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Arunachala Bhakta Bhagawat

Birth Centenary (1912 - 2012)

One hundred years ago, on November 8, 1912, Arunachala Bhakta Bhagavat was born into a pious
family which had, for countless generations, farmed their land and labored hard in a remote village of
Bihar, India. Thisisthe land of Mithila, the birthplace of Sta, the consort of &1 Rama. That connection to
the glorious life of 1 Rama, sung in the Ramacharitamanasa by the enlightened poet-saint Tulsidas, bound

Bhagawat from his childhood to the spiritual lore of India and the realization of its ultimate truths.

ahatma Gandhi’s Satyagrahamovement wasthefirst

spark toignitethefire of devotion, dedication and
dispassioninArunachalaBhaktaBhagawat. Even asaboy
of eight, hewastoo serious about Gandhiji’smission to
engagein play or to disspatehistimein anything other than
study and service. Hismother and older brothers noticed
Bhagawat’skeen interest in learning and decided that the
family’ sresources should be channeled towardshisformal
education. No onehad ever | eft hisvillagefor higher learning.
Attheageof € even Bhagawat stepped out of hisvillageon
alifejourney that crossed continentsand ultimately dissolved
himinthe L otus Feet of hismaster, Bhagavan Sri Ramana
Maharshi.

Inbrief, thisisthegtory of aninspired villager fromindia
Thetweveyearssincehispassng onApril 10th, 2000 have
given usampletimeto reflect on hislegacy, what he has
contributed to thewelfare of mankind, and what we, thefew
who new him personaly, havegained by hisfriendship and
guidance. Hisinner spiritual wealthwasn’t destined to be
recognized, nor was heto draw thousands of seekersto his
madter. Yet theseed of ArunachadaRamanathat heplantedin
theWest and hisuntiring devotion, dedication and tapashave
not beeninvain. Toinject hopeandinspirationinto future
generations, he poured out the experiencesfrom the depths

of hisheart inthousandsof pagesof prayer manuscriptsthat
provide an unfailing testimony to the ever-present grace of
hisGuru and God, Bhagavan Sri RamanaMaharshi:

“Every atomand proton of my lifeispulsating, heaving,
bubbling, bursting and dancing with Self-Awareness, and
how | would liketo resound and reverberatetheland with
the chanting and recitation of Thy Name. No sooner | close
my eyesthan | find myself absorbedintheHoly Hill of the
Beacon Light, and thereis not the least desirein mefor
anything but Thee. Like an inebriated, intoxicated and
drunken person, | find myself sunk in the Ocean of Sri
SachchidanandaRamanaBhagavan....”

Hislifewasaliving exampletothefew earnest devotees
whojoined himin hismissionand who longed toimmerse
themselvesin theexperienceof their essential nature, their
true self. Hewas an embodiment of devotion, catapulted
acrossthecontinentsto plant alife-giving seed of liberation
for future generations of seekerswho long to experience
theultimateredity intheir lives.

Onthis, thehundredth anniversary of hisbirth, weplan
to remember and honor thegift that Bhagavan Ramanagave
tousintheform of ArunachalaBhaktaBhagwat, our friend
and guideonthepath to freedom, thefounder of Arunachaa
AshraminAmericaand Canada.
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A report from

Sri Ramanasramam
By Guruprasad Madhavan

AM very happy. Thelast three days have offered me
subgtantid bliss.

On Saturday, around 8:00 A.M., Mani Mama
welcomed meat Sri Ramanasramamwith hiswonderfully
warm smile. “What apleasant surprise,” hesaid. My dad
and uncle also accompanied me during this trip to
Tiruvannamalal. | stayed with my unclenear theAshram.
Hisfamily’scopiousloveand afectionleft mewith no other
dternative. Mani Mamaand | caught up briefly, vistedthe
ghrine, and started planning for our giripradakshina

| wanted to dotheinner routeagain after adecade. My
dad and unclehad never donethat before, andthey appeared
to belooking forward toit with somedegree of eagerness
and anxiety. TheForest Department officid shaveredtricted
useof theinner path for pradakshinaafter the severefire
that occurred acoupleweeksago. There had been oneor
two fires, | am not sure. Mani Mama perhaps forgot to
inform usabout thisnew restriction but wasredieved, after
thefact, that wereturned safely without getting into any
trouble.

Thelast inner route pradakshinal didwaswithArthur a
decade ago when it wasdark and wewere barefoot. That
wasan expeiencel won't forget. On that occasionwel eft
early inthemorning around 3:30A.M.

Mani Mama's friend and an Ashram resident,
Chandramouli, explained to metheroute and they were
wonderfully helpful withther guidanceand wisdom. | took
mental notesasbest | could.

After listening to the morning Vedas, weleft around

ancient rocks that completely demolished in me the
concept of age or what it meansto beold. | enjoyed the
power of the mountain that uproots and dissolvesone's
ego. Or relating to my recent wisdom tooth extraction
in India, Arunachala compassionately and instantly
removesthetooth without anesthesiaand pain.
Speaking of which, | was quite nervous about the
“hows’ of esting the prasad at Sri Ramanasramam sincel
wasgtill onmy liquid diet. Theheding fromthewisdom
tooth surgery had been dow, but everythingwasfinetomy
own surprise. When they served thefood, | just ateit to
the best of my ability. It was soft and delicious. (Thank
you, Bhagavan, for re-initiating my solid diet!)
| wasrelating to Mani Mamamy ideathat entering
Sri Ramanasramam (or for that matter, our own Ashram
inNew York) islikegoing into an MRI scanner. In the
scanner, hydrogen in one'sbody isaligned in aspec-
tacul ar sequencethanksto magnetic energy; smilarly,
Bhagavan'sradiofrequency field streamlineseverything
and all in silence. The output? An outstanding three-
dimensional rendering of inner harmony, peaceandjoy.
That afternoon, after somerest, | went back to the
Ashramfor someslenceinthe Old Hall. Theclanging of
the bells and the youthful tenor of the Vedic recitation
slenced themonkeysinmy head —it wasassimpleasif
someone had pressed themute button ontheremote control
of my mind. Theincensesticksweremy next best friendin
that setting. Intheevening, | enjoyed the Tamil parayana. |
then bumped into ChrisQuilkey intheNew Hall whowas
recoveringfromhisjet lag [hehadjust returned fromNY CJ;
Chrisbut imparted positive energy with histrademark
camness and tranquility. | also then greeted President
Mamawho kindly enquired about my welfare. Dinner next.
After that, Dad and | took off to visit theArunachala

9:15A.M.for the pradakshina. My father,
my uncleand | weretheonly three people
on the path throughout. The sun was f&
mercifully soft, dow, and not asextremeas [
ithesbeenlatdly. Arunachdainitsgloryand | &
maj esty was our supreme company. Our 7
only other accompanimentswereabottle
of water, my camera, and theoccasional §
utterance of wordsamong usintheir most
benign form, not quiteanimated like The
Lord of theRings, but you get thegist. We
took anumber of breaks, sitting downon

1 Temple. Not much of acrowd—the benefit
“# of going at atimewhenthetemplewasabout
M to close, at the heels of Lord Shiva'slast
;| abhishekaof theday. | loved touching the
temple elephant that has now grown up to
becomeastrikingly handsometeenager.
Sunday. Wanted to get an early start to
listen to morning recitations. En route we
encountered a procession with tens of
thousands of people celebrating thefamed
Saivaite Manikavachagar, the author of
Thiruvachagam! Thelethal convergence of
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the high octane percussionist, the flaring dust and the
impatient vehicular traffic made for an unusual scene.
Everyonecompeting for attention. Everyonecompeting for
gpace. Not surprisingly, thisall seemed so normal here.

After theVedas, we hiked up to Skandasramam. My
dad and unclemeadeit up therewithmeinasinglenonstop
trek. Then down to Virupaksha Cave. My dad was
particularly absorbed by the Virupaksha. Herepeatedly
mentioned how strong Bhagavan'stapas must have been
tohavepermitted hisstay upthere. | received aninfuson of
ingpiration herefor an obviousreason—heretheexchange
betweentheever-inquistive Nayanaand theever-graceful
Bhagavan, resulted inthe S Ramana Gita.

After getting back to theAshram, | went to the book
goretofindaframed photograph of Bhagavanfor our new
homein Chenna and bought aTamil verson of Bhagavan's
Collected Works for Mom. Then | continued my
conversationwith Mani Mama—updates, reflectionsand
more. Next, Mani Mamaintroduced meto J. Jayaraman—
wow, what animpressiveintellect! | had spokenwithhim
for afew minutes afew years ago but thistime a real
connection occurred. Wehad lunch prasad together along
withmy dad. J. J. offered meapreview of hisforthcoming

sounds, whicheasly transcend blues, rock, jazz and lounge.
We are now Facebook friends.

Then another conversation with Chris Quilkey who
kindly inquired about my recent book and offered to give
mefeedback for my first draft. | thanked him. | recelved a
souvenir fromhimfor Barbaraback inVirginia Shelives
four milesfromWashington, D. C. wherel live,and | just
need to crossthe Potomac to see her; yet meeting her at
the New York Ashram seems far easier. Didn’'t see
Vaidyanathan. Hewasin Chennai. Couldn't spot Kothari
or my mentor KV N ether.

After dl wasdone, my dadreferredtothisspecia vist
toArunacha a repeatedly recgpitul ating, ineffect, how much
he had enjoyed thistrip to Sri Ramanasramam, freefrom
worry about hisdaily obligationsand routine stresses. |
agreed. Hewasjoyoudy positiveand | suggested that he
consider drawing himself inward for hisown peaceand
well being. Let'ssee.

Dr. Guruprasad Madhavan went to primary school
in Tiruvannamalai. He is now an author and director
at the National Academy of Sciences in Washington,
D. C. He also serves as the Secretary of Arunachala
Ashrama, New York.

-

Advent at Arunachala

You, your friends and family are cordially invited to join us in celebrating the
[16th Anniversary of Sri Ramana Maharshi's Advent at Arunachala.
The program will include parayanams, bhajans, talks and puja, followed by prasad (lunch).

In Nova Scotia, Canada
Sunday 2 September — 11:00 AM
Arunachala Ashrama, 1451 Clarence Road, Bridgetown, Nova Scotia BOS 1C0 / Tel: 902.665.2090

In Queens, New York City
Saturday 8 September — 11:00 AM
Arunachala Ashrama
86-06 Edgerton Blvd., Jamaica Estates, New York 11432/ Tel: 718.560.3196

In California, San Francisco Bay Area
Saturday 8 September — 11:00 AM
Milpitas Jain Temple
722 South Main Street

\_ Milpitas, CA 95035/ Tel: 510.656.2752

~




THEMAHARSHI

Page4

[t Only It Were Chadwick
By Louis Buss

The scrutiny of the handwritten inscriptions found
in a 1935 edition of the book Self-Realization bought
on Ebay takes the author on a journey of inspiration
and expectation. He concludes this narrative at the
Sri Ramanasramam Archive Building where the
archivist gives hisfinal pronouncement on the book.

Part VII
Conjurings For Our Salvation

HEN thetour of theAshram Archivewasover, |

produced my own mysterious little book and
handed it over to Sri Ramani. He accepted it with asort of
professiona reverence, likeamanwell used to handling
ancient artifactswhich might at any moment crumbleinto
dust. Having looked at the opening inscription, heled the
waly back to hisoffice, where he opened the book on his
desk and bent down to pore over it.

‘Thislookslike Chadwick.’

My heart legpt, but, not daring to hope, | immediately
blurted out all the evidenceagaingt it being Chadwick: the
fact that hehad never mentioned parents, but only hisssters,
andthefact that theMystery Devotee had madethat howler
about Seshadri. Sri Ramani shook hishead, apparently not
intheleastimpressed, and left theroom. A coupleof minutes
later, hereturned with scansof adiary writtenin Chadwick’s
own hand, and the process of comparison began. A young
archivehe per who' d been sitting at another desk soon found
himsdf drawvnin, sothat therewerefiveof ussanding round
peering down, pointing out Similaritiesbetween‘r’s, ‘y’s
and‘t's. Therewasacertain moment when my sster spotted
an‘m’ inthediary whichwas so perfectly thesameasone
inthebook that only an expert forger could havepulledit
off. Wedready knew that therehad only beenatiny number
of WesternersintheAshramwhen thoseinscriptionswere
written. Themorewe compared, themoreabsurd it seemed
toimaginethat oneof thosefew had had writing souncannily
closeto Chadwick’s.

After someten minutesof this, Sri Ramani made
hisfind pronouncement. ‘ ThisisChadwick’shandwriting.

That set thesed onitfor me. If theevidenceof my own
eyeshadn’t been enough, | should never dareto doubt the

man Bhagavan has put in charge of Hisarchives. From
that moment on, it was official —this second edition of
Sdlf-Redlisation had been sent hometo Englandin 1936
by Maor Chadwick. Already, it was starting to seem
strange and dightly absurd to methat | could ever have
believedit might beanyoneed se. Who couldit redlly have
been but good old Chadwick?1 should haveknown from
the start that the dear chap wouldn’t et me down.

| remain at alossto explainthelittleanomaliesthat
threw usoff the scent. Thefact that Chadwick makesno
mention of his parentsand Russell elsewhere could, |
suppose, beexplained by al sortsof family circumstances
that we shall never know. The Seshadri howler ismore
difficult tofathom, especialy asBhagavan had specificaly
commanded Chadwick to read the book. Perhaps he
decided to send acopy homebeforereading it himself.
Perhapshehad read it, and knew full well that Seshadri
had been dead for years, but just somehow gotinamuddle
when he cameto writethat particular caption, confusing
him with some other swami whoreally waslivingina
cave on the Hill. Or perhaps, just for a bit of fun,
Bhagavan Himsdlf gave Chadwick’swritingarmajog at
that moment, wishing to add abit of extraspiceto the
mystery that would absorb us seventy-fiveyears|ater.

Beforeweleft thearchive, therewasonelast question
inmy mind that needed to be settled, and it wasthat of
thebook’sfina resting place. Whilewewereall poring
over it, | had told Sri Ramani that | wasof courseready
to present it to the archive, if hethought it interesting
enough. He had not seemed to hear me at thetime. But
now, having made his fina pronouncement on the
handwriting, hesaid:

‘ Aninscribed book likethisisredly of littlevaueto
us, and we have plenty of copiesof thisedition. Soyou
takeit homeand keepitinyour library.’

And there it now stands, beneath the big coloured
pictureof Bhagavanwith Hislegscrossed, theold warrior
at theend of itscampaign, staring triumphantly acrossthe
room from its perspex podium. Twice it has made the
journey from Indiato England, but | doubt it will bedoing
so again. AsChadwick intended when hefirst sededitin
its packet, England wasitsfina destination. Whether or
not hislittleinscriptionshad thedesred effect on hisparents
and Russl|, they havehad agreat effect onme. Just ashe
intended, they paintavivid pictureof thelifehelivedinthe
Ashram, al themore poignant now for being sofar away
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not only inspace, but alsointime. Now | find that thefew
phraseshewrote by those photographskeep coming back
tome, hauntingmelikefragmentsof somehdf-remembered
poem.

Meditation at the shrine of Krishna... | walk dong
hereeachevening ... ThisistheroomwheretheMaharishee
gts... I stheretoo ...

What ablessed lifedear old Chadwick led—acharmed
lifein every way. ‘ Chadwick waswith usbefore. Hewas
oneof us. He had some desireto bereborn in the West,
and that hehasnow fulfilled.” Nowonder he had worked
out Self-enquiry beforeeven hearing of Bhagavan. It seems
that through effort and devationin previouslives, Chadwick
had fully earned the variousprivilegesheenjoyed inthe
Adhram. But healso blazed atrail for dl welessillustrious
foreignerswho can’'t cross our legs or eat from aleaf.
Thanksto Chadwick, al of uswill fed welcomewhenever
we pass benegath that magic archway.

The Great Soul inwhosepresencel sit ...

Looking up at the book standing benesth the picture,
itisimpossiblenot tofed that heisgtting thereagain, the
loyd disciplesymbolicaly reunitedwithhisMagter. | hope
thebook will dwaysstay therenow, asif sunk inmeditation
at Bhagavan'sfeet, ashestaresout into theroomwith that
unworldly lookinHiseyes. | fed enormoudy privilegedto
have that unigue volume in my home and to be ableto
look at it each day. All | canpromiseinreturnisthat | will
do my best to obey Chadwick’sheartfelt plea:

Thisbook isvery precious, pleasekeepit carefully.

Asforitspresencehere proving Somesort of mysterious
link between myself and Chadwick, | know | can’treally
cdamsuchathing, muchasl wouldloveto. But onmy first
vigttoArunachadaacoupleof yearsago, | waslucky enough
to be shown round Chadwick’ s cottage by DennisHartd,
whowasstaying thereat thetime. Of course, sncethiswas
where‘my’ Chadwick had lived, | felt absurdly proudto
find how closeit wastothe Old Hall —closer, | think, than
any other dwelling from those days, when most devotees
had to go and live outsidethe Ashramin Pa akottu. | was
intrigued to see the photograph Dennis had put up of
Bhagavan attending the opening ceremony of the cottage,
and touched by thelittle stone at the side of the building
where—inatypicdly boyishyet earnest gesture—Chadwick
had sought to“bury hisego'.

Sol haveseentheroomwhere(if webdievehisverson
of thedates, and not Annamalai Swami’s) Chadwick was

living a thetime he sent thebook hometo hisparents. This
isaso theroom where Bhagavan would sometimes stop
by for achat on Hisway for awak in Paakottu, theroom
where Hewould make Himself at home and start going
through the contentsof Chadwick’swadlet. Isittoofanciful
to imagine that He might have dropped in at the very
moment Chadwick waswritingthoseinscriptions?Asusud,
Chadwick would have remained seated and carried on
with hiswork. Bhagavan might have asked what hewas
up to, and hewould have explained that hewassending a
book hometo his parentsin the hopethat it would help
them understand hismoveto India, and that they might
evenderivesomespiritud benefitfromit themseves. Then
hemight havesad:

‘Bhagavan ... Would you blessit for me?

Such requestswere by no meansuncommon, and as
far as| know Bhagavan never refused them. Hewould
taketheproffered object inHishandsand stareintently at
it, often for minuteson end, subjecting it to aconcentrated
blast of His mysterious radiation. Given Chadwick’s
enormousfaithin Bhagavan, and given hisclear desreto
communicatesomething of thisto hisfamily back inEngland,
it doesn’t seemat dl implausiblethat he might have asked
Bhagavanto blessthebook in person beforehesentiton
itsway. Who knows for how many years afterwardsit
might hold that radioactive charge, and what unknown
benefitsit might have scattered on theassortment of people
who handledit - Chadwick’sfamily, variousunknownbook
dealersand collectors - and, ultimately, me. Perhapsif
Bhagavanhadn't givenitthatinitid burgt of power, itwould
never havesurvived al itsadventuresto arrive, tattered
and woebegone, but marvel oudy intact, back at Hisholy
fedt.

Hasthisbook of mineredly beentouched by Ramana
Maharshi?Only Bhagavan Himsdf will ever know. But as
He staresdown at me now, that expression of Hisseems
somehow moreenigmeti ¢ than ever, moreknowing, more
gentleand benign. | supposethat | shdl onceagainhaveto
admit defeat and cdl itasmile. Writingin Tamil verse, the
mighty Muruganar may havefound somesatisfactory way
of describingit—sadly, | shall never beabletojudge—but
| don’'t think it will bedonein Englishuntil Shakespeare
himself returnsto thisisdand and takes up hispen once
more.

As | search for the words with which to end this
account, | find mysalf reminded of Chadwick’sown last
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words, and | an suddenly struck by asymmetry inhislife.
I”’ m sure Chadwick wouldn’t mind my saying that the day
of hisred birthwastheday hefirst blundered eagerly into
thehal of the* Maharishee' and sat down by thefamous
sofaonthat dightly offensvechar. Whatever lifehe dhad
till then must soon have cometo seem shadowy andfaint,
asdl our former livesdo once Bhagavan hasexposed usto
Hisradiance.

Whenever hisbody might have been born, that was
the day whenthered Chadwick, our own dear Chadwick,
first gppeared. Andif that wastheday of hishirth, thenthe
first wordsheever spokein hislifewereto ask Bhagavan
that question about why Chrigt cried out onthecross. Years
later, ashelay suffering hisown mortal agony, Chadwick,
like Christ before him, seemsto have felt momentarily
abandoned by hisGod. Hewasinthe Christian Mission
Hospitd inVeloreand, though ddlirious, could il recognise
peoplearound him. When askedif hecouldfed Bhagavan's
presence, hesaid, ‘ Yes.” But when asked if Bhagavanwas
helping him, hereplied, just asclearly, ‘No.’

Wasthat Chadwick’smoment of final despair?Did he
fed, asthecrucified Christ ssemsto have done, that God
wasdtill there, but had momentarily forsaken him? What
he went on to say just before the end implies that the
crucifixionmay very well havebeeninhismind. Perhaps,
on somedeep level, he may even have been back inthe
OldHdl onthat first day, once moreasking Bhagavan that
momentousfirst question and listening to Hisreply. For
now hesad:

‘It sEagter!’

Whenreminded that Easter had not yet come, hespoke,
with abeaming expression, what turned out to be hisfinal
words. They are surely aconfirmation that, in the end,
Chadwick’sadored Guru didn’t let him down:

‘I know it'sgtill fivedaysaway; butitismy Easter.’

Bhagavan died near Easter too, having been born so
closeto Christmas. Anyonewnho thinksthisacoincidence
hasperhapsfailed to understand the profound religiousand
mythica sgnificanceof spring equinox and winter solstice.
Givenwhat Hewas, Bhagavan s mply couldn’t havebeen
born and died at any other time - any more than Christ
could. If astar appearedto mark Hisdeathin 1950, just as
one had appeared to mark Hisbirth two thousand years
before, weneedn't be surprised by thesymmetry. For Jesus
Chrig and RamanaMaharshi weremerdy conjured forms,
assumed for our salvation by theenchanter of theide.

Letters and Comments

| amreading the back issues of The Maharshi news-
letters. Inthe Mar/Apr 2010 issue, under the heading
“Being Sill” , it was mentioned ‘ If we ceaseto identify
with the actions, doing what appears to be right
spontaneously, without thought of gain or loss and
not allowing any residue of attachment to the action
to stick, those activitieswill be a source of freedom.’ |
have two questionsfor which | would liketo seek your
advice/clarification, especially around ‘ what appears
to be right spontaneously without thought of gain or
loss.

Question 1: Trained to think analytically and
logically in every aspect of life, getting rid of such a
mind poses more problems. Even going to a place,
booking a ticket, planning the activities— every aspect
requires some kind of ‘thinking’ or ‘planning’. How
do | act spontaneously and without thinking about
‘gainor loss (not necessarily materialistically)?

Question 2: Are we supposed to follow the same
advice even in professional work life where nothing
happens without planning (at least that is how | was
conditioned).

Kindly bear with my ignorance and advise me on
this. —Devotee from California

Thereisnothing wrong with the sadhakaapplying his
mind to the work at hand. For example, you have a
vacation to plan, you need to purchaseticketsand plan
an itinerary for you and your family. Perhaps to take
advantage of ticket savings and secure your travel
arrangements you will have to do thislong before the
journey. So, do it. Focus on thiswork and do it to the
best of your ability. Thereisnothing wrong with that. In
fact, you would be considered negligent to do otherwise.

Now how thisactivity can benefit you spiritualy isthe
guestion. It al depends upon the attitude applied to the
work. First of all, the work should be done without
attachment to the outcome. You do it asarequired duty,
understanding all along that success or failure in the
endeavor isaready predestined. Your happinessshould
not depend upon the success or failure of thejob at hand,
whether at work or at home. Your real happiness should
emerge from within, from the source of peacethat you
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connect with by following the path taught and lived by
Bhagavan Ramana

The actions you performin life that come to you
spontaneously should not be shunned as obstacles
towards peace or spiritual fulfillment. Giveyour full
attention to them at the required moment, but know in
your heart, that God aloneisthe doer of all action. He
promptsusinto action and enablesusto act through His
inscrutable power, or shakti. We are only instruments,
puppets, toolsin Hishands. To understand thesetruths,
meditation isrequired. The more we are connected to
the current of awareness experienced during meditation,
the greater will be our understanding that we, intruth,

arenot the doers. With continued practice that current
of pure awareness will be experienced even during
physical and mental activity.

At some point, by grace, the ego dissolvesand we
experienceeverything as pureawarenessaone. Actions
then go on by themsd veswithout any individud volition.
Thereisaction, thereis planning and anayzing, but the
individual doer has bowed out and the Self alone per-
meetesdl exisence. That will bethecrown of your efforts.
Andthat iswhy the practiceof tilling themind, enquiring
into the source of our being, isthe most important work
for al true seekers. From thissimple practice, immortal
beatitudeunfoldsand al doubtsareresolved. —Editor
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Ramana Satsangs

Regular satsangs with recitations, songs, readings and meditation are conducted in or near large cities. Some of them
are weekly. If you would like to attend any of these, please contact the individuals below for more information.

Atlanta Area — Mangalam Kalyanam (678-546-0378 / smoothcutter@hotmail.com)

Ann Arbor, Ml — Nirupama & Ramesh (574-514-4766 / <neeru_2@hotmail.com)
Birmingham, AL — Sai Kand (205-441-6859 / kandsai@yahoo.com)

Boston, MA — David & Anna (617-928-1487 / annaklegon@gmail.com)

Connecticut Area — Prashanth & Shobana (860-691-1862 / vprashanth@msn.com)
Dublin,Ohio — Abilash & Madhavi (614-789-9058 / mungamuru@hotmail.com)

Ft. Lauderdale, FL Area — David & Janet Rubinson (954-755-4758 / arunahill@gmail.com)
Houston, TX — Kumar Saran (832-435-3761 / saranOl@earthlink.net)

Los Angeles, CA — Natarajan and Indira Venkatesan (310-473-9441 / nvenky30@yahoo.com)
Pennington, N] — Nandini (609-730-8447 / nandinikapadia@yahoo.com)

Ottawa, Canada — Anantha Padmanabhan (613-733-8250 / padmanabhan_ananth@hotmail.com)
Puerto Rico — Rosa & Scott Mathewson (787-531-5295 / rosilinm@hotmail.com)

San Francisco, CA Area — Karthik & Sunita (510-656-2752 / sunita_parasuraman@yahoo.com)
San Ramon, CA Area — Subadra & TKS (925-373-6909 / subadra2001@yahoo.com)

Tampa, Florida — Rohit (813-632-7843 / rohitkvaidya@yahoo.com)

Toronto, Canada — Krishnan & Padma Sastri (905-849-6005 / psastri@hotmail.com)
Toronto, Canada — Thiru (905-686-6592 / thirusivasamy@hotmail.com)

Vancouver, Canada — Akash (778-321-4499 / eternalshiva@hotmail.com)

Washington, D.C. Area — Uma and Santosh (301-528 - 5526 / uma_santosh@hotmail.com)
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