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Sundaram Iyer (1848ï1890) Died age 48  Father 

Azakammai (1864-1922) Died age 58  Mother 

Older Brother Nagaswami (1877ï1900)  Died age 23 

Ramana Maharshi (30 December 1879 ï 14 April 1950)  Natal name: Venkatraman (70Yr 

3.5M) 

Younger Brother Nagasundaram (1886ï1953) = 67 

Younger sister Alamelu (1887-1953) = 66 

  

Born Dec 30, 1879 in the village Tiruchuzhi. Venkatraman , Smarta Brahmin 
Family history: Paternal Great Uncle and paternal uncle: Sannyasins. 

Upanayana at age 7. 
Lived one year in Dindigul at age 11 with paternal uncle Subbaiyar. Learned English (1890) 

Lived in Madurai at age 12 with uncle and brother Nagaswami (1891) 
Father Sundaram Iyar died on 18 February 1892 ( Venkatraman/Ramana's age 12 Plus.  

Venkatraman and Nagaswami stayed with uncle Subbaiyar in Madurai. 
November 1895, Experience of Turiya consciousness in Meenakshi Temple 

July 1896 (16Y 7M) Fear of death. Discovery of soul. 
September 1, 1896 (16Y 9M) Went to Tiruvannamalai for good. 
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Ramana MahaRishi as a Teenager 

The sky flashed its blue sheen. It was pristine. Looking at the sky from the upper 

deck, it appeared the gigantic Egg of Brahma (Expansive Universe) must be the sky.  

The mountain, the pond, the river, the ocean, the animal, the bird...feign no wonder. 

The earth's wonder is this sky, that too the sky without clouds and a sky in the blue 

yonder. This is an indescribable PiramǕ am (Bra mǕôs Egg = Universe). Looking at 

the sky, Venkatraman sported a budding smile. It was like the familiar smile 

blossoming on the face when seeing a friend. It was that kind of smile that played on 

his lips, looking at the sky.  Earth is the place for humanity. Sky is the place for God, 

the Inner Abider. To the NǕya mǕrs, śiva did not give DarŜan on the top of the 
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mountain, on the ocean, on the wall of the temple, or on the top of the GǾpuram 

(Temple Tower). The sky was wherefrom Siva gave DarŜan as the apǕrȊ ar 

(ǪriuîdǩĈ= the Rider of the Bull). Therefore, Sky is śiva. The God is 

immobile; He is omnipresent and all-pervasive; He is all. Earth is mobile; Sakti is 

in the mobility. All planets move.  

All mobiles are Sakti. The Immobile is śiva. śiva gives DarŜan to all 63 NǕya mǕrs. 

He gave his love. He held the hand of Ka appar and begged, óStop, Ka appaéô He 

gave DarŜan to Iya pakai NǕya Ǖr pervading and filling the whole sky. When giving 

DarŜan to Tirunǭlaka a NǕya Ǖr, all the townôs people received his vision. He 

extended his help to Sundarar. He bequeathed ambrosia to Tirug¶Ǖ asambandar. He 

gave DarŜan to the warriors. He helped the gamblers. He raised his leg and danced for 

KǕraikkǕl AmmaiyǕr in TiruvǕla kǕttu, as she crawled to KailǕs.  Beholding God is 

easy. But there is a caveat. There is one must-do fulfilment. You must take the vow 

that 'God is my Refuge' and hold on to him firmly. 

goo.gl/hg19Sc 



 

Nothing else is important. The determination should be, you are all; all that is mine 

are for you (God) only. The paddy to the very end will not change. If one remains 

with that thought, śiva will for sure give you DarŜan as apǕrȊar.  

Could I hold that stance? Giving up all, could you hold fast to the thought God as the 

only refuge? The thought arises it is possible, but fear hobbles the mind. Math 

homework to be done; commit English to memory; play football; go for a swim in the 

MǕriamma  temple tank; game of Kapadi before swim or swim before the game: 

determination of choice must be made. With all these secular thoughts on the mind, 

how could apǕrȊar give you DarŜan?  These tormenting thoughts boiled over from 

the inside of Venkatraman. He developed an anxiety whether óI lived a lie.ô  
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Loving God, doing the math homework, scoring the first place in English, winning the 

game of Kapadié: How could God give DarŜan? That question popped in his mind. 

He was boiling angry with himself.  He heard the inner voice, óVenkatramanǕ, you are 

not all right. Then, he came down from the second floor of his house.  Note: 

Venkatraman was tottering between the world of spirit and the world of matter. 

He sat for a little while in a small room. He walked back and forth. He went one floor 

down, saw a bunch of bananas and broke of two bananas. He peeled and ate them. He 

went to the front gate of the house and saw bullock carts going towards the temple.  

 

The bullocks had a hard time pulling the cart overloaded with people. That small 

bullock had to bear the big burden. Yet it pulled the weight towards the temple. He 

thought to himself: Like the bullock, I had to run, no matter the weight, towards the 

temple and God.  

His older brother made fun of him: ñThey all performed austerities. You enjoy eating 

and sleeping. You sleep deep like Kumbakar a. How could that help you do Tapas? 

Enough is enough. Leave the God alone for now. Now pay attention to your studies.ò 

This admonition caused him much agony. It wrenched his stomach. Would I ever get 

DarŜan of God? This despondency enveloped and pervaded his whole being and 
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boiled over. He was restless going back and forth. He got the feeling to just walk 

away from home to wherever his feet took him.  

Here in the new place, I have 

none to ridicule me. Such 

thoughts ran through his 

mind and he made fun of 

himself. He chided himself 

saying, óHow could you ever 

get what you wished for?ô  

Could I reject the invitation 

to go for a swim in the lake? 

Could I object to dividing 

the boys into opposing teams 

in the game of Kapadi?  Did 

you not stand there resting 

your hand on the hip?  

 

Did you not shed your VǛ i 

(waist wrap) and jump in 

with your loincloth? Did you 

not charge to the opposite 

side saying Kapadi-Kapadi? 

Those times, where was your 

God? When you played 

Kapadi, did apǕrȊ ar 

show up? Sundarar, chanting 

Namasivaya-Namasivaya, 

gambled. God gave him 

DarŜan irrespective of what 

he did. God was Sundararôs 

friend. Canôt he be my friend 

too? Why canôt he join my 

team in Kapadi game? 

Inside his mind, 

despondency welled up. 

High anxiety took hold of him. Something is wrong. I am rudderless. Nothing works 

for me. These things caused rage and created grievance. When he sought help with 
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this younger paternal uncle, he laughed it off and shifted the responsibility saying, 

ñGo ask an elder.ò 

If my father was living, I could have asked him. Father would have been patient and 

supportive in answering my questions. He had been dead for a long time. Because 

father died, I had to seek uncleôs help, live and grow under his umbrella of support 

and go to Madurai.  

This house on Sokkappa NǕyakkar Street is near the temple. I could run to the temple 

as and when I wished. I could stop at each shrine and pay homage. Remembering 

every NǕya mǕr from my reading of PeriyapurǕam, I could touch each NǕya mǕrs 

icon and offer homage.  

If my father was alive, I could ask him to narrate the stories once again. My older 

brother knows but will not narrate. Uncle could be knowing them but will slip away 

saying, ñI have work to do.ò 

There is no one to teach me about God. My brother told me that knowledge of God 

came on its own accord and not from teaching. So, said my uncle. When the talk on 

God took place, my brother talks with uncle as if he is all-knowing. He paid no 

attention to Venkatraman. ñThese transcendent matters you would not understand.ò 

But Venkatraman paid attention to what his brother said and remembered them by 

frequent recollection.  



 

The biggest 

loss in my life 

is my fatherôs 

death. Family 

unit is split: 

Mother, sister, 

younger 

brother and 

Venkatraman 

(I in third 

person) and 

my older 

brother belong 

to different 

sides. The 

elder brother 

always said, 

ñThe 

responsibility 

to care for you 

is mine; 

therefore, you 

listen to me 

and do your 

math 

homework.ò 

My older 

brother was 

paternalistic 

and simultaneously pleading.   

Grievous hurt. A hatred of Math comes over me. ñThere is a temple procession with a 

medley of drums and cymbals going down the street. Should you not move a little bit? 

Why sleep like this?ò  My older brother wondered aloud like that.  

My aunt in a supportive move said, ñHe is only a child, let him sleep.ò My brother in 

a mean spirit of accusatory finger pointing said, ñHis desire is to perform Tapas; right 

now, his Tapas is sleeping.ò  Shame and sadness boiled over.  I blamed myself over 

my sleeping.  I wanted to find way to avoid sleep.  
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What is the use 

of asking these 

people?  Let 

me exercise 

my self-effort.  

Whom did 

NǕya mǕrs ask 

about all these 

things? Where 

did they learn 

from about 

God?  Did they 

not apprehend 

God on their 

own accord?  I 

must do the 

inquiry myself.  

He jumped, 

ascended the 

staircase, 

reached a room 

in the upper 

floor and sat on the floor.  

He looked at the wall with blank eyes until the excitement subsided. In a flash of 

introspection, he observed his own thoughts on the mind lake. His thoughts took him 

to a recollection of his father: his walk, his stand, his talk, his memory loss, stay on 

the bed and extension of his hand towards him.  

The near and dear spoke among themselves of the deathbed he was lying in. Though 

they spoke in whispers, Venkatraman heard them all. It came as a sudden shock at the 

prospect of death of his father. His father held his hands tight and stared at him. His 

eyes welled with tears. The relatives embraced and took him out.  

Dadôs hand fell on the bed like a dead weight. His last look seared in my memory. 

The relatives sat him down outside saying, ñDonôt worry. Let it be.ò They announced 

that his father died half hour since his last look. All this appeared as if I was 

abandoned in a jungle with eyes blind-folded.  
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The relatives got busy with arrangements. Many came rushing in anticipation of his 

death. Bamboo sticks and Palm leaves were gotten ready.  There was a loud wailing in 

the house. Venkatraman embraced his mother. He cried and later came out.  

In three hours since death, the body was already on the gurney.  The elder bother went 

ahead of the gurney with a wet cloth and a fire-pot. They stopped Venkatraman. The 

paternal uncle cried loud, ñI committed him to the pyre, committed him to the funeral 

pyre, I committed Sundaram to the funeral pyre.ò That loud cry rang in my mind 

again. Grief boiled over. The eyes welled up with tears.  

What are departure and death? How did they commit my father to funeral pyre?  Did 

burning with fire not cause pain? Why did it not cause pain? What is present to cause 

pain? What is that which when lost is death?  The answers to these questions, he 

looked into himself. He searched deliberately what is inside. Death means the exit of 

something. What is it? He analyzed life, death and exit of something at death. If you 

sit and think, could you apprehend it? Only when you die, it becomes known.  

Even the intellectuals do not like to think hard about death. The 16-year-old 

Venkatraman wanted to know what death is. Suddenly, fear enveloped him. Would 

death come seeking me? Though he was of good health, fear of death induced panic in 

him. óIt is fine, go! He got ready for death.  

Let us get DarŜan 

Pictures S. Kumaresan 

- fǪav¼{iu½ĖĖĖ Let us worship. 

id½ĈÖĖĈÒj{la» 
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Author: Sarukesi 

 

PeriyavǕ means only KǕnchi Periyavar (Elder). In Vizuppuram where PeriyavǕ 

stayed, his close and constant companion was Lakshminarayanan, who since age six 
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years served him well.  Presently at 76 years of age (1956), he cherishes the memory 

of PeriyavǕ. He will share his exhilarating memories with the readers. 

Lakshminarayanan credits PeriyavǕ as responsible for the establishment of a Veda 

Learning Center near MǕngǕu KǕmatchi Amman Temple. 

That was 1956. Every Thursday, we came to KǕnchi to see Periyavar. On arrival on a 

Thursday, PeriavǕ said, ñI had a dream yesterday. Because of the flame of Pa¶chǕgni, 

my whole body is burning. AmbǕl told me in the dream to perform redemptive 

ceremony. He added, ñSomewhere around here there is an AmbǕ Temple in a 

rundown condition. Find it and let me know. I will give you a week to report back 

to me.ò  

Next week, when we saw him, he told us that AmbǕl came again in his dream on 

the first night. That day an elephant took him by hand. PeriyavǕ went with the 

elephant. To PeriyavǕ, it did not appear as an elephant. It was AmbǕl herself in his 

perception.  

The elephant took him for a long time on a long journey. PeriyavǕ went behind the 

elephant. After many hours of journey, the elephant made a turn on a mud road. After 

going for a while, the elephant disappeared. PeriyavǕ guessed that the ruined AmbǕl 

temple must be in the vicinity. He made up his mind to spend the night there. There 

was a cow shed nearby. PeriyavǕ slept there for the night.  

In that area, Ramakrishna Mudaliar was the chief. Finding out that Periyava was in the 

vicinity, he came to see him. He assured him, ñWhatever that needs to be done, I will 

do it. Donôt worry.ò Periyava told him that SamprǾk a a (Purificatory ceremony) 

must be done within 24 hours. The wheels started rolling. He gave Re.1000 to each 

worker. They cleared the area of weeds, bushes, snakes and anthills. A small tower 

became visible. Periyava said, ñThis is where ǔdisankara stayed for 10 months 

continuously. Ardhameru was established there. Ambal is very angry now. We should 

appease her anger.  

After Periyava oversaw the completion of all the events, he went back to Kanchi. 

Completing all the preliminary tasks, we brought Kumbabishekam to fruition. 

EkǕmbara Gurukkal was the officiating priest for the ceremony.  Nobody knew 

anything about MǕngǕ u Temple those days.  



 

   

If Periyava 

asked for an 

exclusive 

private place, I 

would not have 

hesitated to do 

the same. The 

proposal never 

took place and 

got pushed 

back because 

of other 

commitments. 

In 1956, 

Periyava 

reminded me 

of my offer 

saying, ñDid 

you forget to 

buy a place for 

me in 

MǕngǕ u? 

Periyava imposed a condition saying, ñYou should never borrow money from anyone. 

Only your money can be used for the purpose.ò Therefore, the proposal never found 

enactment. Periyava here and there kept reminding me of it. In 1976, I bought the 

land, 3.5 grounds in all at a cost of Re.500,000.00. I sold my wifeôs jewels and my 

house and bought the plot with the proceeds.   

Here on this plot, AmbǕl Temple should rise. As priority, wooden sandals 

representing ǔdisankara should be put in place. Later a temple can rise. The 

foundation is 16 feet deep. One hundred eight crores of written five-letter Mantra 

(NaMaSiVǕYa) should be strewn in the pit. 1 crore = 10 million. The school children 

wrote the Mantras and gave the papers to the management. Periyava discussed about 

the foundation with Judge Balasubramaniya Aiyar. On his order, VIPs were waiting to 

act on it.  

In 1982, I (Lakshminarayanan) bought a small plot, built a house and moved. I 

worked in the Accounts Section in Simson. After work, I go to the construction site 

for supervision and go back home late in the night.  
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The work dragged on and came to completion by the end of 1992. I hoped to have 

Periyava perform the consecration. ñI did all these things. Why are you calling me? 

Call Jayendran. Jayendrar said, ñThe auspicious time for consecration should be a 

constellation of Guru VǕram, Pañchami and Au am.ò 

On 8th January 1994, I fell ill with a sudden onset of high fever and my family 

admitted me in the hospital. The doctor pronounced that I sustained a heart attack. I 

stayed in the ICU for three days. On the fourth day, to the surprise of the doctors, I 

made a recovery. ñWe will discharge you. You cannot travel for 45 days. I came to 

know later that on the day I sustained a heart attack, Periyava attained Mukti (shuffled 

off his mortal coil). 

Later, VijayǛnthirar performed the Consecration ceremony.  

Periyava suggested Yajur Veda PǕtasǕlai (school) conduct classes at this site. I carried 

out his instructions. To begin with, we had six students come from outlier villages. 

The student body grew to ten and twelve. The attendance gradually wilted and for the 

past one and half years, no one comes to the Vedic school. It is my great deficiency. 

This is the temple built according to desire. The Vedic School started on his 

command. My desire is it continues to function.  

Lakshminarayanôs voice as he spoke showed a halting hesitation.  

- fǪah½Ĉzfudí½ 
id³_ÂĈ{_uÒn_víÅe», TĖé¹à²Òjuǩ 
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Fear mounted and grabbed me as I tried to desert it. I could not sit. Can I 

jerk and shed it? The mind receded.  No, I will not let go, unless I know 

what it is. 

What is it to die? If I died, I must lie stretched out. 

He suddenly stretched out his legs and laid down. He made the body rigid. 

Then, the body died. Death came to the body. I died. Taking me, they will 

do the cremation. My older brother will again carry the fire-pot. (First time, 

he carried it for the cremation of their father.) 

They carry bouncing the dead body on a gurney and commit it to the 

flames. This body licked by flames gradually gets reduced to ashes. Nothing 

will be left. The body will disappear (as I knew it). What is present that 

keeps me alive? What remains while I lay down? What was not present 

after death seizes me?  

Venkatraman was deep in thought, looking at what is present. There was a 

change in his breathing. When the mind subsides, the breath subsides. The 

breath from the nostrils, usually extending to one foot shrank gradually. 

Diving deep inside to apprehend what there is, expiratory air was at its 

borderline. Considering what is deeper, losing which death is certainty, 

breath stood at standstill at the upper nose (Posterior Choanae).  



Hey, here is the place wherein there is something. Its tempo orchestrates 

all bodily functions. When introspection got deeper, the breath in the 

upper windpipe at the neck not exiting went back and forth between lungs 

and throat.  5ŜŜǇŜǊ ƛƳƳŜǊǎƛƻƴ ƳŀŘŜ ±ŜƴƪŀǘǊŀƳŀƴΩǎ ōƻŘȅ ǎǘƛŦŦΦ ¢ƘŜ 

sensory and motor organs in the body lost their innate domains. The blood 

flow changed into a different state. The stiffness of the living body was as in 

death. 

Venkatraman stood aside and witnessed it. The breath moved from the 

lung for a short distance and went back into the lungs. The breath never 

reached the upper airways (The nose and the cervical trachea or windpipe). 

The breath moved a little distance along the bronchial tubes and returned 

to the lungs. There was a breath; it was not a complete respiration. The 

breath jumped up a few inches and promptly came back to the lungs. 

(regarding the movement of the breath, the breathing tube was compared 

ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ȅƻǳƴƎ ōǳƭƭΩǎ ƘƻǊƴΦύ 

When the mind subsides, the breath subsides; when the breath subsides, 

ǘƘŜ ƳƛƴŘ ǎǳōǎƛŘŜǎΦ !ǎ ǘƘŜ ōǊŜŀǘƘ ǿŀǎ ƳƻǾƛƴƎ ŀƭƻƴƎ ǘƘŜ ōǳƭƭΩǎ ǘǿƻ ƘƻǊƴǎ 

(respiratory passages), suddenly great flash of light appeared. Unbearable 

shudder affected the body.  Between the two breaths, between the two 

horns splendor neither steady nor moving, neither dancing nor still stood 

with great brilliance. The thought waves stood still. That Great Light 

swallowed the thinking faculty. 

As the thinking faculty became still, the Ego 

Factor sporting the I-ness came to naught. As 

the consciousness of I-factor disappears, 

Venkatraman dissolved in the Great Splendor 

and became it. 

This is permanence; this is completeness; this 

and here is the existence; this and here is all. 

This is the first and the foremost; this is 

freedom; this is Supreme Bliss; this is earth; this 

is universe; this is love; this is mercy; this is 

intellect; this is health; this is the inseparable, 



plenitudinous, and omnipresent wonder. This exists as the inseparable all-

pervasive profusion. 

This the great Light in the shut eyes; this is the hum in the open ears; this is 

horripilation; this is amazement in the Buddhi; this is the pleasant feeling 

under the sole; as the anal sphincter contracts, this gives a push and sends 

the Kundali (up the spine) to the neck. 

In the spinal column, there is a tingling sensation; there is tranquility in the 

mind; there is heaviness in the heart; in the throat, there is a whirl; in the 

forehead, there is briskness; in the crown, there is Agni (fire, heat). 

'ƘņΧ¢I!¢ Ŧƛƭƭǎ ƛƴǎŜǇŀǊŀōƭȅ ƛƴ ŀƭƭ ǘƘƛƴƎǎ ŀƴŘ ƛƴ ŀƭƭ ōŜƛƴƎǎΦ  THAT is THAT. 

±ŜƴƪŀǘǊŀƳŀƴΩǎ ƳƛƴŘ ǎƭƻǿƭȅ ŀǿŀƪŜƴǎΦ IŜ ŜƳƛǘǘŜŘ ŀ ǊƻŀǊΦ 

Wakefulness returned and half-hour elapsed. Venkatraman got up and sat 

cross-legged. He cried as he looked at the wall in front of him. Later, for no 

reason, he laughed. He cried again. He stood up and leaned on the corner 

of the wall. 

He staggered and moved towards the entrance.  The staircase, he used to 

run up, appeared to induce fear that day. It occurred to him whether he 

would fall and roll down the staircase. 

 Ψ²Ƙŀǘ ƘŀǇǇŜƴŜŘ ǘƻ ƳŜΣ ǿƘŀǘ ƘŀǇǇŜƴŜŘ ǘƻ ƳŜΦΩ IŜ ŎŀƳŜ Řƻǿƴ ǎƭƻǿƭȅ ƻƴŜ 

step at a time. What is inside is I. That is I. He came down one step. This 

body, I am not. This Buddhi is not I. My Sakti is not I. My mind is not I. As he 

came down one step at a time, he understood inside him the reality. The 

DǊŜŀǘ [ƛƎƘǘΣ ǘƘŜ DǊŜŀǘ CƭŀƳŜ ƛǎ LΦ ¢Ƙŀǘ ƛǎ ƛƴǎƛŘŜ ŀƭƭΧ ²Ƙŀǘ ƛǎ ƛƴǎƛŘŜ ƳŜ ƛǎ ƛƴ 

all places. I am THAT. I am Siddhi. I am the younger uncle, I am the older 

brother, I am the street dog, I am the insect, I am the cow, I am the blue 

rock-pigeon, I am all. 



How does Unity become multiplicity? This is a great 

ƳƛǎǘŀƪŜΦ ¢ƘŜ ΨLΩ ǎƘƛƴŜǎ ŀǎ ŀ ƳǳƭǘƛǘǳŘŜ ŀƴŘ ƛǎ ōƻǊƴ ŀǎ ŀƭƭΦ 

What is the difference between me and them? What 

are the discrepancy?  How could One become many? 

He stood on the 10th step. He went back up. He 

laughed.  Whom am I going to tell?  Whom am I to ask 

for the meaning and explanation of what happened? 

Did I myself understand? SƻƳŜǘƘƛƴƎ ƘŀǇǇŜƴŜŘ Χ 5ƛŘ ƛǘ 

happen properly?  Was it a sleep state, bewilderment, 

or the manifestation of what was inside? He came down 

the steps and went to the temple. He opposed his palms 

ƛƴ ƘƻƳŀƎŜ ǘƻ aŀŘǳǊŀƛ {ǳƴŘŀǊŜǏǾŀǊŀǊΦ ¢ƘŜǊŜ ǿŀǎ 

gratitude in the opposed palms. There was a melting of 

the heart. There was happiness. There was tranquillity. 

There was love. There was a deluge of Bliss. 

All melting with the mind becoming one whole, he paid homage to the God. 

It dawned on his mind to sit in deep meditation or lay down to experience 

it again. 

He begged and pleaded with SundŀǊŜǏǾŀǊŀǊ ǿƛǘƘ ƻǇǇƻǎŜŘ ǇŀƭƳǎ ŀǎƪƛƴƎ 

ƘƛƳΣ Ψ!ƎŀƛƴΣ ȅƻǳ ǎƘƻǳƭŘ ŎƻƳŜΦΩ wŜǘǳǊƴƛƴƎ ŀŦǘŜǊ ǿŀƴŘŜǊƛƴƎ ǘƘǊƻǳƎƘ ǘƘŜ 

town, Venkatraman walked like an empty vessel. 

For the vessel to becoming a brimmer, the Grace of God was waiting.  

Purification does not happen to everybody.  Only to a few, it happens. Only 

ǘƘƻǎŜ ǎƻǳƭǎ ǊŜŎŜƛǾŜ ǘƘŜ ǘƛǘƭŜΣ WƷņƴƛ ƻǊ aŀƘņἬ. 

±ŜƴƪŀǘǊŀƳŀƴ ƻŦ мс ȅŜŀǊǎ ƻŦ ŀƎŜ ǿŀǎ ƭŀǘŜǊ ŎŀƭƭŜŘ {ǊơwŀƳŀἫa MahaἵἹi. 

Millions of people worshipped him as Bhagavan. 

Tirucchuzi was the place of his birth. It is part of the Ramanathapuram 

district. Surrounding area was a barren land. Sky was its canopy, though 

there was a beautiful Siva Temple. 

When the world was deluged with floods, Siva dug a hole with his trident 

and the flood waters in a whirlpool disappeared in the hole: that is the 

reason for the village name: Tirucchuzi (Sacred Whirlpool). 



Many years later, from the same whirlpool, a flood appeared. That deluge 

of love is RamaἫņἬupavam (the experience of RamaἫa. The whole world 

was soaked in the blessedness from the brimmer. 

- fǪav¼{iu½ĖĖĖ 

[Ŝǘ ǳǎ ƻōǘŀƛƴ 5ŀǊǎŀƴΧ   
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Lakshminarayananôs elder uncle Natesa Aiyar and Periyava went to Tindivanam American Arcot Mission High School. Whenever 

Periyava came to Vizuppuram, he stayed in Baburao Sattiram in PǕppǕku am in the outskirts of the city. Lakshminarayananôs father 

invited Periyava with PȊraakumbham (auspicious water pot) and took him to Sattiram (Choultry, Inn). 

¢ƘŜ aŀǘŀƳ όwŜǎǘ ƘƻǳǎŜύ ƘŀŘ ŜƭŜǇƘŀƴǘǎΣ ƘƻǊǎŜǎΧ ¢ƘŜ {ŀǘǘƛǊŀƳ ƘŀŘ ǘƘŜ ƳŜŀƴǎ ǘƻ Ƴŀƛƴǘŀƛƴ ǘƘŜƳΦ ²ƘŜƴ tŜǊƛȅŀǾŀ ǎǘŀyed in the Baburao 

ŎƘƻǳƭǘǊȅΣ [ŀƪǎƘƳƛƴŀǊŀȅŀƴŀƴ ƘŀŘ 5ŀǊǏŀƴ ƻŦ tŜǊƛȅŀǾŀΦ 

L ǿŀǎ ǎƛȄ ȅŜŀǊǎ ƻƭŘ ǘƘŜƴΦ aȅ ŜƭŘŜǊ ǳƴŎƭŜ ǘƻƻƪ ƳŜ ǘƻ tŜǊƛȅŀǾŀ ŀƴŘ ƛƴǘǊƻŘǳŎŜŘ ƳŜ ǘƻ ƘƛƳΣ ǎŀȅƛƴƎΣ Ψ¢Ƙƛǎ ƛǎ Ƴȅ ȅƻǳƴƎŜǊ ōǊƻǘƘŜǊΩǎ son. He is 

ƛƴ ǘƘƛǊŘ ƎǊŀŘŜΦΩ 

He enquired whether he had the SaŎǊŜŘ ¢ƘǊŜŀŘ ŎŜǊŜƳƻƴȅΦ L ǎŀƛŘΣ άbƻΦέ  Ψ!ƭǊƛƎƘǘΦ {ƻƻƴΣ ŎƻƴŘǳŎǘ ǘƘŜ ǘƘǊŜŀŘ ŎŜǊŜƳƻƴȅΦ ²ƘŜƴ ǘƘŜ ǎŎƘƻƻƭ 

ŎƭƻǎŜŘ ŦƻǊ ǎǳƳƳŜǊΣ ǎŜƴŘ ƘƛƳ ǘƻ ƳŜΦΩ 

 Four years later in 1946-47, Periyava stayed in the choultry. By then I was invested with the sacred thread. As Periyava suggested, I 

served in the Mutt during school holidays. That was the beginning of service. My duty was to weave Bael leaves. Periyava stayed there 

for 10 days. 



¢ƘŜ ƘƛƎƘ ǎŎƘƻƻƭ ƘŜŀŘƳŀǎǘŜǊ ǿŀǎ ǎŜƴƛƻǊ ǘƻ Ƴȅ ŜƭŘŜǊ ǳƴŎƭŜΦ  IŜ ŎŀƳŜ ǘƻ 5ŀǊǏŀƴtŜǊƛȅŀǾŀΦ Ψ¸ƻǳ ǎƘƻǳƭŘ Ǿƛǎƛǘ ƻǳǊ ǘƻǿƴΦΩ tŜǊƛȅŀǾŀ ǊŜtorted, 

Ψ²Ƙŀǘ ǿƛƭƭ ȅƻǳ ƎƛǾŜ ƳŜ ǿƘŜƴ L ŎƻƳŜ ǾƛǎƛǘƛƴƎΦ ²ƛƭƭ ȅƻǳ ƎƛŦǘ ƳŜ ǘƘŜ ƘƻǳǎŜΚ L ŀƳ ƎƻƛƴƎ ǘƻ ǎǘŀȅ ƘŜǊŜ ŦƻǊ мл ƳƻƴǘƘǎΦΩ Lǘ ǎƻǳƴŘŜŘ like a trace 

of mischief coming from Periyava. There must have been a big plan behind such pronouncements. 

tŜǊƛȅŀǾŀ ǎŀƛŘΣ ΨL Ŏŀƴƴƻǘ Ǝƻ ǘƻ tŜἫἫŀƛȅņǊ Řŀƛƭȅ ōȅ ŦƻƻǘΦ ¢ƘŜǊŜŦƻǊŜΣ ǿƻǳƭŘ ȅƻǳ ŘƛƎ ŀ ƭŀƪŜ ƻǊ ǇƻƴŘ ŦƻǊ ƳŜΚΩ 

tņἫņƳǇŀǘǘǳ ǿŀǎ ŀ ǘƻǿƴ ŀōƻǳǘ ǘǿƻ ƪƳ ŀǿŀȅΦ ¢ǿo hundred workers dug a pond over a three-day period and hit water at ten-foot 

depth. As the squirrel helped Rama, I participated in the sacred service of digging the pond. The water was only knee-deep, though it 

was clear. Periyava went into the pond for the ritual bath and performed Ganga Puja. 

Lǘ ƛǎ Ǉŀǎǘ мл ǘƻ мр ŘŀȅǎΦ hƴŜ ŘŀȅΧ tŜǊƛȅŀǾŀ ǎŀƛŘΣ Ψ¢ƘŜǊŜ ƛǎ ǾƛƭƭŀƎŜ ōȅ ƴŀƳŜ ±ŀŘŀǾņǇŀƭŀƳ ŀōƻǳǘ ƻƴŜ ŀƴŘ ƘŀƭŦ ƪƳ ŦǊƻƳ ƘŜǊŜΦ {ǳōǊamaniya 

Reddiar lives there. 

.ǊƛƴƎ ƘƛƳ ǘƻ ƳŜΦΩ ²Ŝ ǘƻƭŘ ŀōƻǳǘ tŜǊƛȅŀǾŀΩǎ ƴŜǿǎΦ wŜŘŘƛŀǊ ŘƛŘ not understand why Periyava called for him. He was prosperous. He 

ŎŀƳŜ ǘƻ tŜǊƛȅŀǾŀ ŀƴŘ ŀǎƪŜŘΣ Ψ²Ƙŀǘ ǎƘƻǳƭŘ L ŘƻΚΩ IŜ ǎŀƛŘΣ Ψ.ǊƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ ¢ņǎƛƭŘņǊ ǘƻ ƳŜΦΩ ¢ƘƻǎŜ ŘŀȅǎΣ ¢ņǎƛƭŘņǊ ƛǎ ƭƛƪŜ ǘƻŘŀȅΩǎ Ŏƻƭlector. He 

holds that kind of power. 

¢ņǎƛƭŘņǊ ŎŀƳŜ ǘƻ tŜǊƛȅŀǾŀΦ He was a KumbhakoἫŀƳ .ǊŀƘƳƛƴΦ tŜǊƛȅŀǾŀ ǎŀƛŘ ǘƻ ƘƛƳΣ Ψ²Ƙŀǘ ƛǎ ǎǇŜŎƛŀƭ ŀōƻǳǘ ǘƘƛǎ ǇƭŀŎŜΚ [ƻƻƪ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ ŦƛŜƭŘ 

ƳŀǇ ŀƴŘ ƭŜǘ ƳŜ ƪƴƻǿΦΩ 

Everybody pored over the field map and could find nothing special. 

tŜǊƛȅŀǾŀ ǎŀƛŘΣ Ψ¢ǿƻ ƘǳƴŘǊŜŘ ȅŜŀǊǎ ŀƎƻΣ tŜἫἫŀƛȅņǊǳ όwƛǾŜǊ tŜἫἫaƛύ ǿŀǎ ŦƭƻǿƛƴƎ ƴŜŀǊ ±ŀŘŀǾņƳōŀƭŀƳ ǾƛƭƭŀƎŜΦ Lƴ ŀ ƳŀǘǘŜǊ ƻŦ 

time, the river moved far away.tŜǊƛȅŀǾ ǎŀƛŘΣ Ψ! ǇǊƻƳƛƴŜƴǘ {ƛŘŘƘŀǊ ǿŀǎ ƭƛǾƛƴƎ ƛƴ Vadavambalam long time ago. He attained 

Siddhi there. 

¢ƘŜǊŜ ǿŀǎ ƻƴŜ .ƘǁǘƘŢƴǘƘƛǊŀ ǇơἾam, washed away by the floods. 

The tradition is River Ganges comes there until the fifth of the month of Thai (mid-January to mid-February). River festival was 

celebrated then. The pilgrims go there with parcels of food (for consumption while on the visit). ¢Ƙŀǘ ǎƛǘŜ ƘƻǳǎŜŘ 'ǘƳŀ 

.ƘǁǘƘŢƴǘƘƛǊŀ {ŀƳņŘƘƛ όƳŜƳƻǊƛŀƭύΣ and Lingam with AdhiἹǘņἬam (adhiὄὋƘņƴŀ Ґ ǎŜŀǘΣ ōǳƛƭŘƛƴƎΣ infusion of life into the idol). An 

urgent plea came from 

Periyava in the middle of the night he wanted to visit the site that moment. We two walked with Periyava with torchlights. 

At a spot around 2 a.m., he sat down and performed Japam (muttering prayer) until 4 a.m in the morning. Before dawn 

we all came to our village. 

Three months later, we went with Periyava to the same site. A great snake was coming towards us. We were in terror.  tŜǊƛȅŀǾŀ ǎŀƛŘΣ ΨLǘ ǿƛƭƭ Řƻ ƴƻ ƘŀǊƳΦ 

Wǳǎǘ ǎǘŀƴŘ ȅƻǳǊ ƎǊƻǳƴŘΦΩ 



 

It slithered away and disappeared far away. As before, Periyava sat in the same spot and performed Japam. He got up finishing the Japam at 4 a.m.  We 

did not understand what was so special about that site. 

He bid us to bring Subramaniya Reddiar, whom he asked for two acres of land. Reddiar assented to his request. All the papers, Mr. Reddiar kept ready and 

registered in the name of Periyava two acres of land costing Re.400.00. Reddiar refused to accept money.  Periyava said, ΨbƻΣ ȅƻǳ Ƴǳǎǘ ŀŎŎŜǇǘ ǘƘŜ ƳƻƴŜȅΦ 

LŦ ƴƻǘΣ ǘƘŜǊŜ ǿƛƭƭ ōŜ ŀ ŘƛǎǇǳǘŜ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ŦǳǘǳǊŜΦΩ 

Periyava asked the Mutt to give Re. 500 to Reddiar. tŜǊƛȅŀǾŀ ǿŀƴǘŜŘ ǘƻ ŘƛƎ ǘƘŜ ƭŀƴŘΦ IŜ ǘƻƻƪ Ƙƛǎ ǳƴŎƭŜΩǎ ǎƻƴ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ǎƛǘŜΦ  He selected a spot on the two-

acre land and dug it with the crowbar, which showed blood stains at the sharp end. 

Seeing it, he lost his breath and fell. Not knowing what to do, we were wringing our hands and stood there helpless. Half-hour later, he got up and sat on 

the spot saying, 

ΨbƻǘƘƛƴƎ ƘŀǇǇŜƴŜŘΦ L ŀƳ ŀƭƭ ǊƛƎƘǘΦΩ We told Periyava our observations.  IŜ ǎŀƛŘΣ Ψ5ƻƴΩǘ ŀŦǊŀƛŘΣ ǘƘŜǊŜ ƛǎ ōǳǊƛŜŘ ǘŜƳǇƭŜ ōŜƭƻǿΦ ²Ŝ ǿƛƭƭ ŘƛƎ ǘƘŜǊŜ ǘƻƳƻǊǊƻǿΦΩ 

- fǪah½Ĉzfudí½ 
  

Next day, on digging the site, there was evidence of remnants of a temple 

from a bygone era. A Sivalingam was found and brought up. There itself, a 

renovated temple was built by Periyava and later left for Kanchipuram. 

I was with Periyava for three or four months during 

renovation.  [ŀƪǎƘƳƛƴŀǊŀȅŀƴŀƴ ǎŀƛŘΣ Ψ¢ƘƛƴƪƛƴƎ ƻŦ ǘƘƻǎŜ ŜǾŜƴǘǎ ƴƻǿ ƎƛǾŜǎ ƳŜ 

ƘƻǊǊƛǇƛƭŀǘƛƻƴΦΩ 

5ŀǊǏŀƴ ǿƛƭƭ ŎƻƴǘƛƴǳŜΦ  End 02 
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The biggest and the best property of Tirucchuzi is its tranquillity. It is a small town 

and a big village. It is away from the beaten path. The pilgrims on the way to 

Ramesvaram take a detour to Tirucchuzi and take the much-needed rest before 

going to Ramesvaram. 

The town invites with expectant enthusiasm. The townspeople gather around to 

take in the sight of new arrivals. The town though used to the pilgrims takes their 

arrival as a special event. There lived Sundaramaiyar, an advocate. 

Sundaramaiyar has no formal education to be a lawyer; but he is a learned man. 

He had the wherewithal to plead and argue his case. Those days, the British Raj 

allowed the literate non-lawyers to conduct lawyering business in the courts.  

Sundaramaiyar is tall, tight-faced, sharp-eyed, stiff-lipped and full-cheeked. His 

stance is a lawyer coming to argue his case in the court before the justice should 

not be sporting smiles. Therefore, he always remained tranquil and sharp of 

disposition.  

He had a thriving law office with a solid income. He bought a house near the 

temple. He had two adjacent stepped entrances in the house. One side is for his 

private use; the other is an office for the consulting and overnight clients.  



His clients are from the 

surrounding villages; the 

cases were land disputes, 

individual or communal 

violence, petition for 

judicial enquiry, judicial 

appealé When the night 

falls, even the men in 

Tirucchuzi fear 

traversing the jungle 

paths. Therefore, the 

clients stay overnight, ready to leave at the break of dawn. That is the convenience 

provided by the advocate in his house. 

Is lodging enough? How about boarding? Sundaramaiyar is a loving man: óEat 

dinner, stay overnight in our house, have breakfast of gruel and leave in the 

morning.ô Hospitality sans deceit: His wife Azakammai takes the eyed cues from 

the husband and makes it happen.  

The couple had a son, named Nagaswamy. The lawyer had an elder sister 

Lakshmi, who died postpartum after giving birth to a son. Sundaramaiyar adopted 

and raised the baby, Ramaswamy. Azakammai was pregnant with their second 

child. The family elders celebrated the event.  

This time a girl was born. He already thought about her marriage.  In those days, 

people entertained thoughts about love and living, and responsibility about 

weddings of the progeny even before birth. To them continuation of progeny down 

the ages into the future was important.  

 

 óAzakammai, you are as beautiful as your name says. Your cheeks are high-

colored. Your lips are full and ripe. It is all delightfully beautiful. This time it is a 

girl.ô 

To Azakammai, whatever is the sex of the baby, it brings joy. The baby should be 

hale and healthy. Sundaramaiyar was famous and privileged for being a lawyer. 

Not just that.  A good man, a helping hand, a friend of the needy and the poor. 

Around this town, there was a fear of thieves because of penury and joblessness. 

Ambush, invasion of house through the roof, crowbar entry into the houseéwere 

common occurrences.  The police search patrols caught and arrested them. 

Sundaramaiyar had them as his clients in the court. Even before the verdict, he 

arranged for out-of-court settlement for the clients.  



 

Hey... You seemed to have burglarized the 

Chettiar's house. 

" Not me, Swamy" 

ñDonôt tell me fibs. I have a witness. Your 

friend betrayed you. He is sitting inside the 

house. What am I to do?ò 

ñYou tell me, Swamy.ò 

ñGive it back. It is like a warning.ò 

ñThey will ambush and beat me up.ò 

ñI will take care of it. Place your booty at the entrance to the burglarized house 

and abscond. 

ñNo trouble will befall you?ò 

ñAm I not talking to you? I guarantee your safety.ò 

ñThe stolen jewels will be placed at the entrance to the house in a package. The 

return of the stolen property by the thief and finding it: the owner will thank 

god and be happy.ò 

ñThe womenfolk of the household won't miss even one bead in the returned 

loot and will shed tears of joy and express gratitude.ò 

ñThere is no alternative to honest living. Stealing has become a necessary habit. 

Please give Dal and rice (to the thief). He (the thief) won't show up on this side 

of the town.ò  

 

One sack of rice, one bag of Dal, other provisions, some coins...are placed 

where the jewels were left (for the thief who returned the loot). 

 



The thief wonders, "All this for me." They talk like children, "I invaded the 

home for food. I saw the jewels. I just lifted them.ò The thieves praise 

Sundaramaiyar as the manifest god, who rescued them from bodily harm.  

"Who is going ahead." 

"Sundaramaiyar" 

"The Iyar with the attached house... I have 40 acres of land. Own 6 to 7 houses. 

Stay away from me."  (Hubris exhibitionism by the rich man) 

The rich man stepped away, Sundaramaiyar paid respects and greetings, and the 

rich man turned his face away (not returning the greetings). As the hubris of 

moolah made a show (of arrogance), culture of education (Iyar) sported a faint 

smile. 

A mile was traversed. There was a turn on the road. The cart made a turn. Ten 

to fifteen people surrounded the rich man's vehicle, removed the wheels' 

linchpins, one man flailed a blade before his face and threatened him.  

ñGive up your possessions. Do it nowò, shouted the waylayers. 

"Hey, another vehicle coming our way." 

ñBlock it, go block it.ò 

ñO my, it is the cart of the Iyar.ò  As soon as they sighted Sundaramaiyarôs cart, 

they scooted out of there and disappeared into a thicket of bramble. 

ñWho are you?  Come out of there."  Sundaramaiyar shouted with an authority.  

Two ruffians came out of the bushes hands folded in respect and with 

obsequious humility and stood before the Aiyar.  

"What did you take." 

ñWe just started.ò 

ñReturn it.ò 

Whatever taken was returned. 



ñBeat the living daylights out of you and break your back." so roared the 

cultured (the upright Brahmin) to the thieves. The Moolah (the rich man) 

cringed in fear and moved to the side. 

"If I see you fellows again on this side of town, I will destroy you. Iyar bared 

his teeth.  The thieves withdrew and stood back. 

ñHold there, your honor. Give each of us two rupees.ò  

Two rupees are a large sum, enough to feed each for three days. The rich man 

destined to lose the gold and the diamonds but for Aiyar, gave two rupees each 

and expressed thanks to Aiyar.  

 

The rich man opposing his palms in gratitude and respect, said, ñI thought low 

of you earlier; forgive me." 

 

Sundaramaiyar said, "You must have been distracted. You did not pay 

attention. You go and I will follow you as a companion." 

Intellect and dignity are the jewels of a man. Sundaramaiyar shines as AlankǕra 

Purusha (Bedecked, beautiful and worshipful man or God). 

" I have no idea of worship and adoration. Sastri comes home and performs 

worship. My part in worship is all about sweet pogal (Sweet boiled rice, milk, 

cashews and condiments).  I feel sorry for the poor. I pray to god," Can't these 

people have a better luck." 

 

Aiyar has compassion right from his conception, infancyé Right living is more 

important than rituals. Love to fellow human beings is more important than 

observing religious rites and rituals. True love is more important than a false 

cloak of caste superiority. These qualities were innate to the unborn child. Since 

the seed was strong and healthy, the tree grew big and tall.  

That was MǕragazi (Dec-Jan) month. The earth was cool. There was a good 

rain. The earth was verdant. All living beings were jumping for joy. They 

sauntered, decked in their best.  



MǕragazi is the dawn of the Devas (one year of Devas is equal to one month of 

humans). MǕragazi is associated with TiruvǕthirai star: śaivarôs auspicious day. 

It is the day Nataraja takes a procession in all śiva temples. TiruvǕthirai festival 

was celebrated with ostentation in Tirucchuzi SakǕyavalli SamǛtha 

BhȊminǕthar temple.  

Finishing the street procession, Nataraja entered the temple grounds. Pu ar 

pȊcam began as Tiruvathirai ended.  

The anteroom in Sundaramaiyarôs house was a beehive of activity with 

womenfolk.  After 1 A.M. their activity took a faster pace. Azakammaiôs labor 

pains caused apprehension in Sundaramaiyar. He chanted continuously, óOm 

Namasivaya.ô At the stroke of 1:15AM, a baby boy was born.  

The attendants informed Sundaramaiyar, óit was a boy.ô He turned to the temple 

tower and opposed his palms. That was 1879 December 30.   

Let us obtain DarŜan. 

Pictures: S. Kumaresan 

- fǪav¼{iu½ĖĖĖ 

id½ĈÖĖĈÒj{la» 
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Periyava brought rain to the parched land. 
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Lakshminarayanan described two episodes of the extent of Periyavaôs spiritual 

power.  

ñWhen Periyava was on a pilgrimage, it is a habit for him to stop at the villages 

along the way. Once he stopped at Hakri before reaching Gundakkal. 

Within the city limits, there was a śiva Temple. Next to it, there was a huge 

Banyan tree. Next to it was the riverside. As soon he saw it, he took a liking and 

decided to stay there.  

It was a small town. It was a barren waste land. There was a time when a river 

with flotsam and froth flowed. When we were there, there was no rainfall and the 

land was fissured, dry and barren.  

Sugarcane cultivation was the major agricultural occupation.  There was a sugar 

factory. The factory general manager was from Tanjore Jilla (district). Periyava 

told him, ñI intend to perform Vyasa Puja here. Could I stay in your town for a few 

days?ò 
  

 

The manager was shaken. He said with humility, ñSwami! That is my blessings and 

luck. Periyava should stay here. You give us orders as to what we should do here for 

you. We will do them all here.ò 

Four truckloads of logs and thatches arrived. A 300 foot Pandal (a temporary shed 

made of casuarina logs and thatches) was built. Structure included Periyava quarters, 

his DarŜan, and a seating with chairs for a thousand visitors were provided. ñAll went 

smoothly and in a grand scale. That night Periyava did not sleep.ò Said Lakshmi 

Narayanan. 

Why did Periyava not sleep? The townôs śiva temple and the town gave Periyava 

happiness. He worried because the river was dry for many years, the monsoon rains 

did not come, and the water shortage caused a great deal of misery to the people.  



Lakshminarayanar continued, ñPeriya did not speak to anybody. He was 

looking at the river walk with blank eyes. He got up in the evening and 

went to the riverbank. He stepped on the sand and was engrossed in 

thoughts. He began walking on the river sand for about a kilo meter. He 

called us and told us, ñI am going to perform óSandiya Japam.ô If anyone 

want to visit with me, tell them to see me in the morning.ò Dismissing the 

bystanders, he was engrossed in his Japam.   

It was night. Those days, hurricane light was in use. There were two 

Petromax lights. We lighted them. 

It was 10 P.M. in the night. The breeze was cool. One or two drops of rain 

fell on our body. Then, it rained lightly. In a little while, the rain came 

down hard and fast with flash floods. We sat Periyava on a cycle Riksha 

and I held a screw-pine umbrella.  

Next day, just before dawn, the people wondering said, ñPeriyava brought 

rain for us.ò They all assembled in a great crowd and obtained DarŜan of 

him. Periyava happily performed the Vyasa puja.  

Periyava is a great Tapasvi (meditator). Vyasa Puja was a reason given to us. said, ñ It 

gives me horripilation to think he gave the town the much needed rain. This is what 

happened, when Periyava Lakshminarayanan went to Pandaripuram. This was one of 

his many miracles.ò Bhǭma is the name of the river in Pandaripuram. That river was 

dry for over ten years. 

ñPeople dig wells to about 100 meters in the along the river and obtain water. It is a 

chore to drop the roped vessel into the well, fill it with water over a 25-second period 

and draw it up. In the opposite bank of the river, there was a Mandapam in ruins. He 

stayed there.ò  

Periyava sat inside the Mandapam and did his Japam. It must have an hour. A 

torrential rain came down with water running in the river. The rain continued for 

hours. Servants were called in and they helped bring Periyava to the other side of the 

river at about 12p.m.  

A throng of people pressed close to him and paid homage, saying, ñSwami, it was you 

who brought the rain.ò  

Lakshminarayanan narrated this episode in detail concluding, ñThough Periyava says 

things with great humility and self-control, I know it well, he is the manifest Amsa 

(fragment) of ǬŜvara.  

- fǪah½Ĉzfudí½ 
DarŜan will continue  End 03 (2010-05-13) 
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Dedication to RamanaMaharishi  

 

 

 

 

In the cold winter month of December, many great men took birth in many parts of 

the world. In the Land of Bharata (India), MǕrgazhi (Mid-December to mid-January) 

is an auspicious time. A wonderful birth took place in MǕrgazhi to bring amity to the 

people.  

Among the help, there was an elderly woman. She was a multiparous woman. She 

raised many children. Later, her eyesight was poor. She sat in a corner and was 

dispensing advice to others, which was of great help to the less experienced.  

Though she had poor eyesight, her mind was on labor and delivery. She wished the 

baby emerged healthy.  

As soon as the baby was born, they gave the baby in the hands of the elderly woman. 

Instantaneously, her vision came back alive. She wondered, ñWas this a baby or a 
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Great Light?ò In so dark a 

place, so bright is the child. 

The astrology announced the 

infant was a MahǕ.  

Budhan in the 2nd house, 

Sukkiran, in the 5th Guru, 

very special. This is the 

evidentiary proof for the 

birth of J¶avǕ  (Wise man).  

The 5th place is the site for 

PȊrva Pu iya StǕam (The 

place for merit from previous 

birth).  The dominance of 

Guru in PȊrva Pu iya 

StǕam is an evidence of very great man. Sundaram Iyarôs house had a demerit (]qeě 

= curse). A recluse coming for food and lodging many generations ago was chased and 

beaten; that predicated the fate that in each generation, one member would become a 

recluse. This time, no one worried about it. 

Venkatraman, the future Ramana Maharishi is born. 

 

Sundaramaiyarôs Kuladaivam (Family deity) was Venkataramana Swami and 

therefore, the child was named Venkatraman. The child was plump. He grew up 

smart. What singing, what dancingéwhat briskness! He never stayed still. That 

worried the mother and made her tired. She raised him with love and tenderness.  

The parents admitted him in Ma ar SǛthupathi School. It was fascinating to see him 

go to the school, strong of body, with a loin cloth, bare chest, a slate, é  

No day without learning. 

No fault finding of anyone.  

It was ecstasy to see him with folded hands and to hear him read aloud with other 

children. That childôs praise, the whole world will announce. That childôs words of 

grace, the world will hear. The people of the world give up all faults, fall prostrate at 

his feet and enjoy tranquility and rapturous joy. The town or the childôs parents had no 

concept of the future of this blessed child.  

ñHeyé Shall we build a ship and launch it? 

ñWe need a heavy paper!ò -His friend said. 



Venkatraman brought a 

few sheets of extra 

heavy paper (for legal 

documents) and built 

many ships. He took 

them and floated them 

in the temple pond. 

They floated and sailed 

the gentle waves 

propelled by the gentle 

breeze.  

They were the home documents scribed on the Stamp paper. (The 

mark of a boy becoming a future i) 

 

 

 

ñLet him shed the shirt here and leave town! He canôt come back 

home. That paper belonged to client of mine. What am I going to tell him?ò ï 

Sundaramaiyar coming to know of it, yelled loudly.  Venkatraman, terrified, ran 

away, not to be found.  

Evening came. The night was imminent. There was no Venkatraman. The 

neighborhood people went searching. The whole town went searching for him here 

and there.  

There was not much of a crowd in the temple. Midnight service in the temple was over. 

The priest having performed NaivǛttiyam to Ambal and extinguished the flaming wick, 

heard something move behind the Ambal idol, exited the premises and shouted, óWho is 

there?ô  Venkatramanôs face stuck out from behind the idol.  

 ñLittle calf! Are you here? The whole town is looking for you, child! Your mother 

went around the temple twice. Poor woman is crying. What are you doing here? 

ñFather will thrash me.ò 

ñFearing it, you are hiding. Is it the place to hide?ò 

śivǕcchǕriyǕr put the calf on his shoulder and took him home.  

Venkatraman knew at that age without awareness to seek refuge with the omniscient 

God.  



Venkatraman went to Dindukkal for higher education. Play first and read later were 

his modus operandi. Those who pay attention to the worldly activities, there was no 

need for education: That became his discipline in the future. 

óThe sapling (is known) by the sprout.ô It is a proverb. Not all know how to scrutinize. 

The sprout does not reveal its secrets.  

He played well like other children. He won in all play activities because he was of fit 

physique.  Children wished to join him. They begged him to include them in his team.  

Finishing fifth grade in Tirucchuzhi, he joined sixth grade in Dindukkal City School. 

Dindukkal is a bigger town and many friends joined his team.  

A fort built by Kurunila kings was in Dindukkal. It went by the name ȉmaiyan 

KǾttai.ô  ȉmaiyan ruled his kingdom from the fort. When the British laid seize on the 

fort, the king dug a hole in the wall and escaped. When Venkatraman and friends 

wanted to enter the court, the guards did not allow them in. They jumped the 

perimeter wall and played inside. The guards chased the boys. Venkatraman led the 

other boys to escape through that hole in the wall. 

Because of these bold and innovative actions, Venkatramanôs fame heightened among 

his friends.  He played hard and slept deep for long time. He was left home alone 

under an order to study and keep a watch on the house. Once they left the house, he 

pretended to read for a while, and shut his book, the windows, the front doors, and the 

rear doors. He spread the sleeping mat. He went to sleep. The occupants, returning 

from the event, banged on the doors, yelled aloudéVenkatraman did not wake up.  

That sleep was more than deep sleep. It was a bodiless sleep; it was beyond mind; it 

was deeper than deep sleep. Somehow the occupants of the house found a way into 

the house, shook him hard and awakened him. 

Because of birth with a body, he spent his youth sleeping to satisfy the total needs of 

sleep for the rest of his life and after a certain age, he knew no phenomenal sleep but 

immersed in Conscious Sleep (óWakeful Sleepô). Nobody knew the wonder of 

Wakeful Sleep he experienced later in life.  

They called him by unflattering names: SleepFace, Kumbakaraé Sleep haunted him 

not only at home but also in the classroom. The teacher twisted his ears, and hit him 

with the knuckles, to wake him up in the classroom. He was subjected to insults. To 

avoid going to sleep in the classroom, he tied a thread between his tuft and the nail in 

the wall and read his book. When he nodded his head with sleep, the pull of the string 

would wake him up. He had the God-given gift of sleep anywhere, anytime, at any 

costéfrom his childhood.  



 

Venkatramanôs 

father died in 

Tirucchuzi when 

Venkatraman 

lived in 

Dindukkal. He 

left for Tirucchuzi 

and met his father 

on the deathbed. 

His fatherôs death 

was traumatic to 

young 

Venkatraman and 

caused life 

changes.  His fatherôs premature death broke the family unit.  

Mother remained in Tirucchuzi; oldest brother, sister, older brother Nagaswamy and 

Venkatraman took refuge in uncle Subbiahôs house. The uncle and the aunt embraced 

and supported them.  

But, no one knew then Venkatraman would live without the support of the near and 

dear but only with that of God.  

- fǪav¼{iu½ĖĖĖ Let us get DarŜan 

id½ĈÖĖĈÒj{la». Pictures: S. Kumaresan 
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MǕngǕ u Lakshminarayanan 

talks about the beneficiaries 

who gained from the DarŜan 

they had of Kanchi Periyava.   

Periyava moderated a 

conference in 

TiruvidaimaruthȊr near 

Kumbhako am and planned 

to go to Kanchi via 

Tiruvannamalai.  

Having come to 

Tiruvannamalai and leaving without circumambulation of the hill are not proper. He 

performed the Girivalam starting early in the morning. He returned at three p.m. 

On the path, Periyava plucked some leaves and asked, ñSee, whether there is any 

cardamom smell?ò He would pluck another leaf and say, ñlook here, it has the green 

camphor smell.ò He continued examining the leaves on the way. ñIn ancient times, 

there were many Siddhars. They being alchemists had the knowhow to make gold.ò 

Periyava laughed and said, ñThey never revealed their alchemistic knowledge to the 

posterity.ò 

Later, passing by TirukkǾvilȊr on the pilgrimage, we reached KǕ¶chipuram. We did 

not stay there long and soon came to Kalavai, wherein is the abode of Periyavaôs 

Supreme Guru.  

In Kalavai camp, a special event: VIPs like Indra Gandhi, MGRé came to Kalavai 

for DarŜan. He went for a conference in Madurai and came to Chennai. Indra Gandhi 

was very hyperactive. She was insistent that she would have DarŜan of Periyava, 

before she left. We told her he was in Mauna Viratam (Vow of Silence) and she could 

not engage him in a conversation. 

 

LƴŘǊŀ DŀƴŘƘƛ ƘŀŘ ŀƴ ŀǳŘƛŜƴŎŜ ŀƴŘ 5ŀǊǏŀƴ ǿƛǘƘ tŜǊƛȅŀǾŀΦ 

She said, óIt is alright. I will keep my supplication in my mind. Holding the thought in 

her mind in his presence was enough. He does not have to say anything!ô  

It happened just as said. 

Periyava was sitting by a well and doing the Japam. As if seeing him, Indra Gandhi 

sat in front of him. She uttered no world.  



When Indra Gandhi rose to take leave, Periyava presented 

her with a RudrǕksha garland, which we placed on a plate 

and gave it to her. That moment, she wore it around her 

neck.  

It was then election time in Karnataka. Congress minister 

Gundu Rao came to see Periyava often. Periyava said, 

óThere is no need for you to obtain favors from me. Go, 

supplicate and worship KǕmǕk i Amman. Your 

supplication will come true.ô Gundu Rao won the election 

next month and became the chief minister of Karnataka. 

He habitually came by 5 p.m. on Thursdays. He talked 

little.  One day, he brought a sack each of rice and sugar 

for making Prasadam for distribution to the public.  

 

Elections in 1977 saw Indira Gandhi lose her seat. Next year, she stood in elections in 

SikmagalȊr. That time Congress had a cow as its party symbol. She objected to the 

cow and instead wished for the lion symbol.  

In Kalavai, when she met with Periyava, he raised his hand and blessed her. 

Impressed by the raised hand, she determined to have hand symbol for the Congress 

party. This is how Indra Gandhi won the elections in SikmagalȊr. 

For a special event, Periyava went to AhǾbhilam. Though he walked the distance, the 

Mutt workers rode the jeep with all the accouterments.  

AhǾbhilam is in Andhra Pradesh.  There are nine places of worship for Narasimha. 

They are scattered all over. It is hard to reach them. There are bamboo forests on the 

way. The snakes hang from the canopy of bamboo trees. Wild animals abound. Adi 

Samkara facing the Kapalis bent on killing him worshipped Narasimha and killings 

took place there.  

The doors of the Ugra Narasimhar close at 6 p.m. No one can enter after the closing 

time. Periyava wanted to visit the temple. He had no fear. His Tapas was of supreme 

nature, which not only protected him but all the attendants. He had the MahǕ Sakthi 

that offered protection and prevention of danger. Lakshminarasimhan said that.   

- fǪah½Ĉzfudí½ = DarŜan will continue.   End of 04 
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Madurai is a big city. Venkatraman and Nagaswamy from the village sought refuge in Madurai, which they explored well. They were surprised 

to see people everywhere.  

Venkatraman went to two schools: Scot High School first and later American Mission School.  

Their house was in Sokkappa NǕyakkar Street near the South Tower. The tower was visible from the upper floor of the house.  



The town was busy with bullock carts, horse carts, mobile sweets stallsé The templeôs geographic size, the paintings, the idols, the festoons, and colored 

lights made everyone feel Maduraiôs greatness.  

MǭnǕk i Amman Temple held daily festivities. Many temples graced near Madurai Temple. Azhagiya PerumǕ Temple built on a mountain enjoyed popularity 

among devotees. Sweet Pogal PrasǕdam served there was ambrosial.  

Venkatraman went for Prasada to the temple where the presiding deity was Kaazhagar with people knowledgeable with AbhiǛkam ǔrǕthanai (Ritual ablution 

and worship). When the passel of devotees returned home in the night, the burden of carrying the ambrosial Prasada fell on the head (literally) of well-built 

Venkatraman at their behest. He with a painful wry neck wobbled along in the dead of night carrying the load on his head. He put the load down and 

discovered his wry neck was swollen and hurting. 

Venkatraman was harsh on himself thinking, óI desired for Prasadam, is it not soéBhagavan made my neck suffer pain. Suffer, suffer to the full extent.ô 

Again, he carried on foot the mother lode of PrasǕdam on his head to Madurai. The workers, the ritual priests who performed the worship and Venkatraman 

shared the Pongal.  

Older brother A ǕsǕmy and his peers were the playmates, as Venkatraman was house-sitting. When A Ǖ went for his studies, Venkatraman with his friends 

went to Mariamman temple for swimming (in the temple pond). If his friends were not available, he went around the temple. He had an ardor in all things 

except studies. Studies are important, if one wanted to be gainfully employed as a clerk and satiate his hunger from the salary. 

When his elder brother went away to play, Venkatraman read PeriyapurǕ am laying around among other books. The written 

style was hard, though he found the content fascinating. 

He wondered, óWhat is this? As a tender child, he sang poems.ô ó'{fuÜ|dkĈzaqÌk»ĈqÌ|d{kmvĈ{kuǩĈ
ázq¸ĈjfvĈ×ÚĖĖĖ' (= The ear-ringed One riding a bull and wearing a pure white moonéô) How could 

Tirug¶Ǖ asambandar ever sing like this? Why did śiva and PǕrvati appear from nowhere and offer milk to a child? How wondrous, 

what a blessing!ô He read the poem many times and became immersed in ecstasy.  

A wedding for the daughter. śiva Yogi stands at the entrance. He asks, óWhat is special today.ô The father invites the Yogi 

inside and tells him exuberantly, óMy daughter is getting married.ô He calls his daughter and son-in-law to pay homage to the 

Yogi. Yogi offering his blessings to the couple, notices the long tresses and says, óO my, What long tresses. If you give me the 

tresses, I will plait and wear them as sacred thread.ô The father thinking there is no blessing greater than making an offering to 

a śiva Yogi, sat his daughter, shears her head completely and offers the tresses to the Yogi.  

śivayogi was none other than manifest śiva. śivayogi disappears; śiva himself offers his appearance; the brideôs head appears 

full of tresses as before. All the people around the bride received great boons. 

Venkatramanôs eyes were welling with tears. What a condition of the mind! The mind which keeps nothing for itself. How did 

they ever happen to them? 

An order to graze the cows.  ChandǛsvara NǕya Ǖr grazed the cattle. He seated a śivali gam on the grassland. He milked the cows and used it for ritual 

ablution of Lingam. He had no mental satisfaction. He did another ritual ablution. He milked all the cows and used their milk for ritual ablution. The owners of 

the cows complained loudly about lack of milk.  

One day, his father eyed him from hiding. He became angry at him milking the milch cows. He caned and pushed him. The son put up with corporal 

punishment.  

óWhat is this? Does this constitute God? Is this śivali gam?ô Saying such blasphemous words, the father raised his leg to kick the lingam but the son 

immediately landed an axe heavily on his leg. The leg broke off and hit the grassland.  



 óThough you are my father, I will tolerate killing by you. But, no one may abuse my God. Though he is my father, I will punish him.ô Saying such words, he 

rose in anger. śiva made his appearance and made him calm and composed.  

Of all the stories Venkatraman read, the story of Kaappa NǕya Ǖr was wonderful. The hunter named Thia  chased a wild pig, killed it, cooked it and 

shared the meal with his friends. Something up in the mountain drew him from dinner guests. He saw a Li gam. ñAre you not alone, you must be hungry.ò 

Saying such endearing words, he embraced the Li gam and brought the flesh of the pig and water. He placed the flowers from his head on the Li gam, poured 

the water from his mouth on Li gam as ritual ablution, placed the meat before the Li gam and begged śiva, ñEat, Eat.òĖ 
Next day, the priest in charge was shocked to see the meat before the Lingam. He cleaned up the place scolding the server of meat. Later, he performed PȊja 

with Bael leaves and left the site. A little while later, Thi a  came and said to himself, óWhat is all this leafy garbage. Where is the meat I served yesterday? 

Did śiva eat the meat? Or someone else took it away.ô 

  óIt does not matter. I will bring the meat again.ô  So, it happens. Nonplussed and irritated śivǕcchǕriyǕr cleaned up the place. Leaf-worship 

happens. óWho put these leaves again?ô Getting upset, Thi a  clears the leaves and goes away to bring meat for Ligam. There happened a 

wondrous event.  

 óWho in his right mind serves meat to śivaligam?ô Entertaining such thoughts, the priest was lying in wait to catch the perpetrator in the 

forbidden act.  Blood was pouring out of one eye of śivaligam. Thi a , thinking the remedy for the bleeding eye is another eye (an eye for an 

eye), enucleated his own eye with the arrow and placed it in the eye socket of the Ligam. The other eye also bled.  

óI have the cure in my hands.ô Wait, if I enucleate the other eye, I will be totally blind. How could I apply the donor eye in the place of the 

bleeding eye?ô Entertaining such thoughts, with no hesitation, he raised his leg and placed the big toe, where his eye had to go. He got ready to 

enucleate the other eye with his arrow. A hand shot out from the Lingam with a voice saying, ñStop Kaappaò and prevented him from going 

further. The title óKaappa came from the mouth of śiva. The Brahmin priest witnessed this wondrous event.  

When Venkatraman finished reading the story, he placed the open book on his chest and remained mesmerized. Before God, there is no caste and 

no difference. Those with true love in them are the highest. There is no need for an ostentatious ritual worship.  God takes in his good graces 

those who self-dedicate and surrender to God, by expelling ego. To them he presents himself in a vision of apǕrȊ ar.  

óIs it possible, could I give myself to śiva? Whom do I ask? God gave vision of himself to 64 NǕya mǕrs. Would he give me his vision? What am I doing? 

Simply going to the temple, apply kumkum and ash on my body and return home.  

Have I ever looked at God with an intense concentration? Have I ever opposed my palms and asked for any boons? There was a mad rush in all places. Sloth 

and slumber afflict me. Why did I not get involved?ô  When fatigue came over him and he found himself helpless, he felt death experience.   

The impact of PeriyapurǕ am, the death of his father: they gave him fear he was incapable of doing anything. Who am I? is the question that arose in the mind 

of a sixteen-year-old. Venkatraman thought assiduously about death.  

He experienced death, he experienced death. What is known is knowledge; that he knew. That when attained gives loftiness, he attained that loftiness too.  

After he experienced what death is, Venkatraman did not know what to do next.  

- fǪav¼{iu½ĖĖĖ 
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Ĉ 
Lakshminarayanan describes an exciting event that took place when Periya came to Chennai.  

The Hindu Newspaperôs author J. Kasturi invited Periyava to Chennai.  Periyava asked him, ñWhy should I go to Chennai?ò 

ñIt was a long time since you came to Madras. I wish your footprints fall on Madras.ò Such was his compelling argument.  

On his invitation, Periyava came to Chennai. Gindi was the outskirts of the city. There, Kalki Sadasivam, Sudesmithran, Srinivasanéerected plantain trees, 

had PȊr a Kumbam ready and waited to invite Periyava.  When Periyava arrived, they extended the usual reception and honor with the burst of firecrackers 

and took him on a procession.  

Then, Kasturi requested Periyava to visit óHinduô office. Periyava visited all departments in the office, spoke to the employees and blessed them. The 

employers were all happy. Srinivasan requested him to drop into the office of Sudesmithran. Yes, he went there too. Sadasivam took him to óKalkiô office too.  
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On that occasion, he walked in a procession in Mylapore with his retinue. Devotees walked behind him.  

Then, there was a proposed conference of DrǕvidar Kazhakam in MǕkollai. The party volunteers assembled there. They 

were waiting for PeriyǕr. 

The people accompanying Periyava were afraid that the Davida Kazhakam volunteers may talk with fury and bring disputes 

to the fore. They worried about what to do with that eventuality as a possibility.  

E.V.RǕ. PeriyǕr arrived at the conference. He enquired with the volunteers, óWhat is the matter? Why all the excitement?ô  

They all said, ñKanchi Sankarachariar is in town going on a procession. The volunteers say they want to show the óBlack 

Flag.ô We are waiting for your permission.ò  

PeriyǕr said, ñWhat, Black Flag. Nothing of the sort. Let the Sankarachariar procession proceed without any molestation. 

Donôt block him. Donôt show him the Black Flag. First, let him pass.ò 

Periyavaôs procession with no interruption came to the Sanskrit College.   No untoward incident took place.  

When told to Periyava, he smiled and said, ñKamakshi will take care of it. Did I not tell you that before?ò 

Periyava usually travelled by óMǛ Ǖô (= light coach). Like the palanquin, it was light, carried by four people. Periyava sits huddled inside.    

Once in DrǕvidar Kazhakam gathering, a person was furious saying, óHe alone travels by palanquin. Others had to carry him. Arenôt they people? Why canôt 

he walk?ô 

That reached the ears of Periyava. Immediately he got down from the MǛa and walked. The people said, ôPeriyava, please do not listen to him. It is our 

blessing and good fortune to bear you in the palanquin on our shoulders.ô The devotees begged Periyava to get into the palanquin but he refused. Periyava said, 

ówhat they say is true. This recluse does not need a palanquin.ô Since then, he refused to travel by MǛ Ǖ. Periyava, rain or shine, stayed where he could and 

then went on foot, come good weather. No matter the distance, he walked. He never gave up mental resolve.  

- fǪah½Ĉzfudí½  DarŜan will continue.  End of 05 
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úljeĈThºf½  Srǭ Rama a Ecstasy 

 

 

 

 

To know a matter in depth, one needs the help of 

another. The explicator of such knowledge is 

óǔĺǕryaô and óGuru.ô The one who teaches 

knowledge is ǔĺǕrya.ô He who makes you realize 

wisdom is Guru. Since it needs proximity, many 

regard the father as ǔĺǕrya and Guru.  

But Venkatraman at his tender age lost his father. 

Because of his death, the family broke up and 

members went to different places. There was an 

urgency that the older brother should remain a guide 

to the 16-year-old Venkatraman. The older brother Nagasamy thought he carried 

the responsibility for Venkatramanôs schooling and employment. He mentored and 

monitored him. Often, he was counselled and corrected. That caused a conflict 

between the siblings.  The perception by Venkatraman that no one was there to 

guide him but a brother was there to criticize him, were hard on him.   

Doubts can be cleared with anyone capable of explaining. Who can he trust to 

share, and ask questions about life, death and the wondrous changes caused by 

them in his mind and psyche? If he shared, would he be subjected to ridicule? If 

the ridicule, levelled against him, clings on him, and if he himself without 

intention ridicules his wondrous experience, he feared the consequences. Because 

of that eventuality, he did not reveal his experience to anyone but remained calm.  



 

The mind of man is the observer of the phenomenal world; 

the imagination makes the observed even bigger than what 

it is. Among men, these matters take a life of their own. The 

mind gets entangled.  

Venkatraman was an introvert and never an extrovert. After 

he experienced the death of his father, he became 

introspective about death and dying. He made self-enquiry 

and realized what dies and what never dies.  He 

experienced, realized and received vision of that which 

never dies. Guarding against extroversion, his mind held 

fast that which he saw within himself, what he realized, 

what remained immobile inside, and that which has no 

attributes. 

Who instructed Venkatraman on these things? He had no óGuru.ô He never asked 

God with opposed palms, óThis I need.ô 

He enquired into óWho Am I?ô (self-enquiry). He had his heart and mind in his 

enquiry. He explored the Truth. He delved deep into himself without distraction or 

dissipation to study what in truth happens inside of him.  He saw a change in him. 

That change was a very great bequeathal, PȊrvajama VǕsanǕs (fragrance or past 

lifeôs delayed effects of auspicious nature) a great bliss enjoyed by a great sage.  

Tirug¶Ǖasambandar received Prasada of breast milk from AmbǕ: The grace could 

be of this nature. 

Holding fast to the Truth, Sattva pervades the inside and augments manyfold. All 

colors have their individual qualities. White has no attribute or quality. What 

stands with no attributes, Sattva pervades and rules supreme.  

When Tirug¶Ǖ asambandar found no sign of his father upon submersion in the 

temple tank, the shock inside gave the Truth or Sattva.  

Who am I? What is after death? Venkatraman cogitated 

about these questions, as he was laying on his back in a 

small room. Because of his Truth, Sattva or Godôs 

grace descended on him (SakthinipǕtham = descent of 

Grace). A seed sown in the ground a long time ago, 

became a seedling, and then a tree with branches and 

since forgotten, dropped a fruit on the lap.  

Could an introspector be involved in affairs of the 

phenomenal world? Yes, it is possible: eating, dressing, 

sleepingé But all those are different and on an 

alternate pathway. The eaten food, seen by the eyes, 

smelled by the nose, inducing salivation in the mouth, 



and satiating the hunger are phenomenal. (He does not live to eat. But he eats to 

live.)  Eating without the mind of an epicure or gastronomer is of another kind.  

When mind clings to the mind, all else is forgotten.  Out of modesty we wear 

clothes, that shows no ostentation. They wonôt show off and do not invite 

compliments.  

That sleep is a different kind. Though the body sleeps, the soul is awake. The soul 

is a witness, and apprehends its own status in an intense manner. It experiences. 

Allowing this, what happens to the external behavior? The mind becomes relaxed. 

It stands aside from others. It shows neither enthusiasm nor indifference. It takes a 

modest path.  

Venkatraman always sought solitariness. The yen (longing) for play disappeared. 

The competitive spirit and win at any cost dissipated. All endeavors turned inside. 

Solitude was the name of the game.  But, will the world leave him alone?  The 

disputes are multitudinous.  

The brother angrily slashed him with incisive words, ñRead! Study the books. That 

is the reason for your birth!ò  Within Venkatraman, there rose a question, ñIs that 

so?ò  The wonder in him swelled, ñIt is for this, we are born.ò 

Finding no escape, he opened the lazy books to satisfy 

others. The mind had no interest in books. The contents of 

the book leave no impress on the mind. The mind was 

introspective.  

The aunt called on him, saying, ñGo to the city water pipe 

at the corner of our street and bring me water in two 

vessels.ò 

Previously, he hated doing it. He even got angry. He used 

to tell, ñAunty, you extract work from me only.ò That was 

then and not now.  

He goes to the far side of the street, fills the vessel with 

water, return home carrying it on his shoulder and pour it 

in a huge caldron. He does this about three times, fills the caldron and again sits in 

his room with the books.  

If he wanders during the day, the fatigue impels him to lay down on the floor. The 

mind as a witness watches the body on the floor. That witness, not taking a wink 

of sleep, remains awake always. The body rested well. The soul, remaining 

tranquil and equipoised, was awake.  

As he looks up the sky, the skyôs PiramǕ am (Brahmaôs Egg = Universe) had an 

attraction for him. All puranas declare, ñGod the Inner Abider, appeared in the 

sky.ò Wonôt you come now? Wonôt you stand before me? Would you not stand 


