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Gandhi in Literature- An
Inspiration...

Gandhi in School...

I must have been about seven when my father left Porbandar for Rajkot to become
a member of the Rajasthanik Court. There I was put into a primary school, and
I can well recollect those days, including the names and other particulars of the
teachers who taught me. As at Porbandar, so here, there is hardly anything to note
about my studies. I could only have been a mediocre student. From this school I
went to the suburban school and thence to high school, having already reached
my twelfth year. I do not remember having ever told a lie, during this short period,
either to my teachers or to my school-mates. However, I used to be very shy
and avoided all company. My books and my lessons were my sole companions.
To be at school at the stroke of the hour and to run back home as soon as the
school closed—that was my daily habit. There is an incident which occurred at
the examination during my first year at high school and which is worth recording.
Mr Giles, the educational Inspector, had come on a visit of inspection. He had
set us five words to write as a spelling exercise. One of the words was ‘Kettle’. I
had misspelt it. The teacher tried to prompt me with the point of his boot, but I
would not be prompted. It was beyond me to see that he wanted me to copy the
spelling from my neighbour’s slate, for I had thought that the teacher was there to
supervise us against copying. The result was that all the boys, except myself, were
found to have spelt every word correctly. I could never learn the art of ‘copying’.
Yet the incident did not in the least diminish my respect for my teacher. I was by
nature, blind to the faults of elders. Later I came to know of many other failings
of this teacher, but my regard for him remained the same. Two other incidents
belonging to the same period have always clung to my memory. As a rule I had
distaste for any reading beyond my school books. The daily lessons had to be
done, because I disliked being taken to task by my teacher as much as I disliked
deceiving him. Therefore I would do the lessons, but often without my mind in
them. Thus, when even the lessons could not be done properly, there was of
course no question of any extra reading. But somehow my eyes fell on a book
purchased by my father. It was Shravana Pitribhakti Nataka. I read it with intense
interest. One of the pictures I was shown was of Shravana carrying, by means of
slings fitted for his shoulders, his blind parents on a pilgrimage. The book and the
picture left an indelible impression on my mind.
(An excerpt from The Story of My Experiments with Truth, Mohandas Karamchand Gandhi)
(Source: Workbook in English, Class-IX, Words and Expressions 1, NCERT, Publication)

Indigo
Morning found the town of Motihari black with peasants. They did not know
Gandhi’s record in South Africa. They had merely heard that a Mahatma who
wanted to help them was in trouble with the authorities. Their spontaneous
demonstration, in thousands, around the courthouse was the beginning of their
liberation from fear of the British.
The officials felt powerless without Gandhi’s cooperation. He helped them
regulate the crowd. He was polite and friendly. He was giving them concrete proof
that their might, hitherto dreaded and unquestioned, could be challenged by
Indians.
The government was baffled. The prosecutor requested the judge to postpone
the trial. Apparently, the authorities wished to consult their superiors.
Gandhi protested against the delay. He read a statement pleading guilty. He
was involved, he told the court, in a “conflict of duties”— on the one hand, not to
set a bad example as a lawbreaker; on the other hand, to render the “humanitarian
and national service” for which he had come. He disregarded the order to leave,
“not for want of respect for lawful authority, but in obedience to the higher law of
our being, the voice of conscience”. He asked the penalty due.
The magistrate announced that he would pronounce sentence after a two-hour
recess and asked Gandhi to furnish bail for those 120 minutes. Gandhi refused.
The judge released him without bail.
When the court reconvened, the judge said he would not deliver the judgment
for several days. Meanwhile he allowed Gandhi to remain at liberty.
Rajendra Prasad, Brij Kishor Babu, Maulana Mazharul Huq and several other
prominent lawyers had arrived from Bihar. They conferred with Gandhi. What
would they do if he was sentenced to prison, Gandhi asked. Why, the senior
lawyer replied, they had come to advise and help him; if he went to jail there
would be nobody to advise and they would go home.
What about the injustice to the sharecroppers, Gandhi demanded. The
lawyers withdrew to consult. RajendraPrasad has recorded the upshot of their
consultations —“They thought, amongst themselves, that Gandhi was totally a
stranger, and yet he was prepared to go to prison for the sake of the peasants;
if they, on the other hand, being not only residents of the adjoining districts but
also those who claimed to have served these peasants, should go home, it would
be shameful desertion.”
They accordingly went back to Gandhi and told him they were ready to follow
him into jail. ‘‘The battle of Champaran is won”.
(Source: Flamingo, Class-IX,Chapter-5 (Indigo), NCERT Publication)
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A Week with Gandhi

स्ाक्ं षिप्त...

In this pursuit of independence there is a musical harmony between Gandhi and
millions of Indians. Great leaders must have this harmony; it is the source of
their greatness. Winston Churchill has manifested it in many of his speeches. he
says brilliantly what so many plain English citizens say crudely to their neighbors
of say to themselves at night. You follow a leader who is you in a better edition.
Gandhi is father and brother to millions of semi-naked, half-starved, not-toointellectual peasants and workingmen who want to attain dignity and prosperity
through national effort. He is a chip of their block. He also answers the prayers
of innumerable highly cultured Indians and mightly industrialists who resent the
foreign yoke or even the mere presence of an outside overlord. Gandhi's life is
single-tracked; he wants a free India.
(A Week with Gandhi, Louis fischer)

