sixth of April,

At six thirty A.M. at Dandi village the sea

and salt smiled in thrill!

I was the witness and in his strong hands

i felt like the staff of Moses,

Though i was a gift to Kaka Kalekar from

Govind Pai the Kannada poet bright,

Kalekar a close associate of Gandhi gave me

to the leader of The Indian masses,

Gandhi accepted me with great honor,

since then i became his hand right!

They called him philosophical anarch,

the Viceroy thought this will end up in fiasco,

They expected him to die by the conclusion

of march so the empire can have easy go,
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But they did not realize the salt sea, moving

under royal throne wave by wave,

And the house bound women and girls joining

the movement in resistance brave!

As the great soul’s companion i have seen the

joys of freedom in jubilation!

In the tears of the division of country i saw the

death of the father of our nation!

❊❊❊❊❊

The Salt March, also known as the Dandi March and the Dandi Satyagraha, was
an act of nonviolent civil disobedience in colonial India led by Mohandas Karamchand
Gandhi to produce salt from the seawater in the coastal village of Dandi (now
in Gujarat), as was the practice of the local populace until British officials introduced
taxation on salt production, deemed their sea-salt reclamation activities illegal, and
then repeatedly used force to stop it. The 24-day march lasted from 12 March 1930 to
6 April 1930 as a direct action campaign of tax resistance and nonviolent
protest against the British salt monopoly
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4. ROUND TABLE WITH

SQUARE FACES!
(1930- 32)

In Royal Gallery House of Lords at London i was a

round table with many a chair,

When Jinnah requested Viceroy Lord Irwin and

Prime Minister Ramsay MacDonald,

A series of three meetings brought many stars

in the Indian sky to shine very fair,

The cry of self- rule permeated the hall but i

saw the invisible breaks among the herald!

Lords, kings, land lords, titled gentry, known leaders

of communal groups, millionaires,

They discussed Sapru idea of All India Federation

but Gandhi was not there in them,

In the second meeting he came like the

Pied Piper of Hamelin from Indian fairies,

A dark man walking in bare legs a naked fakir

wrapped in a white shawl firm!

He said -’ you made our home into jail! we have

every right to ask for freedom!

You have clipped our wings, now we demand our wings

to fly!- He is a great enemy,
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I saw him and his charm, his firm

resolution to free his country from doom,

The whole attention was towards him,

i was thrilled when he gently touched me;

He did not attend the third meeting, disappointed I was

but i know soon he will be victorious!

Like him, my rendezvous with him was a unique one; in

the annals of history it will be glorious!

❊❊❊❊❊

The three Round Table Conferences of 1930–32 were a series of conferences
organized by the British Government and Indian national congress was participant to
discuss constitutional reforms in India. These started in November 1930 and ended in
December 1932. They were conducted as per the recommendation
of Jinnah to Viceroy Lord Irwin and Prime Minister Ramsay MacDonald, and by the
report submitted by the Simon Commission in May 1930. Demands for swaraj, or self-
rule, in India had been growing increasingly strong. Mahatma Gandhi, Sir Tej Bahadur
Sapru, Srinivasa, , Sir Muhammad Zafrulla Khan and Mirabehn are key participants
from India.
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5. THE ROUND SPECTACLES!

Today is looking like a day of thunder and

lightning without clouds,

The great soul is under some morbid strain his

cough is getting worse,

Why everyone is either late or absent today,

this is a portentous course,

The neem twig gave a talk to his teeth and

went on its way to wet clods!

I am the round spectacles, he looks at the

world through my glasses,

-’Whether weary or un weary, o man, do not rest’-

the hymn calmed his spirits,

His walking stick Manubehn prepared him

for the busy day amidst his frets,

Definitely some wild thought is annoying him

and it somehow surpasses,

His trained mortal body and mind, a few lashes

of bitter truth, the thorn crown,

Of violence in non-violence, the white shawl with

purple stains way down;
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The 20th century’s most famous apostle of non-violence himself met a violent end.
Mohandas Mahatma (‘the great soul’) Gandhi, who had taken a leading role in spear-
heading the campaign for independence from Britain, hailed the partition of the sub-
continent into the separate independent states of India and Pakistan in August 1947
as ‘the noblest act of the British nation’

The tale of Gandhi and his glasses is a short but sweet one. He found his very
first pair in London, when he first moved there to study law. The sheer simplicity
of the metal frame, combined with how they were one of the more popular choices
at the time, probably factored into his decision. While he used them more as an
accessory than a tool, his iconic glasses were first glimpsed in a photo of him
protesting. As he eventually became a prolific activist, his glasses gradually be-
came an icon of intellect and compassion. After intense protests from India’s gov-
ernment and the Indian press, Mohandas K. Gandhi‘s eyeglasses and some of his
other belongings were sold on Thursday afternoon for $1.8 million at an auction in
Manhattan, after last-minute attempts to halt the sale by Vijay Malya.

Photo sessions, interviews, a long session

with Patel to make peace with Nehru,

The great soul is late for his prayer, he summoned

his human walking sticks crew,

Three minutes journey towards waiting crowd,

he stopped and smiled like a child,

When a man in khaki pushed his way past Manubehn,

then, three bullets, i saw going wild!

(There was utter chaos, when his body

hit the ground i slipped and fell,

Some unknown hands grabbed me from the

trampling feet and i lost my spell!)

❊❊❊❊❊
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6. SUDAMAPURI, PAO RUTI PORT OR

PORBANDAR

I am the white city with shining cream colored

lime stone walls,

With the blue sea swept on three sides hugging me

in her wave squalls,

The mighty bear Jamvanta who fought with

Lord Krishna lived in nearby hills,

Sri Krishna’s best friend Sudama-Kuchela was born here

and had his life’s fills.

In my lap was born another great child who believed

that Truth is God and precious,

On the twelfth day of the dark half of the Bhadrapada

month not so auspicious,

In a massive three storied house of a Dewan,

as a third son of Karamchand,

And Putlibai, a strong devotee of Lord Krishna

as her only refuge and bond;

When you stay near sea you must face often

storms in your cup,

His grandfather tasted the wrath of Rani Rupali

the queen Regent,



39

PORBANDAR- SUDAMPURI- Onshore explorations in and around Porbandar brought
to light the remains of a late Harappan settlement dating back to the 16th-14th centuries
BCE. There is evidence to suggest that the Harappan legacy of maritime activity
continued till the late Harappan period on the Saurashtra coast. The discovery of
ancient jetties along the Porbandar creek signifies the importance of Porbandar as an
active center of maritime activities in the past. Indian mythology views Porbandar as
the birthplace of Sudama, the friend Krishna. For this reason, it is also referred to as
Sudaamapuri or Sudamapuri.  Mohandas Karamchand Gandhi was born on 2 October
1869 into Gujarati Hindu Modh Baniya family. in Porbandar (also known as Sudamapuri)

His father was perturbed by the mood changes

of the Royal gent,

Porbandar to Rajkot from Diwan to chief karbhari

was a down step!

His illustrious father soon became dewan of

Rajkot state, again to top,

Yes! I remember vividly the enchanted childhood

of a child in my lap!

❊❊❊❊❊
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7. WE MAY BE THE SEVEN SINS

BUT ARE WE GUILTY?

We seven sins gathered like flies around a

drop of fragrant honey,

-’ Let us tempt him and divert him towards

the wrong path in his journey,

It is better to bend it not when it is a tree but

as a plant small and tiny,

We seven coalesced into six arishad vargas to

sink him in measures puny!

Let us entice him with lust, anger, greed, pride,

envy, gluttony and sloth,

Let us net him in kama, krodha, lobha, mada,

matsarya, moha of any worth,

We challenged Buddha, Jina, Jesus and other

prophets in length and bredth,

We will see how this fellow wriggles out of

our grip and prove his mettle width!

Stealthily we tried to tempt him with smoking,

theft, meat and woman,

He succumbed to some but not to woman

and falsehood that was common,
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To defeat him we waited, the chance came

with his marriage and consummation,

We won the war with lust as our weapon

and we cheered him in his emotion!

His father was injured at the time of his marriage

and was on the death bed,

For missing the last moments of his father,

he blamed his carnal urge, with utmost dread!

(We thought we won the war but we soon realized,

That it was the beginning of our defeat formalized)

❊❊❊❊❊

At age 9, Gandhi entered the local school in Rajkot, near his home. There he studied
the rudiments of arithmetic, history, the Gujarati language and geography. At age 11,
he joined the High School in Rajkot.[35] He was an average student, won some prizes,
but was a shy and tongue tied student, with no interest in games; his only companions
were books and school lessons.. While at high school, Gandhi's elder brother introduced
him to a Muslim friend named Sheikh Mehtab. Mehtab was older in age, taller and
encouraged the strictly vegetarian boy to eat meat to gain height. He also took
Mohandas to a brothel one day, though Mohandas "was struck blind and dumb in this
den of vice," rebuffed the prostitutes' advances and was promptly sent out of the
brothel. The experience caused Mohandas mental anguish, and he abandoned the
company of Mehtab.. In May 1883, the 13-year-old Mohandas was married to 14-
year-old Kasturbai Makhanji Kapadia (her first name was usually shortened to
"Kasturba", and affectionately to "Ba") in an arranged marriage, according to the
custom of the region at that time.
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8. A SHIPLOAD OF VOWS!

They called me S S Clyde- single-screw steamship

of large proportions,

We were a class of of our own carrying people

across the turbulent oceans,

We smell of burning coal, emit black smoke and

our boilers generate steam,

With a great hull splitting the sea we sailed

majestically on the waves as if in dream.

On fourth September 1888, an eighteen year old

stripling boarded me,

Neither he touched meat and wine nor did he

smoke as though it is blasphemy!

He was shy and preferred silence as though

he was in an alien world,

May be he had a heavy burden on his head

he would move without any word,

Is the heat from outside and inside troubling him

with a pinch of sugar and salt?

Even a pimp’s persistence at Brindisi port did not

made a dent on his moral vault!
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At a tender age leaving his wife and child,

family and friends like Gautama prince,

What is in his mind, an outcaste, a dark small boat

in a sea of white turbulence?

I looked at him in awe while he walked with a

shipload of vows and in meditation,

I never thought the apprentice Englishman

would be the father of a future great nation!

❊❊❊❊❊

On 10 August 1888, Gandhi aged 18, left Porbandar for Mumbai, then known as
Bombay. Upon arrival, he stayed with the local Modh Bania community while waiting
for the ship travel arrangements. The head of the community knew Gandhi's father.
After learning Gandhi's plans, he and other elders warned Gandhi that England would
tempt him to compromise his religion, and eat and drink in Western ways. Gandhi
informed them of his promise to his mother and her blessings. The local chief
disregarded it, and excommunicated him an outcast. But Gandhi ignored this, and on
4 September, he sailed from Bombay to London.
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9. WHITE FLANNEL SUIT

IN WHITE LAND!

Twenty five days in sea of hot waves a lone

heart arrives like a raw product,

In a fog bitten cold city everything is civil and

run by a strict code of conduct,

In search of knowledge and education,

he crosses forbidden seas, on hope tract,

I was the witness of his puzzled look of a lost boy

thinking how to act with tact!

When people are earnings pennies for their

daylong labor, shillings are expensive,

In the company of rich companions a poor

but honest lad looks odd and pensive,

The first stop at Victoria Hotel was a grand way

to start life, not financially positive,

Gleaming with electric lights and marble floors,

the hotel looked highly innovative!

I saw a servant gently pressing a button like

Aladdin rubbing a magic lamp,

Presto! The doors opened we thought that was

the waiting room of a genie camp!
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Doors closed and when it stopped, doors

opened and we were in the second floor,

When a friend and guide arrived in the name of

doctor Mehta there ended the lore!

As a white flannel dress hugging him tight

on the first two days of England,

I saw him triumph over the elements with

tight resolve and high moral stand!

❊❊❊❊❊

From ship he landed on to the shores in a white flannel dress, he thought was the
local populace dress code. For his surprise he was the only one wearing that sort of
dress and he looked odd.

Gandhi attended University College, London which is a constituent college of University
of London.
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10. THE ENGLISH MIRROR!

Look at the total transformation of the shy,

modest Indian larva,

To a flamboyant English butterfly, with high

silk top hat flowing like dark lava,

Eyeball his morning coat, double breasted vest,

striped trousers sashaying,

The stylish walk in full regalia in patent leather boots,

a fine pair of gloves saying,

Something to the silver mounted cane he was

the English gentleman Mr. Perfect!

With a bit of jaunty gait and his right hand

adjusting the prodigal hair to correct,

The half smile flashing in intervals, he spent

hours before me in his new racket,

When you decide something firm, pounds melt

like pennies in the spending market!

I can still remember his style of humming songs

and his rehearsal lengths,

Of elocution, dance steps, a go at violin;

all vanished with in three months,
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The realization came to him quick and fast,

and he took corrective measures,

He felt like some odd vegetable in a meat market

refusing fleshy pleasures!

I did preserve the images and reflections of those

three years he spent in England,

Just look into me the way he looked into me with

hope, in that freezing white land!

❊❊❊❊❊

His time in London was influenced by the vow he had made to his mother. He tried to
adopt "English" customs, including taking dancing lessons. However, he could not
appreciate the bland vegetarian food offered by his landlady and was frequently hungry
until he found one of London's few vegetarian restaurants. Influenced by Henry Salt's
writing, he joined the Vegetarian Society, was elected to its executive committee, and
started a local Bayswater chapter. Some of the vegetarians he met were members of
the Theosophical Society.
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11. THE LOST JEWELS OF

RAJKOT!

We never saw him with our myriad sparkles

but we became a mile stone

In his long journey, from a total failure to

become a great soul, he all alone,

The hands that removed us from treasury

were silent, had royal hue and tone,

Servants become scapegoats when princes

commit mistakes in comfort zone!

So his brother was removed from Dewan post

by the British political agent,

His filial duty compelled him to have an

appointment with Charles Ollivant!

Reminding him of a previous meeting at London

did not cut the ice at cold front!

Further arguments resulted in throwing him out of

the room by an attendant!

Those were the dark days in his life, a gentleman’s

lone walk in dark night!

The failed attempts of educating wife and family

in London style and light!
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Like a newly returned young man wished to

change his village into city bright;

Lust defeated his love, anger clouded his thinking,

fear of failure made his flight!

Once reality dawns, the boundaries one can

see clearly, how formidable they are,

With a doomed legal carrier, he took the

chance to go to South Africa a land too far!

❊❊❊❊❊

Gandhi, at age 22, was called to the bar in June 1891 and then left London for India,
where he learned that his mother had died while he was in London and that his family
had kept the news from him. His attempts at establishing a law practice in Bombay
failed because he was psychologically unable to cross-examine witnesses. He returned
to Rajkot to make a modest living drafting petitions for litigants, but he was forced to
stop when he ran afoul of a British office, when he was pleading help to release his
brother in the lost jewels of Rajkot case.
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12. ’WHENCE THIS DEVIL IN YOU,

MY BOY? BE OFF, QUICK!

In between the street and house

there is the front door,

In between the sky and earth

there is the bed on the floor,

In between a man and a woman

there is the acceptance score,

You can enter in with a contract or money

to relieve the lust store!

When you are in your hormone surge what

you need is a timely pressure,

A friend comes like a broken verb takes you

to the huts of pleasure,

He came in and sat near the woman like

a frozen stone till she showed the door,

The language was directed on his man-hood

and hit him on the core!

Again it happened at Portsmouth,

at a game of bridge the landlady was no bore!

She was about to drown him in her sea of

advances his conscience made a roar,
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Rescued by a whisker, a quarry escaped

from its pursuer he fled into his bower,

At Zanzibar for the last time he faced the

same situation but got out with will power!

The question that bothered him was why

he was allowing himself to enter the door?

What power he was lacking to say no even before

the conscience making uproar?

❊❊❊❊❊

In 1893, a Muslim merchant in Kathiawar named Dada Abdullah contacted Gandhi.
Abdullah owned a large successful shipping business in South Africa. His distant
cousin in Johannesburg needed a lawyer, and they preferred someone with Kathiawari
heritage. Gandhi inquired about his pay for the work. They offered a total salary of
£105 plus travel expenses. He accepted it, knowing that it would be at least one-year
commitment in the Colony of Natal, South Africa, also a part of the British Empire. In
April 1893, Gandhi aged 23, set sail for South Africa to be the lawyer for Abdullah's
cousin.  on the way he visited a pleasure house at Zanzibar and the experience is
described in his autobiography. He spent 21 years in South Africa, where he developed
his political views, ethics and politics.
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13. SAMI! O SAMI! YOU SAMMI?

I saw him shivering in a corner of waiting room

with his head on his knees,

In this country all Indians are coolies or samis

to the masters and their cronies!

He knows that sami was a corrupted Sanskrit word

swamy meaning master,

South Indians had swamy in their name so all Indians

became samis in slang faster!

I saw the policeman pushing him out of the

compartment to the platform,

After him came the heavy luggage making

a thud on the ground in bulky form!

He walked slowly into the dark, unlit waiting room

swaying in mental storm,

On that night it seems he resolved to fight

against the evils proliferating in swarm!

I saw him sending long telegrams to

Railway authorities and friends,

The merchant friends of Abdulla Sheth met him,

told their own miseries without ends,

He understood equality, law and justice are

imprisoned in scriptures and books,

In practice the law of rod and color of skin

dominates and that’s how the world works,
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I the Pietermaritzburg station saw him

boarding the train to Charlestown,

At Pardekoph on a stage coach a Dutch man

called him ‘sami’ in insulting tone.

❊❊❊❊❊

There in South Africa  Indians were called Sami, swami, Sammy- of South Indian common
name. Gandhi arrived in Durban, Natal (now kwaZulu-Natal) in 1893 to serve as legal
counsel to a merchant Dada Abdulla. In June, Dada Abdulla asked him to undertake a rail
trip to Pretoria, Transvaal, a journey which first took Gandhi to Pietermaritzburg, Natal.
There, Gandhi was seated in the first-class compartment, as he had purchased a first-
class ticket. A White person who entered the compartment hastened to summon the
White railway officials, who ordered Gandhi to remove himself to the van compartment,
since 'coolies' (a racist term for Indians) and non-whites were not permitted in first-class
compartments. Gandhi protested and produced his ticket, but was warned that he would
be forcibly removed if he did not make a gracious exit. As Gandhi refused to comply with
the order, a White police officer pushed him out of the train, and his luggage was tossed
out on to the platform. The train steamed away, and Gandhi withdrew to the waiting room.
"It was winter," Gandhi was to write in his autobiography, and "the cold was extremely
bitter. My overcoat was in my luggage, but I did not dare to ask for it lest I should be
insulted again, so I sat and shivered". He says he began to think of his "duty": ought he to
stay back and fight for his "rights", or should he return to India? His own "hardship was
superficial", "only a symptom of the deep disease of colour prejudice."The next evening
he continued the train journey-this time without a mishap. But a bigger mishap awaited
him on the journey from Charlestown to Johannesburg which had to be covered by
stagecoach. He was made to sit with the coachman on the box outside, while the white
conductor sat inside with the white passengers. Gandhi pocketed the insult for fear of
missing the coach altogether. On the way the conductor who wanted a smoke spread a
piece of dirty sack-cloth on the footboard and ordered Gandhi to sit there so that the
conductor could have Gandhi's seat and smoke. Gandhi refused. The conductor swore
and rained blows on him, trying to throw him down. Gandhi clung to the brass rails of the
coach box, refusing to yield and unwilling to retaliate. Some of the White passengers
protested at this cowardly assault and the conductor was obliged to stop beating Gandhi
who kept his seat.
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14. THE CONTRAST OF WHITE

AND BLACK!

In everyone’s lifetime a few paradoxes

appear to baffle one to the true core,

In your hometown you were a Dewan-prime minister’s

son and lived in the lore,

But in an alien land every step is risky when

your skin is in wrong color score,

Have you not noticed the same in your own

land how untouchables suffer more?

When your father was in trouble a warrior

from other religion sacrificed his life,

When you were so innocent another one tried to

teach you the ways of wrong side,

When you were in a swirl of total failure

another person saved you from landslide,

May be that’s why you always loved them

with your life and ready to face any strife!

Yes, you know the sad truth of a society divided

by umpteen number of walls,

Where everywhere everyone wishes to be

a master and ill treat others with wrong calls,

Husbands ridicule their wives, masters their servants,

kings their un-equals,

When equality is undermined, the struggle for

dignity and freedom erupts in squalls.
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When that coachman threw a dirty sack cloth

on to the floor and addressed him,

-’Sammy! You sit on this! I want to sit near the driver’-

he refused denying the Coachman's whim.

❊❊❊❊❊

Instead of fleeing from the seen, Gandhiji stayed back - for 21 years to fight for rights
of the Indians in South Africa. By May 1894, he had organized the Natal Indian Con-
gress. In 1896, he returned to India and enlisted support from some prominent Indian
leaders. He then returned to South Africa with 800 free Indians. Their arrival was met
with resistance and an inflamed mob attacked Gandhiji physically. Gandhiji exercised
`self-restraint'. His philosophy of winning the detractors with the peaceful restraint
had begun. It yielded fruit. Under pressure from the British government the attempt to
disfranchise Indians in South Africa was abandoned.
The position of Indians in the Transvaal was worse than in Natal. They were com-
pelled to pay a poll tax of £3; they were not allowed to own land except in specially
allotted locations, a kind of ghetto; they had no franchise, and were not allowed to
walk on the pavement or move out of doors after 9 p.m. without a special permit. One
day Gandhi, who had received from the State Attorney a letter authorizing him to be
out of doors all hours, was having his usual walk. As he passed near President Kruger's
house, the policeman on duty, suddenly and without any warning, pushed him off the
pavement and kicked him into the street. A Mr. Coates, an English Quaker, who knew
Gandhi, happened to pass by and saw the incident. He advised Gandhi to proceed
against the man and offered himself as witness. But Gandhi declined the offer saying
that he had made it a rule not to go to court in respect of a personal grievance.
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15. BLACK TURBAN AT

WHITE DURBAN!

‘They sent me a white elephant from Gujarat’-

said Dada Abdulla to himself,

Throwing a hurried glance at him coming down the

gangway wearing a frock coat,

A black tie, a clean shirt, patent leather shoes

and me as his headgear afloat...

Under his shirt he wore a necklace of holy basil beads

a gift from his mother’s shelf.

I was looking majestic on his hot head and

at Durban court i made an impact,

The magistrate stared at him and me,

and ordered him to remove me, the turban,

My master refused to comply and walked

out of the court like a defiant barn,

Dada Abdulla liked the way i hung on to his

young head and i stayed on intact.

From Durban court to the Supreme Court of

Natal it was a hard earned passage,

Enrolling him as an advocate the Chief Justice said

in his tranquil message,
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He pondered for a while and obeyed,

Dada Abdulla objected in strong gaze like a sage,

Turban to top hat, hat to turban, turban to hat,

i suited him well in his changing visage

I am proud of myself because i was the symbol of

human dignity and equality,

All those great moments i was with him were

recorded in his letters of immortality.

❊❊❊❊❊

When Gandhi arrived in South Africa, according to Herman, he thought of himself as
"a Briton first, and an Indian second". However, the prejudice against him and his
fellow Indians from British people that Gandhi experienced and observed deeply
bothered him. He found it humiliating, struggling to understand how some people can
feel honor or superiority or pleasure in such inhumane practices. Gandhi began to
question his people's standing in the British Empire.


































































































































































































































































































