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1 

Nelson Mandela: An Epitome of Struggle and Victory  

 

 

Graduate he became after protrtacted efforts 

and law-graduate he became at the age of 71 

then the President of African National Congress at 73. 

He married thrice divorced twice 

married for the last time at 80. 

Jail was nothing to him who surpassed  

most records of active suffering in jail 

at a stretch for more than 27 years. 

Leaving perhaps few areas of life untouched 

leading the people from behind and front 

achieving the ideas of French Revolution anew 

after 200 years 

he surpassed them in breaking the chain apartheid 

honouring Junior Martin Luther King, esteemed. 

Life crowned him consecutively  

at the age of about 76: 

voting for the first time 

he was elected democratically 

the first President of the country 

winning the Peace Nobel Prize jointly. 

At the very ripe age 

he gathered the fruits of his labour 

in his humble hermitage.  



 

Patience and persverence with persistent resolution 

were the basis of his lifelong struggle; 

without an iota of frustration 

he was unconnquerable; 

without giving up an idea once conceived 

he would struggle with all his might 

eventually to succeed. 

 

Time honoured the son of the earth 

for all his worth. 

Nelson Mandela can be compared 

to Nelson Mandela only, 

that in a nutshell is his life story. 

 

 

 

2 

Flower of the Future 

 

 

Unknown and uncertain  

Are the results 

Of the mystic bud 

Blooming unseen 

While shimmering hope 

Is rising up  

From the luminous vast 



That the flower of the future 

In harmony with Nature 

For a Divine purpose 

Has been opening its petals 

From ages far behind 

Towards a time 

Peaceful and glorious. 

 
 
 
 
 

3 

Fluttering before Settling at the Right Place 

 

Fact is that we can’t live in the depth 

Of our being with deep faith 

Covering always our face  

With one or the other kind of veil 

Always away from the real 

Drifting from surface to surface 

Either in a state of surfeit or emptiness 

We go on acting  

Other than our own role 

Indulging in rigmarole  

Like a butterfly 

Trying to settle at the right place  



Fluttering constantly like a sly 

Away from the truth of the thing; 

To find the truth of our being 

Let us dip our antenae  

Into the nectar of the flower 

With the OM falling like a shower; 

The butterfly is self-absorbed 

Beyond any dilemma. 

 
 
 
 

4 

Time Whispers in my Ear 

 

 

susurrus over the vast undulating grass 

tumbling of water in the forest river at night 

cackling of hilly meandering streams 

flowing of molten lava down the ravine 

spewing of ash; 

volcanic eruption at unknown site 

spread of forest fire with a strange beam 

spreading rapidly with the wind, 

desert storm changing the face of the sand dune 

without notice; 

rains and rains in the rain forest again 

in the country sides and cities, rolling of water bodies; 

seeds sprouting, trees growing and dying  

again and again; 



sibilation of nature’s shifting phase; 

nature is at work without rest in every nook and corner 

in every pore and cell, near and far; 

time whispers in my ear 

that with nature it flows with all its belonging 

to the events forthcoming 

while consciousness keeps its progress in everything 

constantly rolling towards the future; 

time whispers in my ear 

that past never sits in its forlorn chair 

but leaves its essence for assimilation; 

time whispers in my ear  

that the ethos of the bygone ages, their zeitgeist   

can never be recovered by any strategist; 

the world may be seen in the grain of sand 

but the flow of sand is constant; 

infinity may be guessed in the palm of hand 

but it cannot be gripped by any standard; 

time whispers in my ear 

that everything passes on for ever.  
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