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SAROJINI NAIDU
https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Sarojini_Naidu

• Sarojini Naidu (1879-1949) known lovingly as the Nightingale of India, was a 
patriot, a poet and a crusader for women’s rights. 

• She lived during the time India was in chains, and the British masters came 
down heavily on any one writing anything critical of their rule. 

• Sarojini Naidu lived under such a regime. 

Her heart ached to see the exploitation of India’s wealth, 

and smothering of Indians’ cries for freedom. 

• She gave vent to her resentment through her writings. 

https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Sarojini_Naidu


• Her poems had strong patriotic overtones, but their sheer 
uniqueness, covert style, and high literary worth perhaps 
persuaded the British authorities to let them be published for  
public reading. 

• Sarojini Naidu came from a privileged family. 
• She studied in The University of Madras and later went to Oxford 

and Cambridge to complete her studies.

http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=xr9uA0rR_sA
http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=xr9uA0rR_sA


Pre-Independence India

Colonial rule by the British

Freedom struggle

Exploitation of resources

Widespread poverty

Emergence of Gandhian ideology 

Countrywide freedom movement

http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=-sw19FyG2oY
http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=-sw19FyG2oY


India’s role in WW 

http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=MkOPSveBm44
http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=MkOPSveBm44


THE GIFT OF INDIA

Is there aught you need that my hands withhold,

Rich gifts of raiment or grain or gold?

Lo! I have flung to the East and West

Priceless treasures torn from my breast,

And yielded the sons of my stricken womb

To the drum-beats of duty, the sabres of doom.



Gathered like pearls in their alien graves

Silent they sleep by the Persian waves,

Scattered like shells on Egyptian sands,

They lie with pale brows and brave, broken hands,

They are strewn like blossoms mown down by chance

On the blood-brown meadows of Flanders and France.



Can ye measure the grief of the tears I weep

Or compass the woe of the watch I keep?

Or the pride that thrills thro' my heart's despair

And the hope that comforts the anguish of prayer?

And the far sad glorious vision I see

Of the torn red banners of Victory?



When the terror and tumult of hate shall cease

And life be refashioned on anvils of peace,

And your love shall offer memorial thanks

To the comrades who fought in your dauntless ranks,

And you honour the deeds of the deathless ones,

Remember the blood of my martyred sons!



About the Poem

In this poem ‘The Gift of India’, Sarojini Naidu captures the sacrifices of

the one million strong Indian army that fought under the British

flag in far-off lands like Egypt, Belgium, and Iran. Nearly 70,000 of

them fell in the battlefields and an equal number were maimed.

She pines for those who did not return home, and bemoans the

fact that the colonial authorities gave only perfunctory tribute to

the Indian soldiers who fought with commendable valour and grit.


