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Three Gandhi Poems – A Historical Background

[These three poems from among many by Jhaverchand Meghani (1896-1947) were written in the
turbulent years of 1931-32. The historical backdrop to those times may help explain some references
in these poems. Meghani, an eminent Gujarati poet, writer, folklorist and journalist was given the
honorific of ‘Rāshtreeya Shāyar’ – the Nationalist Poet – by the Mahātmā.]

1930 :

Rejecting the British proposal for a dominion status for India, the Indian National
Congress promulgated a Declaration of the Independence of India, resolving the
Congress and Indian nationalists to fight for a ‘complete self-rule’ apart from the
British Empire on January 26.

In one of the first civil disobedience movement initiatives, Gandhi broke the British
salt laws at the conclusion of the Salt March on Dāndi on April 6, sparking large
scale acts of nonviolent civil disobedience all across India. The British imprisoned
Gandhi to take life out of this movement, but the outcome was just the opposite.
Following massive unrest, Viceroy Lord Irwin promulgated decrees curbing many
civil liberties and jailed leaders of the movement. British documents show that the
British government was shaken to the core by the Satyāgraha, the non-violent
movement.

1931 :

The British Prime Minister announced the Second Round Table Conference and
offered to free the imprisoned Congress leaders if they complied with the Viceroy’s
‘requests’. Gandhi accepted the offer. After two weeks of intense negotiations
between the two men, the Gandhi-Irwin Pact was signed on March 5, 1931. The
pact required the Indian National Congress to discontinue its civil disobedience
movement and to participate in the second Round Table Conference in London. It
required the British Government to withdraw all its ordinances imposing curbs on
the activities of the Indian National Congress as also to stop all prosecutions
relating to several types of offenses and to release prisoners arrested for
participating in the civil disobedience movement.

Lord Irwin was replaced by Lord Willingdon as Viceroy soon after the pact was
signed. Gandhi felt a moral obligation for the strictest adherence to the terms of the
pact. The new Viceroy felt no such compunction and his office was given to
quibbling over the terms of the truce while local bureaucrats and police officers
actively circumvented its provisions.

Disappointed and frustrated by these blatant acts over a five-month period, Gandhi
was unwilling to go to the Round Table Conference. The British knew that the
absence of the Congress from the first Round Table Conference would render it
meaningless. They very badly wanted Gandhi to attend the second Conference.
Pressured by the British Prime Minister, Viceroy Willingdon summoned Gandhi to
Shimlā – the summer capital of British India – in August, 1931. The Viceroy finally
agreed to let Gandhi propose the total independence for India at the Round Table
Conference. Gandhi and his entourage were rushed to Mumbai on a special train.

http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Indian_National_Congress_-_Freedom_Era
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Indian_National_Congress_-_Freedom_Era
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/British_Empire
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Civil_disobedience
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Round_Table_Conference
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They reached Mumbai with only four hours to spare before sailing for England
aboard SS Rājputānā on August 29, 1931.

In a statement to the Associated Press before his departure, Gandhiji said : “I see
no hope on the horizon. Being born an optimist, I am not giving up hope. I have
faith in God… and hope He will choose to use me as His instrument to serve the
humanity.”

In an article “What did I bring from Europe?” written while on his way back from
England, Gandhi answers that question: “I certainly do not come back with total
independence… or even partial independence. That is not something you buy in any
market abroad. But, I am coming back with greater energy to wage the battle for
our independence.” He was returning to India with empty hands, but not dirty
hands.

1932:

In March, Gandhi had addressed the British Secretary of State on the proposed
‘Communal Award’ declaring untouchables as a minority and thus giving the Hindu
depressed classes seats in the legislature, to be filled only from special depressed
class electorates. Gandhi argued that separate electorates would divide the Hindu
community without doing any good for the depressed classes. He recalled what he
had said at the Second Round Table Conference, that he would resist with his life
the grant of such separate electorates. On August 16, 1932, Ramsey MacDonald,
the British P.M., chose to announce the 'Communal Award' anyway. Gandhi, in
prison at the time, immediately wrote to the Premier that he would embark on a
‘fast unto death’ on September 20, even while incarcerated. The P.M. did not relent,
and the fast began on that date. The British capitulated quickly but the opposition
of the leaders of the depressed classes turned out to be a sticking point. That was
eventually resolved and the fast ended with an agreement, popularly known as the
‘Poona Pact’. The British Cabinet accepted the Poona Pact and Gandhi broke his fast
on September 26.

Each of the three poems is presented here in the original Gujarati, followed by its
English translation.

These translations are by Ashok Meghani, the poet’s youngest son. Ashok, an
engineer by training, retired as a technology executive and now devotes a good
deal of his time to working on translations from Gujarati. He has translated three of
his father’s novels and continues to work on other translations. He lives in the
United States.
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J pƣ_ sકટોરો

ઝવેરચદં મેઘાણી

J pƣ_ sકટોરો ઝેરનો આ : પી જજો, Z hȶ k!

સાગર પીનારા! Ӕ K�_ નવ ઢોળજો, Z hȶ k!

7 Rȣ lN ia Ė hd pa ɖ k5ĥ a WS\hȿk5:

ȴ lSҴ-દગલબાજો T D�X�PȻ k5XWhȿk5:

b ʛ kતણે ખોળે Q` �Ʌ kE T j Ʌ lWhȿk5:

આ 8 E ^�B b jDP°િશર d ҭXɂ k5, Z hȶ k!

કાપે ભલે F U½W! �̂ ȶ k-મન \hXɂ k5, Z hȶ k!

Ʌ k̂-7 Ʌ k̂Whઆ Wa Ȼ kF j ઉદિધ-વલોણે,

શી છે ગતાગમ ^ƗWWhકામી જનોને?

ȱ k5િવના, b 5ȹ k! કોણ પીશે ઝેર દોણે!

eµ] hલગી ગળવા ગરલ ઝટ Ĥ B °̂, Z hȶ k!

ઓ d tƠ] -^t̃! કરાલ-કોમળ! Ĥ B °̂, Z hȶ k!

De°b pજગત: જોગી તણા Ƀ k5જોગ ȣ lNÇh?

U�̂ ] hગયા શોષાઈ? Ƀ k5ઘન-નીર ȣ lNÇh5?

Ƀ k5આભ Ʌ l̂ K -I 5̃\hWh5તેલ ȣ lNÇh5?

U°E j અમારા ȳk:ખ નવ 7 ND�જજો, Z hȶ k!

d �eȻ k5GȰ k5, d e�Ƀ k5a ȴ k: નવ થડકજો, Z hȶ k!

I hȸ kD, KƜS j , દંડ, ડડંા મારના,

ĥ a Sh5D̈ ƨShWકારાગારના,ં

થોડાઘણા છટંકાવ F s̀ �Z ĥ Wh–

એ તો બધાયં K^�ગયા,ં DsO°XPÈh5, Z hȶ k!

ĭ_ d \h5અમ eµPh5તમે _ sQ°GPÈh5, Z hȶ k!
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Ƀ k5T Ȼ k5— Ɨ] h5T j QӄF ɀ k5લાવો–ન લાવો!

બોસા U: Ƀ k5— ભલે ખાલી હાથ આવો!

^sXɃ k5S ĥ °કંઠ રસબસતી ȹ kĤ B !

ȳkiW] hતણે \ҭ] pK^�જઈ આવજો, Z hȶ k!

e\UU�Whd 5U°b Phદઈ આવજો, Z hȶ k!

જગ મારશે મૅ’ણા:ં ન 8 ƥ] s8 Ɨ\ ì hWj!

ના’ƥ] sȤ k\hWj — પોલ પોતાની િપછાની!

KF ̆ p\ j જોયો! દાઝ ȳkiW] hWj ન Ĥ R j!

8 Ĥ ^ માનવ-Ĥ ત 8 Ȣk_ થઈ ^e�, Z hȶ k!

S ĥ �તબીબી કાજ એ તલખી ^e�, Z hȶ k!

Ĥ , બાપ! માતા આખલાને નાથવાને,

Ĥ ia Ė eƗ] h; X °̂જળ છાટંવાને,

Ĥ સાત સાગર પાર d pȱ kબાધંવાને —

ઘનઘોર વનની વાટને અજવાળતો, Z hȶ k!

િવકરાળ D°d �̂ ] h̀ Wpપપંાળતો, Z hȶ k!

I hƣ] sKȐ ! ȱ kK ભોિમયો ભગવાન છે, Z hȶ k!

છેƣ_ sકટોરો ઝેરનો પી 8 a Ȑ , Z hȶ k!

(કિવની WҭV : 1931. F h5V jĥ F s̀ \pĥ X �̂ c U\h5જવા WjDƤ] hƗ] ĥ °તમેને D °̂ɀ k5સબંોધન. [d hƜSh�eD] ‘d t^hƧ˼ ’નો Xe°_ sફરમો Ȥ kȿka ĥ °

ચડતો; ગીત J pƣ_ hકલાકમાં જ ^I hȻ k5. F h5V jĥ b iWa ĥ °તો ઊપડવાના હતા. 7 Ⱥ mS_ h_ b pO°8 N½-DhP½Z sP½પર ̆ Ssકઢાવી રવાના D^�–

ƨN�\^ પર F h5V jĥ WpXeҭI S j કરવા.

\ehU°a U°d h: Wj WҭV : ȢkP�Z 5V તારો અને કાગળો આવેલા તે [આગબોટમા]ં વાચંવા \h5PÈh. ... મઘેાણીનો ‘J pƣ_ sકટોરો’ [વાચંીન]ે Z hȶ kDe°,

‘\ĥ ��ƨT S jȵ k5આમાં a R½WT Ȼ k5છે તે SĆWd hȧ k5છે.’ Dhƥ] વાચંતા તો Ĥ Rpમઘેાણીનો 8 Ɨ\hF h5V jĥ WhJ pƣ_ hપદંર �Ua d Wsસતત d hë j ^Ĝ s

હોય એમ ̆ S jS થાય છે... Ĥ Rp\pGhR jĥ ? ð h5D Ġ Xh: Wp–– Ӕ V ĥ XJ pPsB Q�Wp– જોયા D�ȴ k5હોય એમ લાગે છે.)
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Swallow the hemlock, o Bāpu1!
Jhaverchand Meghani Translation : Ashok Meghani

(August 27, 1931. Two days before Mahatma Gandhi was to leave for the 2nd Round Table
Conference in London to plead for India’s independence. The people’s expectations were
very high in India. But, the Mahatma knew the political reality, and understood the futility of
this exercise.

This poem was an attempt to put in words the turmoil in the Mahatma’s mind and heart. It
was written for the weekly Saurashtra in about an hour just before that issue went to press.
It was rushed to Mumbai and delivered to the Mahatma the next day aboard the SS
Rajputana after it had sailed for England.

On reading the poem, Gandhi said, “This is a totally accurate portrayal of my mindset.”
Mahadev Desai, his private secretary and the person closest to Gandhi, wrote: “… Meghani’s
spirit appears to have been a constant witness of Gandhiji’s past fifteen days … almost as if
he observed it all from behind an invisibility cloak.”)

Swallow this final bowl of hemlock, o Bāpu!
You’ve swallowed oceans of insults,

Spill not, please, this handful, o Bāpu!

Living with an immutable faith in your fellowmen:
Aware of being amidst cheats and double-crossers:
At peace, even as you slumbered in the enemy’s lap:

Lay your head on this final pillow, Bāpu!
Behead you? He may, but …

… Get the measure of our enemy, Bāpu!

They’ve teamed up again, the new-age gods and the demons;2

They churn the ocean, lust for gems, unaware of what awaits’em:
The deadly halāhal comes out first, it takes a Shiva to contain it.

So hasten there, and take the poison …
… Unto your heart, Bāpu!

O tranquil-terrible! Hideous-dainty! Godspeed, Bāpu!

All world will wonder: has the saint run out of his divine powers?
Have the oceans drained? Have the dark clouds paled above us?
Did the Moon’s and the Sun’s wicks run dry, up there in the heavens?

Don’t let the thoughts of our miseries stop you, Bāpu!
We’ve suffered much, we will suffer more …

… Please waver not, Bāpu!

1
Bāpu : Father. The loving address people used for the Mahātmā.

2
This stanza is based on the story of Samudra Manthan in Hindu mythology. Devas (the gods) and

Dānawas (the demons) join forces in search for Amrita (the Nectar) and other gems; they proceed to
churn the Ocean of Milk. The first to emerge from the ocean is a pot of Halāhal poison that threatens to
wipe out all life. It takes Lord Shiva to save the situation; he drinks the Halāhal but holds it in his throat.
Shiva, one of three principal Hindu deities – the God of destruction – is known for his tender and terrible
personas.
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Whip-lashes fly, batons descend, fines to pay, homes under raid,
Locked up in the dungeons dark, like tombs for us living dead,
Sprinklings of gun-shots in the air, filling our hearts with dread,

We’ve endured it all, become immune to all, Bāpu!
Our hearts, once tender, now hard as steel …

… Shaped by your hammer, Bāpu!

Would we care if you don’t bring us a ‘rag doll’ gift from there?
Our kisses will show, it matters not if you return empty-handed!
A million arms lay in wait, to wrap as garlands around you!

Go, say hello to the waiting world, smile for them, Bāpu!
Go, convey to them our sympathies …

… As also our aspirations, Bāpu!

[But, if you choose not to go, Bāpu…]

Ridicule will fly: “A ‘self-realized’ man, is why he stayed away!

What arrogance! Bet you he knew 'twas all hot air anyway!

‘Lover of Humanity’ indeed! What does he know about their pain?”
The humanity’s been ailing long, it can wait no more, Bāpu!
Cure-hungry, it yearns away …

… For your healing touch, Bāpu!

Go and lock your horns with those raging bulls, Bāpu;
Go, douse the world-devouring fire burning there, Bāpu;
Go, span the seven oceans with your peace-bridges, Bāpu;

Go, blaze new trails through those darkened woods,
Caress his mane, show the king of beasts,

... You fear him not, Bāpu!

Stop not, for He goes with you; Godspeed, Bāpu!
Go and swallow this final bowl of hemlock, o Bāpu!

© Ashok Meghani
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માતા, તારો બેટડો આવે!

ઝવેરચદં મેઘાણી

માતા! તારો બેટડો આવે :

8 b he�Wએકલો આવે.

જો જો! મારો બેટડો આવે :

d 5U°b hB ખેિપયા લાવે.

ԍa h̀ hȺ kE j એને Dh̀ Ȑ °̂, એની ӕ E \h57 Ⱥ mSV ĥ –

એવો કોઈ માનવી આવે :

ભેળાં કાળ-નોતરાં લાવે. – માતા〪

Ʌ lSs °̂હોય તો Ĥ F Ȑ , સાયર! ઘેર આવે ̆ hRhV ĥ ,

eµ] pS ĥ °બાધં �e�Ps̀ h:

મોભી મારો ખાય બે ઝોલા. – માતા〪

ȴ l̀ ^s̀ hRhએ Ⱥ kE માથે, વીરા, J h5NȐ શીતળ છોળ,

̆ p\pT j XhɆk�_ ] hVsȐ !

આછે આછે a h] °̂ƣesȐ ! – માતા〪

તારા Ȑ a h5એના આતમાનાં ગેબી �e\ , અગાધ ә PhR ;

Ɨ] h5] p8 Ȑ આગ લાગી છે :

ȴ k5a hV ĥ તોપ દાગી છે. – માતા〪

સાત id �ȴ k, તમે સામટા °̂– એની ઓલવાશે W�e ઝાળ,

ઠાલાં નવ ઢોળશો પાણી!

ના ના એની વેદના નાની. – માતા〪

કોટકોટાન ɆkShb જલે તારા eµ] hWj \h5e�, ઓ આભ!

એવી ˲sPઆપદા V jD°,

છાની એની J hSP�નીચે. – માતા〪

માનતા’ંતા ȢlPh5માનવી °̂એને ફોસલાવી લેવો સે’લ!
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પારધીનાં iX�K^hખાલી :

હસંો મારો WjDƤ] sહાલી. – માતા〪

ઘોર Ӕ V p̂�એ રાતમાં °̂Z jĤ 5બાળ ઘોરાણાં તમામ;

8 O°પો’ર Ĥ F S j ӕ E p

બેઠો ȱ k5તો U�a P°ઝાખેં. – માતા〪

ȸ lPÈhZ jĤ ઘેલડા °̂માયામોહ D°̂ °પારાવાર,

બેટા! ȱ k5તો Xs] Ȱ k5Whȵ k5:

<ȹ k5એક 7 R[ ӄĤ Ȱ k5. . – માતા〪

પોતાના ̆ hR iXXhɅ kB Wh5SҪતો ખોળવે E p_ hƥ] h5બાળ;

ȧ l\ j ȧ l\ j છાતીએ I h5Ɯ] h5:

Z 5ȴ kShWhબોલડા 8 Ɯ] h. . – માતા〪

રોમે રોમે S ĥ °દાતં [ ӄd j L p̂�D^PÈhDhį Phનાગ;

ડખેં ડખેં ȳlVWj ધારા

°̂_ j તારા U°eT j , Ɯ] ĥ h! . – માતા〪

ચીર Xh5I h̀ �Wh5E ҪI a h\h5નો’તા પાડંવોએ U�Vhહાથ;

8 Ȑ અિધકાઈ \ҪU°E j :

બેટાઓએ માતને XӄE j! – માતા〪

ȢlPપીધા,ં e�R\hWપીધા,ં પીધાં Gs̀ �દગાવાળાં ȳlV ;

કડકડતાં તેલ SҪપીધાં :

F h̀ �F h̀ �લોહ પણ પીધા.ં – માતા〪

ગોપવીને છાના ઘાવ D_ pĤ Wh^hE Ȑ ȣ lZ ખામોશ!

વાવાઝોડાં કાળનાં વાશે,

તે U�S ĥ �વાટ જોવાશે. – માતા〪

કંપશે સાત પાતાળ, આભી Ĥ ShL ӄDb pસાયર લોઢ;

E 5P°E 5P°બોળશે લાવા :

ȸ lDƠXsWhગાજશે પાવા. – માતા〪
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‘ધાઓ ધાઓ, Vpȵ kX h̀ !’ તેવા તે U�ઊઠશે હાહાકાર,

b hȳl̀ hને સાઢં માતેલા

ȯ l5F pȯ l5F pભાગશે ભેળા. – માતા〪

ભાઈ ia U°b jPh! a jWɂ k5̂°– એને રોકશો મા ઝાઝી વાર;

Z pO�Ɇk5તો U�a PsZ hį 5:

ð ĥ °એના ગાલ X 5Xhį 5! – માતા〪

S ĥ �કમાઈ-Ȥ k\h: Ws\ĥ °માગવો નો’ય �ed hZ ;

બેટા! S ĥ �ખાકની L s̀ �

માતા D°̂ °મન અમોલી. . – માતા〪

(1931\h5�F h5V jĥ �eShb �eµ] p�F s̀ \pĥ \h5T j�પાછા a ` Sh�eSh�Sp�7 ^d h\h5�̂ I hȻ k5.)
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Forlorn He Returns, O Mother!
Jhaverchand Meghani Translation: Ashok Meghani

(1931. Written around when a brokenhearted Mahatma Gandhi was on his way back to
India from the 2nd Round Table Conference in London. The ‘mother’ is Mother India.)

Your son is on his way, o mother!
Dejected and forlorn he returns.

Look, look, my son’s on his way back,
Or so tell me the messengers.

A volcano waiting to erupt in his heart, but
Only compassion dripping from his eyes,

Here comes he – a mere mortal of a man,
An invite from the Angel of Death in his hand.

… Forlorn he returns, o mother!

Wake up and listen, o mighty ocean!
The apple of my eyes is sailing home.

Pray gently rock my boy on your bosom,
He has earned the sleep of the just.

… Forlorn he returns, o mother!

All covered with dust, his face can do with
A few splashes of your cool water;

Wash his tired feet, with a loving caress,
And dry them with a gentle breeze.

… Forlorn he returns, o mother!

In the mysterious depths of his soul,
Normally cool, and like yours, unfathomable,

A mighty inferno is raging today,
As if he were hit by a smoking cannon-ball.

… Forlorn he returns, o mother!

Waters from all the seven blue seas
Cannot douse the flames of that fire;

Hold your water, waste not your breath,
Nay, far too intense is his torment.

… Forlorn he returns, o mother!

Millions of pyres burn a-roar,
In the hearts of galaxies up yonder.

A billion such fires blaze away,
Without a squeak, beneath his chest.

… Forlorn he returns, o mother!
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The schemers had really believed,
That you’d be an easy one to deceive;

To their dismay, when the trap was sprung,
Their prey had flown the coop.

… Forlorn he returns, o mother!

The pitch black night had surrounded,
All of my children in its shadow;

You kept the watch all through the night,
In your dim lamp’s sputtering glow.

… Forlorn he returns, o mother!

There are always ones who covet too much,
And drown in their own greed-lust;

You, my son, stay untouched by it all,
Fending water off like a poyanun3 lotus.

… Forlorn he returns, o mother!

Surely you had enemies thirsting for your blood,
But you had their children playing in your lap;

You hugged them hard, and showered your kisses,
Taught them lessons of love and friendship.

… Forlorn he returns, o mother!

Those vipers black, bared their fangs, and
Shot their venom into you with a vengeance;

You bled white, from each of those stings,
Your body spewing milk of human kindness.

… Forlorn he returns, o mother!

The Pāndavas of yore, hung their heads in shame,
As the villain proceeded to strip Pānchāli4.

That hideous act, pales in comparison today,
With the sons molesting their own mother.

… Forlorn he returns, o mother!

You alone rose up, spoke for the downtrodden,
And stood blocking their exploitation.

The enemy noticed your infinite compassion,
They played on that ‘chink’ to perfection.

… Forlorn he returns, o mother!

3
Poyanun : A small variety of lotus

4
Pānchāli : In the Hindu epic Mahabharata, the five Pāndava brothers lost their wife Pānchāli in a game

of dice, and then watched their evil cousin Dushāshana try to humiliate her by trying to pull her clothes off
in front of the entire royal court.
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You swallowed your pride, took treachery in stride,
Even stirred-in their poison in your cup;

You willingly opened your mouth so wide,
For the boiling oil and molten steel they served up.

… Forlorn he returns, o mother!

Bury your heartbreaks deep down beneath,
Let none witness how badly it hurts you;

When Time’s tempest unleashes its wrath,
Who else do we have to protect us but you?

… Forlorn he returns, o mother!

The Earth will shudder to its very foundation,
The oceans’ fury to the sky will ascend;

Fiery lava will overrun all creation,
While earthquakes will blow their trumpets.

… Forlorn he returns, o mother!

“Help, o Divine Cowherd5, please help!”
When the distress call goes out for Him:

Roaring lions and thundering bulls alike
Will try to jostle and outrun one another.

… Forlorn he returns, o mother!

I beg your hosts on the faraway shore,
“Please hold him not there anymore.”

My oil lamp flickers, as does my patience,
I long to touch your face once more.

… Forlorn he returns, o mother!

What do I care if you failed or succeeded,
Of gains and losses, I seek no tally;

O beloved son, the empty bag you fetched,
To your mother, its riches are unmatched.

Your son is on his way, o mother!
… Forlorn he returns, o mother!

© Ashok Meghani

5
The Divine Cowherd: Lord Krishna, who grew up as a cowherd, is called ‘Dhenupāl’ - the Protector of

the Cows.



13

J pƣ_ j સલામ

ઝવેરચદં મેઘાણી

સો સો °̂d _ hȺ k5મારાં [ h5ȮkPh5WpD°’જો °̂,
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A Thousand Farewells
Jhaverchand Meghani Translation: Ashok Meghani

(Written at the time of Gandhiji’s September 1932 ‘fast unto death’ to protest British
Government’s announcement of ‘Separate Electorates for The Depressed Classes’, the
untouchables. The poem is in the form of a narration coming from Gandhi. Although the Mahātmā
himself said he did not put it in the same category as ‘Chhello Katoro’, some critics considered
this poem to be superior in sentiment as also in its rendition.)

A thousand farewells to my brothers and sisters all,
To the world, I bid a fond adieu from my soul;

To those I couldn’t meet, sincere apologies I send,
Keep us in your thoughts, humbly I beseech them.

Her multiple hearts in unquenchable flames,
My mother burns red in the inferno of her shame;

For sins so terrible, even the last drop of my blood
Would not be enough penance to atone for them.

The day Arjuna set the Khāndav forest afire6,
Roasting a million innocent Nāgas in that pyre,

Rightful dwellers of this conquered ‘Āryan’ land,
They fell preys to my forefathers’ heinous ire.

Even Lord Rāma, the final comfort to my soul,
On behest of some sages, He did such wrong,

Beheaded a low-born hunter7, for worshipping the divine,
Horrors of that sin will haunt us forever long.

Butchered’em, gutted’em, pushed them into the netherworld,
Demonized and exiled them to a life in the wilderness;

Built for them their own separate living purgatories8,
Sentenced them to slavery for the endless eternity.

The power of the mighty, the deceit of holy men and cheats,
A hundred different tricks of all the scheming preachers,

Wove it all together into huge religious pennants,
Dyed red with the blood of my brothers and my sisters.

These siblings mine endured such deluges of injustice,
Their blood watering the flowerbeds ‘round those pennants;

Their agonies they buried deep inside their aching hearts,
Quietly they laid down under the wheels of the Lord’s chariots.

6
Mahabhārata, the Hindu epic, tells the story of Arjuna setting fire to the Khāndav forest to eradicate its cobra

population. Some claim that it was the Nāga people that were burned to death.
7

Lord Rāma, for Gandhi the supreme embodiment of virtue and justice, slayed Shambuk, as he hung upside
down and worshipped Lord Shiva, when a Brāhmin complained that such sacrilegious behavior by a Shudra had
caused his child’s premature death.
8

The untouchables were forced to live in segregated neighborhoods, away from where the Caste Hindus lived.
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Listen, o charioteers – you holy men and priests all,

Listen to the axles of your chariots groan beneath you;
Behold, isn’t that Bhairav9 blocking the way ahead?

Look within and ask why the Lord’s forsaken you.

Mahākāl, the controller of the ages, has awakened,
And set up his scales and standards to weigh the truth;

“I have laid down my life, upon the scales of justice”10,
I’ve surrendered myself to the law and await its verdict.

The Lord summons me — He calls us to celebrate;
To the festival of the oppressed, His clarion calls us;

No occasion, this, to shed for me any tears!
Put smiles on your faces, and bid me joyous farewells!

A thousand farewells to you all, and
To the world, a fond adieu from my soul.

© Ashok Meghani

9
Bhairav: the awesome, terrible form of Lord Shiva.

10
A quote from the Mahātmā.


