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CHAPTER I

There are few cases in the history of humanity like that of Mahatma Gandhi.

It is possible that no other exists.  

A single man, with only the strength of his moral and religious beliefs, became the father symbol of a nation made up of around six hundred million inhabitants to then manage to expel from his country, India, one of the largest and most powerful empires in the world, Britain, through simple hunger strikes and defending non violence, civil disobedience and pacifism. 

He must have been an exceptional human being, gifted with equally exceptional virtues that he gave shape to with the help of a set of oriental religions, mainly Indian, which he adopted for their fundamental aspects.  

And that were not broken in prison, as he spent several years in different prisons, on different occasions, condemned by those who were exploiting his country.  

Mahatma Gandhi was a solitary man. An introverted person. And an ascetic.  

Somebody who lived, essentially, with regards to his interior, spiritual and intellectual development, in relation to the brutal wrong doings of which he was both witness and victim.  

With that single element –his personal conviction and determination- he could prevail against swords, guns, tanks, hate, ambition, injustice, greed and, basically, the worst human evil.  

And the six hundred million people that then lived in India followed him as one.  

For years, he dressed in a cotton tunic that he himself made in a small sewing factory.  

He ate nothing that wasn't vegetables, seeds and grain.  

He lived in an old and unstable farm, in the middle of a desolate and uninhabited region, under the burning sun and torrential monsoon rains, with no other company than the occasional visits from his two daughters.  

He weighed less than sixty kilos. 

He was very short in height. 

He could barely walk by himself and, from his middle age years, he had to walk with the help of a bamboo cane or leaning on two people, as he was incapable of standing up by himself.  

So, how is it possible that such a small, weak, vulnerable and sickly man managed to humiliate, by himself, the proudest and most arrogant country that dominated not only India, but almost the entire world, with a colossal army, and force that country to abandon his country, where they had been doing anything they pleased for almost three hundred years?  

Very simple. 

So simple however, that it seems impossible.  

Through what he called “satyagraha” or “determination for the truth”.

This is his story.

A story that ended tragically. As he was shot dead, suddenly and without prior warning, by one of his fellow citizens and brethren, while he was walking through a crowd with the help of his two daughters.  

Maybe because, without really being a politician, he had acquired great power.  

And all he had to do was appear with his cane (trembling, tiny and with a sad expression beneath his large round glasses, with a shaved head) in a city in which the different Indian religions were fighting against each other, amidst fires, plundering, shots and stabbings, for the belligerents to stop instantly, ashamed, and run towards him, to kiss his feet, his hands, his cheeks and to kneel before his fragile figure and beg for forgiveness and blessings.  

Something that no other public man of his time would achieve.  

So much was the respect and devotion that the Indian people who admired him had for him.  

It is possible that his death was caused by a powerful politician who considered him a threat for his ambitions.  

And ordered for him to be killed.

Or maybe it was just that a sick person, a fanatic –something very similar to a crazy man- decided to take his life, he, a holy man, a preacher of non violence, who also praised dignity for all human beings, as a son of God, and, sadly, leaving all of humanity orphaned, a humanity in much need of men and women of that moral stature.  

His name was Mohandas Karamchad Gandhi.

He was born on the 2nd of October 1869 in the region of Porabandar, a territory belonging to Gujarat.

Gujarat is currently a state of the federal republic of India.  

It was once an independent kingdom, then a Muslim sultanate and later became a principality governed by a rajah. It is located to the north east of the country, next to the Arabic Sea. Its capital today is the city of Ahmadabad. 

The Tropic of Cancer passes very close to that large city, on the northern side.   

The land is flat, very damp, with exuberant vegetation, especially along the course of the river Mahi. There are a lot of savannas and jungles, especially parallel to the coast, which are rich in flora and fauna, very characteristic of western India. Among these, there is an orchid of unique beauty, of pale blues, greens and orange tones. There are also buffalos, elephants, snakes (the famous cobra, venomous and aggressive, which some manage to tame with the help of a flute, making it look like it is going to bite), tigers and crocodiles 

These last are very large and, when they are hungry, due to the fact that the antelopes do not always go to the rivers and swamps to drink, which is where they hunt them, they go to the villages to try to hunt cows and even people, so the villagers of these areas have to be very careful around water and must never go near them at night, which is moment when these saurian's prefer to carry out their most deadly attacks.  

The Gujarat ground, uneven with soft hills, which are permanently wet, is fertile and produces a lot of tea, rice and spices, such as cinnamon and vanilla. It is also highly abundant in petrol.  

But these riches are not the main reason for which Gujarat passed into history, in a way.  

Gujarat is very well known in India and throughout the rest of the world because it was in this land where Jainism was founded, a mix of philosophy and religion, which is vastly extended throughout the country today- and from where Mahatma Gandhi acquired certain foundations that would later result to be decisive for his life and even for the history of the Indian subcontinent.  

One of them was precisely that of non violence.  

Jainism was created in the eighteenth century B.C, by a saintly man called Jina or The Glorious. Jina's real name was Vardamana Jatiputra. He was a guru who wandered through Gujarat preaching humility and austere living, in the name of the creator of Earth, who he called Paranarman.

Jina assured that people, depending on the good or bad actions they carried out on Earth, during their years of life, would reincarnate, or not, after having died. 

This reincarnation would only be necessary for men and women who were ignorant, non religious, skeptical and atheists.  

Wise people, who had given themselves to the moral of religious living, would not have to return to Earth in another body, as they would have already reached spiritual perfection, thus allowing them to be next to Paranarman eternally, happy in the heavens.  

Jina preached five main fundamentals: do not lie. Do not steal. Do not Savor mundane pleasures. And, above all, do not kill, including any edible animal, plant or insect of insignificant appearance, as all of those creatures had been created by Paranarman and life, in any of its forms or aspects, is sacred.  

Jainism spread through Gujarat.  

And this place and its inhabitants, including Mahatma Gandhi, accepted this doctrine, like gold, and from that moment on, the land was predominated by an environment of peace and harmony, of tolerance and respect, which made this land famous in India.  

Mahatma Gandhi's childhood was a happy one, well organized and with no economical problems.  . 

His father had almost the same name as him, Karamchad Gandhi, and belonged to a family of the Vaishya caste, one of the castes between the Brahmins and the "untouchables". He was a brilliant lawyer, who earned a good amount of money in the city courts, dealing with civil and commercial subjects. He was a religious man and adored Vishnu, the Indian god of harmony.   

Then, Porabandar was the capital of an independent participate, and as the economy of the areas was prosperous, due to its large port, where many products from Europe and Asia, as well as other parts of India, came and left, the raja felt a certain fear of the possibility that his State would be coveted by other States and could be invaded at any given moment by a stronger and more powerful country. As he respected the laws, both national and international, and he was open to negotiations, as soon as he met Mahatma's father, who he had heard about due to his skills in the courtroom, he called him to the palace and asked if he would like to serve him as his legal advisor.  

-Majesty, it would be my honor to serve as your advisor. 

-Very well, Mr. Gandhi. Then you shall start the following Monday. You will be with a group of six advisors, you will join them and we will talk as a group in the throne room, every day.  

Karamchad accepted happily. And he began to go to the raja's magnificent palace, built with white and rose marble, to participate in political discussions. 

He was also clearly favored by the prince, who, after a short amount of time, invited him to participate in his tiger hunting expeditions, something that only the most notable people of the kingdom were allowed to do. At times, even, Karamchad was allowed to shoot at the large ferocious felines from the same basket seat that the raja used on his own elephant.  

Two years later, Karamchad Gandhi was named Prime Minister, a charge that came with an excellent salary. He was happy. Not only because of his professional success, but also for his successful marriage. His beloved wife, Mahatma's mother, who also loved her husband very dearly, was called Putlibai. She was of the same caste as her husband, Vaishya, and she was a very religious woman. A few years before, she had joined a sect known as pranami, which joined Hinduism with Islamism, and she was very devout. She practiced her cult doctrine on a daily basis, rigorously and in silence.    

Thus, the Gandhi household was a place of profound religion, although there was not a defined creed, due to the different spiritual influences that were all together (Vishnuism or Hinduism; Jainism; Islamism).  

This mixture of different moral aspects from diverse origins, highly and positively affected Mahatma Gandhi from a very young age. His mother would say to him:  

-Karamchad, darling, it does not matter what religion you practice. As long as you practice one of them, my son. If you look closely, you will realize that each religious creed has good things and, generally, preach the same qualities: respect for life, good and honorable conduct, charity for the less fortunate, do not sin as liars or thieves and believe in a superior being, of infinite kindness, creator of our world and of humanity, who we will face after death and respond for our actions carried out during our time on Earth.  

And that set of ideas would never leave Mahatma.  

When Mahatma was fourteen years old, his parents decided to wed him to a young women of the Vaishya caste, to whom they had betrothed their son, without Mahatma's knowledge, when the boy was only six years of age. Her name was Kasturbai; she was the same age of him and was of extraordinary beauty and charm.  

Marriage between children is an ancient tradition in India and is still carried out in rural parts of the country, despite the fact that, on occasions, it has caused a lot of pain among the couple to be wed, as it is common for the wedding to be carried out with the bride and groom having met beforehand. Meaning that they marry people who are strangers to them. And who are forced to live as a married couple from one day to the other. This type of wedding really means an economical joining between the families of the bride and groom. The parents agree on the marriage of their children as a way of ensuring their future and, in a way, making sure that they will never go without while the other family has resources to offer.  

Mahatma Gandhi, however, was lucky.  

He instantly fell in love with his young bride. 

Many years later, when he was the most admired man in India, and hated by the British, his enemies, he expressed that he was against children marriages and did everything that was in his power to stop it.  


CHAPTER II

In 1888, at the age of nineteen, he had his first child, a baby girl with black shining eyes who smiled every time he looked at her.  

That same year, his father proposed for him to travel to London and live in the city for a few years to obtain a British Law degree.  

Karamchad Gandhi, who was still the Prime Minister of Gujarat, had good relationships with the British authorities and had managed to get several civil servants of the British Ministry of Foreign Affairs to promise to look after his son in the British capital, as well as achieving a room for him to stay in and a place as a student in one of the city's universities.  

Shortly after, Mahatma arrived in London, the great city, which, then, was the true capital of the world and the capital of the vast colonial empire that Great Britain had managed to establish in practically the five continents.  
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