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ANANTHANADARASA SATHIANANDAN

Bormn
05.05.1948

Departed
25.06.2006

Dedication To Our Loving Appa

You were us and we became you £
& Everything dear to you, you taught us too %

You channelled our paths and lit the way
And now the skies, they seem so grey

So many memories that we hold so near
That distinct voice we will always hear

Although life without you unwinds
Forevermore you will remain in our minds

So much in life, we owe to you
And so we dedicate this, our tribute to you

- Sobi, Sangee & Saru -
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Father and Daughter:
An Everlasting Bond

How do you put into words what a father means to his daughters? And will these words
ever be able to do him justice? After all, this is the man who has raised us and shaped
our lives the most,

Between us we have many memories of our dad and in the years to come it is
these memeories that will help to fill the huge void left in our lives. As we grew up so
many things around us seemed to change but our dad was always there, a pillar of love,
support and strength.

[t seems as though everywhere we turn now there is something missing. The
seat on which he would sit with the phone glued to his ear is now empty, the scent of
the three aftershaves that he would use in combination no longer drifts from the
bathroom, and the sound of him chanting prayers in the morning will not wake us
anymore.

As time passes by there will undoubtedly be times when his absence will be
more apparent, for example results days and birthdays. However it is his daily presence
that will be most greatly missed. It fills us with immense sadness that we will no longer
return from school or answer the phone to hear “Hello kutty, how was your day?”

Dad continuously encouraged us to aim for the highest standards, particularly
in our education. But he would also step back, giving us a chance to make our own
mistakes and learn from them. The smile on his face and the glint in his eyes were all
that we needed to see to know that we had made him proud. Our dad was also a man of
great values and he was eager to pass these on to us.

A year ago, when our dad was given his diagnosis we were devastated. But as
they say “every cloud has a silver lining”. And in this situation that silver lining was the
chance to appreciate our father while he was still here, to say the things we wanted to
say and treasure the time we spent together. We have the upmost admiration for the way
in which Dad fought his illness. He fought with both courage and determination till the
very end. And even in the last week of Dad’s life on earth, his smile never waived, and
he kept us laughing with his witty comments and singing.

Dad always lived life to the full and grasped any opportunity to make a
moment memorable. Even though he will no longer be here to share those important
milestones in our lives we hope that we will continue to make him proud.

Dad, we are eternally grateful for all that you have done for us. We know that
one of your biggest worries was about leaving us so early, but we want you to know that
you have prepared us well and all that you have imparted on us already will continue to
guide us for the rest of our lives. You will be remembered in our thoughts everyday and
will never leave our hearts. We pray that your soul will rest in everlasting peace.

Your loving daughters,

Sobi, Sangee and Saru.
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A Fallen Pillar:
The Loss of a Brother and Friend

My parents Navaratnam Ananthanadarasa and Swaminathar Kanmany married
in 1944 and lived in “Mani Mahal’, the family abode in Chunnakam. My mother’s sister
Manonmany (Periammah), her husband Rasanayakam (Periayah), their three children
(Sri Rajadevi. Sri Rajaskanthan, Sri Rajasunthari) and my mother’s brother
Ponnampalam (Mama) all lived together here till 1951, when Periammah & Mama
moved to Rajakam & Sothi Illam respectively.

Qur family comprised Gananandan. Sathianandan and Navanandan. Our
mother exerted her influence in discipline, education and values and her love for my
brothers and | was limitless. In Chunnakam, our mother was well known for her
hospitality and this is a quality that has been passed on to the three of us.

Sathianandan, the second son, fondly known as “Baby™ or “Satchi” was born
in 1948. His primary education was at Mylani Saiva Vithiasalai (Chunnakam). This was
followed by his studies at Skandavarodaya College & Jaffna College where he was
actively involved in sports. He then completed a four year course at Walkers (Colombo)
and qualified as a Marine Engineer.

We lost our parents at a young age and since then our love for each other grew
even stronger. More than brothers we became friends. Baby looked up to me for any
advice or guidance.

My brother Sathianandan married Shyamalanayaki in August 1984 and they
were blessed with three daughters, Sobitha, Sangeetha & Sarumathi. One of the hardest
decisions he ever had to make came in 1990, when I requested him to migrate to the UK.
He was very reluctant to give up his career at the early age of 42 but eventually moved
to the UK in February 1990.

He was a devoted husband and a great father. He always wanted his children
to do well in life and was well liked by his nephews and nicces. His hospitality attracted
many friends during his lifetime, as was evident by the large number of people who
came to pay their respects at his funeral.

My brother parted from us on the 25 June 2006, further enlarging the gulf left
in my life from the death of my parents.

My brother Nava and I will deeply miss an affectionate brother and the family
has lost a valuable member and a friend.

Baby, May your soul rest in Peace

Babba Annai

(Brother, London)

Digitized by Noolaham Foundation.
noolaham.org | aavanaham.org



BIDLI (PIQUITHSI BLbBS el Ll

aT6  SREIIL OMHET (BULT)

o 2 amalloml uTFSaSsr Ui

MENLIGHHIET ITIPsNTHS sullDbdl sulsnenBD GlHsunTail DHEST
ey HH BpUSHIALIN U BHsT Syl HmsuTLish
LOEMEMULITET  IDdhSeT GFsieutidbensl SHelldaall B — DHhIbsT

srarmit SUfng: Siflbs WRUne LTFSMSUE  LILpSSaILDHERIBENTL [ID
sisnandishbd GloiBha wemhs  wruGiosis

GHRIHIL  WsBhSHIEHID SHILhEe Wwsnpusistsmss

sumlp  Beusiigi  sughL hissiT

S5t Bausmigus sl wbisst sy ulnt /oHs

BILDENLOGILISUEITD 2B I 50

AbHE LG Wemmhmuladsy BRissT GFam (omuGiosis

GBI OSNMHHI BILSST (LU IHGISTBTaTaD

SIBIEGT [BRIBTES LUTT 2 smie)Esisn seipin 2 uliplai sunibs fiss

DHSHUPD UTEHID  ABHEO CL el =SB pe
Goghaur wrsEd off ol Bl alid sfibild B
b Hemsn Biosh sweuSHain solhaiblh sBosn®h wl Gl
uBnl Glsmmin @mallens Ussisnl LmsiBi.
(UL s dhami  LmLed)
SLE Tl GHMDID  SUpEH! UTSBILTEOD Womemiar  sumanmGrr  1naiamidhd

D MBS SUSHIDNsNeY  SUITIL6usd Sl UTHESH Eensmiiimm Gaul s
@pehd  BIBEHiD.

- wmfl uyGwerbeudl - GaETPIDLY

Digitized by Noolaham Foundation.
noolaham.org | aavanaham.org



LI & CHTHITHeiT

IphyiEE (phodna Ganhayihdy Ganhuis

2015001601 ST 1Tmibg AHEHIID Havilsn)idhidh HawisnmNIL

DTG Bmsmbhl AhCHME Dsimihdhai sinh
(pdaibe 1pHHns)

HTUTHE UgdhiHsmen Shandpdid UNiHsHabamen

STUTL[H CHLL S0 i LML (hif: b b sbame

TS U5 ABSTAT HEBGI MThS BT

Halam g sl HlGsy BTe ImIHIDICHT Sisusmen BioLT
(pd3i5 WWHHTH)

HH0dlsatsil GansbRnd anfdheng sisbeumd Gaumd srismid HLbid @ siamb
DNadsmaniGIIsN Ak @ silaNd GhliaD sisM SIRIsD GHNsTEHID
Agitsm HIEIT hemL ) KD Gosdeuond ausujih aisnsn
aimn L @andhAante o prapt Nfa) b
(phiinth (Pbpits)

ITRTSBall WTaTmBI|ID BIITH Bainh a1 1
BISYBTED WMIL_LID GUTSD BTHIBAT Gl Gdmhpiol 1
Criggnailal @sipdaar Cumed S amgioLn
BT DGTH(E) UM eDaUBHEGHID WTPTH LTFWLT
(pd3idd 1HHTH)

12

Brothers Reunion - 1993, London

Digiized by Noolanam roundation.
noolaham.org | aavanaham.org



A Dear Cousin Fondly Remembered

In the words of Leo Tolstoy “True life lies in man’s relationship to the world and the life
of those who die continues even in this world”.

I knew Sathianandan (Baby) for 58 years and his passing fills me with great sadness.
When ever there was a family function his presence was always felt by everyone around
him. He would never be ignored by anyone. Baby was a kind hearted, warm and
compassionate person. He was at ease with everyone, young and old. He loved to
communicate and tremendous affinity flowed through his communication. He was a
man for enjoyable parties.

At times of difficulties I could depend on Baby to be present at the right time and at the
right place and to give me the strength to face the situation. He was indeed a tower of
strength to my late husband and myself. Siva was totally devastated on hearing about
Baby’s illness but yet the solace that each of them derived from one another was
admirable.

God took the strength of a mountain,
The majesty of a tree,

The warmth of a summer sun,

The calm of a quiet sea,

The generous soul of nature,

The comforting arm of night,

The wisdom of the ages,

The power of the eagle’s flight,

The joy of a moring in spring,

The faith of a mustard seed,

The patience of eternity,

The depth of a family need,

Then God combined these qualities,
When there was no more to add,
He knew his masterpiece,

And so

He called it - - - Cousin (Baby).

May the Almighty offer him a special place to be singing His praise with music eternal.

Sri Siva
(Cousin, London).
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You Are In Our Hearts

I wonder what it is that we all like about you, I think it is your personality and
ability to treat the child or the old person, poor or rich, labourer or Chief executive at
the same level and become friendly with them. You have taught many people the value
of friendship, loving others, keeping others happy and the value and happiness of being
together with your friends, relatives and community.

You were a very friendly, kind, entertaining and helpful person. Every time we
spoke you would joke about winning the lotto, Vasavalan or about our lucky number
five.

You liked to keep people and families together and see them happy. When 1
needed your support and help you gave it to me every time without any hesitation.

On May 26th you came home from the hospital and you were tired but you still
wanted to say “hello” to Senthil and me. It was proof of your love and affection for us.
You understood our anxiety to talk to you, which was typical of you Baby Annai.

Simply “we miss you”,
Senthil and Anpu Sagotharar Vithuran

(as you referred to me in our last phone conversation)
{Australia)
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In Memory of Sithappa

From a very young age I have always had a very close relationship with
Sithappa. He always took a keen interest in my life and my achievements, whether it be
academic or extracurricular. As a result, I constantly pushed myself to achieve more so
that he would be proud of me. As T grew older our relationship matured and
strengthened and we came to talk about more meaningful things. One of the most loving
things he said to me, was when he called me the son he never had, which showed me
how close we had become. One of the things that T regret is that I never thanked
Sithappa. He offered me invaluable advice and immense support throughout my life and
I will always treasure the time we spent together. So thank you Sithappa.

When 1 think of Sithappa, the thing that is most prominent in my mind is his
wonderful character, particularly his sense of humour which remained with him right
until the very end. No matter how sad I was or how bad my day had been, he always
managed to bring a smile to my face. He had a very vibrant character and was always
the life and soul of the party. The party never really started until Sithappa got there. He
was also a very kind and loving man whose generosity was boundless. He was always
willing to help even if he had nothing to give. Whenever I went on a school trip he
would always give me some money and tell me to enjoy myself.

Another thing that struck me about Sithappa was the huge number of people
who knew him. Whenever I went to his house there would always be someone there or
he would always be on the phone to someone. But it was not just the fact that he knew
all these people, it was the fact that they all loved him. I never heard a bad word spoken
about Sithappa. When I went to Sri Lanka, a couple of years back, everyone would ask
me when Sithappa was coming back to visit them. I felt honoured to know this man who
was admired by so many.

When 1 found out that Sithappa had cancer I was devastated. But over the last
year it showed me another one of his admirable qualities, that he was a fighter. His
strong will and passion for life ceased to amaze me. It was his determination and inner
strength that gave me hope. But even as he neared the end of his life, and his physical
condition deteriorated, whenever I looked in to his eyes 1 always saw that great man,
who meant so much to so many people, and will always have a very special place in my
heart. May your soul rest in peace Sithappa.

Kohilan Gananandan
(Nephew, London)
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Baby Mama:
A World Renowned Personality

Wherever | have travelled in this world and the people I have met, there is one thing that
remains constant, everybody knows Baby and everybody that knows Baby has a great
story to tell. There have been times when [ have been introduced to people, they skip
asking me how my parents are doing and go straight into how they knew my Baby
Mama. I remember one time when I was in Australia; a relative took me to see his
mother in a senior carc home. The first thing she said was “your Baby Mama calls me
on my birthday every year and he is the only one who never lorgets”.

On many occasions, | have heard stories of the good old days when my uncle was a
young and adventurous marine engineer. About how his ship would dock after being at
sca for months and the wild times and long nights that were to be had. By all accounts,
it seemed that everyone and anyone had a good time when Baby was in town.

Even when he was in the hospital my uncle still managed to have a good time. I
remember visiting a few months back, and he told me that I had to come to St.
Christopher’s Hospice on Fridays to listen to him play the tambourine in the band they
had created. Or how I should come to the hospice to taste his baking skills first hand as
he made cookies for probably the first time in his life.

Now I may shed tears of grief in memory of my uncle. but in better days I shared many
more tears ol joy with him, While many of us may be blessed to live a longer life than

he did, few of us will ever live a better one.

Pranavan Navanandan
(Nephew. America)

8
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Memories

When I think about my Chittappa, I am quickly reminded of various memories that
demonstrate his high-spirited, caring and loving personality. Baby Chittappa was
always deeply devoted to family as he managed to maintain a tight bond to my family
although we lived thousands of miles away from the U.K. Once when my parents and
[ had a three hour lay over in Heathrow Airport, he took a bus to the airport just to visit
us during that brief time period. While growing up my brother and 1 would always
look forward to Sunday mornings when we would receive a phone call from Chittappa.
He would have my brother and T speak to each of our cousins and then without fail
would end the conversation by asking us when would be our next visit to London.

Baby Chithappa always had enjoyable stories to tell about his times growing up in
Chunnakam and always encouraged me to visit Jaffna myself. He was also enriched
in our culture, which he continuously demonstrated through his support for my love for
Bharatha Natyam. While [ was in the midst of preparing for my Arangetram, he would
frequently call to ensure that everything was running smoothly and even made great
efforts to make sure that his children attended the event.

[ will always remember Baby Chittappa for his fun, humorous and entertaining
character. Specifically, [ recall one time when my cousins and 1 decided to dance to the
soundtrack of a musical that we had attended. Within a few minutes, Baby chittappa
was up and dancing with more energy and enthusiasm than any of us. It is through
these cherished memories that | will forever remember Baby Chittappa as the family-
devoted, fun-loving and sincere uncle that he was.

Nidhya Navanandan

(Niece, America)
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Baby: A Cousin and Friend

Sathianandan, fondly known to all of us as ‘Baby’, was born 58 years ago in
the famous market town of Chunnakam in northern Sri Lanka. His father was
Anandanatharasa (we called him Anandar mama), a popular and pleasant personality
just like Baby. I remember him as a man with a quiet demeanour, who was always
impeccably dressed in a crisp white short-sleeved shirt and vertti. Baby’s mother was
Kanmani (we called her Kanmani mami or Kuchiachi). She was a dignified and
charming lady. Baby with his elder brother Baba (Gananandan) and younger brother
Nava had a very happy childhood.

Even though T was senior to him, along with my brothers and sisters we all
grew up together and played together. Not only did we play soft ball, cricket and
football but also ‘kiddy’ and *thachi’! Those days all the relatives lived close together,
supporting each other and functioning as one big extended family. We were in each
other’s houses at weekends and holidays.

Baby received his primary education at Mylani Saiva Vidyasalai which gave a
head start to most of us in the locality; and where his cousin Sundari later became
principal. He had his secondary education at the famous Skanda Varodya College. Like
his father he took a keen interest in sport which he pursued till his untimely death. After
his secondary education he trained as a marine engineer and travelled to many countries.

Baby lost his father in 1969 and his mother in 1974. He married Shyamala,
daughter of Dr and Mrs. Kandiah a distinguished and respected family from Vasavilan
in 1984. He was blessed with a happy marriage and bright and brilliant daughters Sobi,
Sangee and Saru. He came to the UK in 1990 and settled in Croydon. He was actively
involved in many community affairs. For many years he was an active member of
Skanda OSA. Along with his family, he became closely involved with South London
Tamil School.

Baby had a charming personality with a big smile and a kind heart. He was
generous in hospitality, always entertaining guests. He was also generous in helping
others with utmost sincerity. He enjoyed keeping in touch with many relatives ad friends
across the world from Sydney to South Africa, Colombo to Canada, Malaysia to
Massachusetts, Singapore to Chicago: he liked calling them and having a chat and
informing them of any life events that had taken place amongst our relatives.

He loved people. People adored him and held him in high esteem. The very
large gathering of people at his funeral, some who had come form USA, Canada,
Australia, Singapore and South Africa bared ample testament to the affection with
which he was held. He had a remarkable capacity to relate to people from different
generations with equal enthusiasm. Youngsters were always at case, talking and joking
with him.

He loved life and enjoyed life to the full. When he was diagnosed with cancer
about a year ago it came as a great shock to him and everybody close to him. However,
he bounced back within days and faced his illness with great courage, determination and
positive attitude. He even surprised his doctors and nurses. He was able to lead a near
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normal life, attending social functions and enjoying celebrations with his family and
friends till very late in his illness. Unfortunately, his illness advanced and got the better
of him during the last month. He passed away peacefully on Sunday 25th June 2006 in
the presence of his beloved wife Shyamala, children Sobi, Sangee, Saru, his brother
Baba and family and his cousins and in-laws.

He was cheerful till the end. Tt had been a difficult year for all of us close to
Baby. However, the main impact of his illness was on his immediate family. We were
moved by the sheer dedication and unrelenting love and devotion shown by Shyamala
in caring for her husband. She was with him day and night through his illness, keeping
a vigil.

Sobi balanced her tough medical studies with caring for her father as well as
comforting her mother and sisters. She quietly and confidently played a pivotal role in
his care. Sangee and Saru were brilliant. They showed maturity beyond their years, right
through Baby’s illness and kept him cheerful. They made his life as normal as possible.

His elder brother Baba was a tower of strength to him. His younger brother
Nava, his cousins, in-laws, nephews and nieces all rallied around him as they have
always done to lessen the burden on Shyamala and the children. Some made several
trips from abroad to comfort him and his family.

Finally Baby. we will miss you. We will miss your charming personality, your
beaming smile and good nature. You cannot be replaced. You will always have a special
place in our hearts,

Dr M Chellappah
(Cousin and Friend)
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The "Baby" at Dharmarama Road

As usual the day dawned with bright sun shine and a cool breeze. Melody from the
beautiful chirping birds awoke me to hear the sad news of the sudden death of my
husband’s cousin, Anandar, and we travelled to Chunnakam, Jaffna to attend the funeral.
The entire family of Anandar was shattered by the sudden death, especially Baby. The
three sons were very young with Baby and Nava still studying. My husband was keen that
Baby should come and stay with him in Colombo.

So Baby relocated his residence to Dharmarama road in Colombo and my family
welcomed him with open arms. He commenced a new life there and adapted to the busy
Colombo life very well. The neighbours began to build friendships with him, his great
quality of making friends in no time on display. He was always there to help them at
anytime.

Baby was very free with my family members. Some times he had heated arguments
with Kunchiappu, got angry and forgot the next minute, like a passing cloud. There was
always fun and laughter when he was around. I always say that Baby is like one of my
three sons along with Muralee & Giri and feel as if he has been living with us for many
years. We both are his Kunchiappu & Kunchiachi.

Every morning he never failed to clean the house and the garden. Then he had a bath
and would head to the shrine room. He lit the lamp and joss stick and performed prayers,
which I hear was continued until his death.

T used to tease him that he was not a man but a "baby". His friends of all communities:
Tamils, Singhalese, Muslims and Burgers, came to our house and Baby always provided
them with happiness and laughter. In fact, they too called us Kunchiappu & Kunchiachi.
I feel Baby is one of the very few individuals who never had an enemy which is rare in
the present way of life.

He successfully completed an apprenticeship in Marine Engineering and began to sail
around the globe until finally migrating to England. When ever he came to Sri Lanka he
made sure that he visited his friends and relatives, showing gratitude to the ones who had
helped him. Whilst staying with us he got married to Shyamala, who like Baby is a
friendly and loving person and also calls us Kunchiappu & Kunchiachi.

When [ visited London with my late husband, the time we had with Baby was
memorable. Every evening Baby, Shyamala and the lovely children with their aunts and
cousins gathered at Baby's brother’s (Baba), almost a replica of 48/1 Dharmarama road.
Baba’s wife, Gowri, entertained all and her hospitality was wonderful. The whole house
was like a family and I had some wonderful times. It is heartening to realise that this was
the last time I saw Baby.

At times we may think that God is not kind. But I feel it is not so, because God has
blessed Baby with a wonderful devoted wife and three beautiful, brilliant daughters.
Needless to say that they will continue to carry the torch left behind by Baby.

God may have taken Baby away, but he will be remembered by every one known to him
all around the globe.

Baby's stay down Dharmarama Road, Colombo 6 is always remembered and
cherished.

May his soul rest in peace
Kunchiachi
(Australia)
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Hari OM

Satchi, Who had a Heart to Love,
Heart to give and a Heart to serve

A. Sathianandan, my cousin who was lovingly known among family members as
“Baby” is no more in his physical form. When [ heard of his sickness 1 was deeply
rooted with sadness but it reminded me of the universal truth that life is a mystery and
we fail in our effort to correlate the cause and effect syndrome. My mother was the
eldest in a family of three; the other two being her brothers in which Baby’s father was
the youngest. As I recollect the past I remember how the two brothers considered my
mother as a guardian angel with a bond of love and affection. This tie of brotherhood
among the families remained right through.

Baby also known as “Satchi” among friends was a lovable personality. He specialised
in the field of Marine Engineering and had a successful career while in Sri Lanka. He
believed in the philosophy that we make a living by what we get, but we make a life by
what we give. On my return to Sri Lanka following my assignments abroad and a long
lapse of time, I heard people commenting that Baby gave liberally to the needy and had
helped many village folks. A man with a tender heart, and always with a cute smile,
ready to help any one in the spirit of universal love. I have lost a compassionate and
caring cousin, a brother and a friend who always called us from London, “Suriya Annai
and Baby Acca”, and enquired of our health and of any wants from the UK.

Destiny took him and his family to the Untied Kingdom when the children were in their
infancy. I am very proud that his eldest daughter, Sobi, is now entering her fourth year
of the medical course and that the other two daughters, Sangee and Saru, who are also
excelling in their studies will certainly follow suit in their field of interest.

Destiny has left Shymala, children and the family members in a situation difficult to
conceive but may the almighty give the strength, courage and the blessings to create a
positive environment to face the challenges ahead in their life of samsara. Leela Acca
joins me in conveying our moral support in this, our hour of grief.

May his soul find repose at the Lotus Feet of Lord Shiva.

S. Suriyadeva
(Cousin, Sri Lanka)
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Tribute to Baby Mama

My first memories of Baby Mama are {rom a trip to Sri Lanka when 1 was ten years old.
He won a place in my heart following a game of cricket in which he accidentally
knocked-out my sister with a cricket bat. This endeared him to me immediately. We met
again in the 1990's when Mama and his family moved to the United Kingdom; this
allowed us to become much closer as a family.

Mama had many amazing qualities which came across to people almost instantaneously
upon meeting him for the first time. For me his philosophy on life and the code by which
he felt life should be lived was most impressive. He wanted to enjoy as much as possible
from life and believed that we should always help others around us. Whenever, I met
him he always had a smile, and would always be interested in developments in mine and
my sister’s life. His passion for life was clearly evident to anyone that spoke to or
engaged him in a topic which he was interested in, for example cricket or politics.

Since Baby mama’s family lived so close we would often pop in and visit. The
reoccurring theme in their household was that everyone was relaxed and happy. Baby
Mama’s children also have adopted his outlook on life and they all have outgoing
personalities.

Once diagnosed with oesophageal cancer and being informed that it was incurable. he
dealt with the news in a positive and strong way. He was keen to find out what
treatments were available and was willing to trial any therapies that could possibly help
him. His continued positive mental attitude and immense family support allowed him to
live a relatively normal life following the diagnosis albeit for the numerous
appointments at the Marsden Hospital. It was clear to me that he was determined to
survive as long as possible with the condition so that he could spend as much time as
possible with his family. He dealt with the chemotherapy exceedingly well and did not
complain. He remained as active as possible.

1 would like to thank Baby Mamua, for leaving me with so many positive memories and
interesting stories, and let him know that he will always be missed.

Venthan Sri Rajaskanthan
(Nephew, London)
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In Loving Memory of Baby Mama

Baby Mama, to me you were more than a loving uncle, you were also my friend. Being
so fun-loving and easy to talk to it is no wonder that such a strong bond was able Lo form
between us. From the first day that I met you, which was on holiday in Sri Lanka in
1989, you showered me with such love and affection and looked after me as if [ was one
of your own. I will never forget how we had so much fun together when you took me
to Kerimalae for swimming and the calculator which you bought me later on that day.

You have a special gift, the gift of being able to bridge the gap between adults and
children of all ages. As a child T always used to look forward to seeing you, as you
would constantly make me laugh and smile and somehow had the ability to make
everything seem fun. I remember how I would long for you to join us as we played
games such as “Karam™ and “Frustration” as your competitive nature would add to the
excitement of the activities.

So many of us are at fault of not staying in regular contact with our family and friends
but what amazed me about you was how big your heart was and how you managed to
make time for everyone. There has never been a time when you have not shown a keen
interest in my life and I will never forget the last conversation we shared. Even with
everything that was going on in your life you remembered to ring and wish me good
luck for my exams which were the following day. This exemplifies your thoughtful and
caring naturc and I am so thankful for all the love and support you have given me over
the years.

Baby Mama you have left me with so many wonderful memories which I shall cherish
forever. Looking back, the funniest has to be the time you took us to Water Palace. You
were enjoying yourself so much that you somehow managed to lose Sangee and had to
g0 on a marathon search and make an announcement over the radio for “Sangeetha
Sathianandan to come back to Daddy™.

Baby Mama, you loved all aspects of life and lived life to the full and this is what made
you a fabulous father, superb uncle and loving husband. I have been truly blessed and
lucky to have you in my life. You will always have a special place in my heart and I will
miss you greatly. One thing is for sure, I will never forget you.

Mythily Sri Rajaskanthan

(Niece, London)
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Our Memories of Chittappah

My brothers and 1 have had the great fortune to have been able to visit
Chittappah, Chitti, Sobi, Sangee and Saru numerous times. My parents and sister were
able to see Chittappah and Chitti after a long time last year. We know him as a caring
and wonderful brother-in-law and uncle, and will miss his humour and sense of
togetherness as a family.

When I was 16, I remember coming to the house and instantly feeling at home
with the family's quick remarks and jokes and open engaging talk. It usually started with
Chittappah's big smile before starting these loving exchanges. Over time, I might have
been gone for a year or more but whenever I visited it was like I had never left.

Chittappah always insisted on meeting my friends from South Africa and
knowing how they were doing here in the UK. In turn, they really connected with my
family here in no small part to him. When my then new sisters-in-law came to the UK
and met Chittappah and family, he instantly made them feel part of the family and they
have the fondest memories of him with his quips.

He was a devoted, loving husband and father. I remember the many times he
would chat to me about Chitti, Sobi, Sangee and Saru's accomplishments with such
pride. He also took much pride in his work and community involvement and always
showed me the latest jobs and activities he was involved in, be it at the Spar or the Tamil
School. He was a cornerstone of the family and community.

Chittappah, Chitti and my cousins made me realise how important it is to know
your family wherever they may be. He was always introducing us to family and friends,
including the local shopkeepers all of whom he seemed to know! | am fortunate to have
met Chittappah's side of the family and the close friends he has made here in the UK.

Recently he was trying to get me to “settle down” and I knew one of the main
reasons for this was the happiness that family brought to him. Chitthappah always did
things with joy and pride and left you feeling inspired to make him and the family proud
in whatever you do.

We share in the family’s grief but remember Chittiappah with all the happiness
that he brought to us all.

To Chittiappah, 1 know your legacy will live on with Chitti, Sobi, Sangee and
Saru and their great achievements still to come, as will the family spirit that you created
amongst our distributed tamily. This is not a goodbye, for you will always remain part
of all of us and in our thoughts. You serve as an inspiration to us on how to live life
happily no matter the circumstances.

Kutty, Kannan, Kunchu and Lochi

(Nephews and Niece, South Africa)
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Tribute to Mama:
An Open Home and an Open Heart

I will always remember Mama for his warmth and big heart. His front door was always
open to anyone and everyone and every time [ stepped into his house | was welcomed
with open arms. Mama had an amazing ability to make everyone feel as though they
were important to him. Whether he was meeting you for the first time or whether he
hadn’t seen you in a while, he always managed to make you feel as though you were
life long friends by making you feel comfortable.

He wuas a stubborn man that always wanted his way, but this only added to his character
and charm. He was always so bubbly and cheerful, and always the first one to make a
Jjoke. He enjoyed more than an occasional beer and cigarette and always enjoyed a good
chat. 1 think Mama had the longest list of friends of anyone that T know. He made such
a conscious effort to keep in touch with everyone from family to friends, whether they
lived next door or all the way across the globe in Sydney, Australia.

Mama. you are a very special person and truly one of a kind. You had an amazingly
generous heart that you shared with so many people. You were a true family man, who
loved and cared deeply for your girls and Mami. I know that you are proud of all of them
and that they will continue to make you proud. And although you will always look over
them, we will do everything we can to look after them too.

Thank you for everything you gave us, thank you for sharing your warmth and kindness
with us, we love you and will never forget you.

Abhi & Abharna Anandakumar

(Nieces, Australia)
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Baby Periappah: An Inspiration

Death is inevitable and only a fool would choose immortality. It is the prospect of death
that makes us really live life.

I have my strongest recollection of Periappah when we visited in 1997. My brother
Nimalan was only one then and he immediately connected with Periappah, offering him
the occasional call massage to have a hold of his icy beer. To me, he never came across
as “an uncle”. I did however have a great deal of respect for him, as any man that
could live with four women in the same household was made of the right stuff. He was
more like a mate, someone you can just talk to. Pick up the phone, skip the formalities
and get straight into the sport. His interest in mine and Nimalan's cricket and soccer
developments served as motivation for us Lo continue our participation. I remember how
at the end of last year, when I had finished my finals and was awaiting my results, his
almost arrogant exclamations of "what are you worried about? You'll have done well!"
were all I needed to hear to settle me down, Of course, when I did get my results, there
was a hint of "I told you so" and a little chuckle.

There are numerous people who have been touched by Baby Periappah's warmth,
kindness, and laughter. We should not be sad that he has gone but be grateful that he was
with us.

May his body rest in peace, but his spirit live eternally within us all.

Abayasankar and Nimalan Sundaram
(Nephews, Australia)

Mama

We were shocked to hear about the sad and sudden demise of our Mama. We are praying
to God to keep his soul in peace. Also, we pray to God to give us all the strength to bear
his loss and we are sure that God almighty will keep us all under his arms to cover his
loss.

Although our Mama left us, he will be in our hearts throughout our remaining life.

Om Shanthi,Om Shanthi.Om Shanthi

Prasha & Mathusha
(Nieces, Abu Dhabi)
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My Tribute to Baby Uncle

I remember first meeting Baby uncle when [ was 10 years old. [ visited his house with
my Amma and Ammama. At that time, | was so surprised that someone from my Appa's
side wanted to see me so eagerly. More shocking was the fact that he invited my Amma
and Ammama to come with me. I guess that’s the type of person Baby uncle was, a man
who didn't judge people or change his views about others even after a separation.

I lost touch with him over the years and spoke to him around once a year. About 2 years
ago, I got an unexpected phone call from Baby uncle. He asked me to visit him in
London and I told him I would next summer. Next summer came and I learned Baby
uncle was diagnosed with cancer. I spoke to him on the phone and he asked me once
again when I was coming to London. He also told me he really wanted to see me beflore
anything happened to him. I promised him I would visit on my next break from
university.

That break came this past December. | visited London for one reason and one reason
only, to meet Baby uncle. | remember the first day I arrived at Baby uncle's house. My
first impression of him was a sick man who had cancer and no idea of when his life was
going to end. We spent most of our time together just talking about anything and
everything. That’s one thing I loved about Baby uncle, he was never scared to give his
opinion and advice. The next day we went to a Tamil School Christmas party. The most
memorable moment for me was when the Tamil school chose him to be Santa Clause.
It was that moment alone that changed my first impression of Baby uncle. T was no
longer looking at a man who had cancer, instead T was looking at a man who was really
happy and wanted to spread joy and happiness to all his friends and family.

My last day with Baby uncle was on Christmas day. We had a huge Christmas party at
Skanda uncle's house. After the party, | went to Baby uncle's house and we just talked
and talked. When Suresh uncle arrived to pick me up from Baby uncle's house we all
hugged and said our good byes. The minute 1 picked up my bag, Baby uncle started
crying. I looked in his eyes and it was as it he felt that it would be the last time we would
meet. [ told him, “Baby uncle, alla vendam, 1 promise I will meet you again this
summer”. Summer came and 1 kept my promise to him, but unfortunately it was under
different circumstances to those I had imagined.

To sum up I would like to say one thing to Baby uncle. Baby uncle T promise that we
will meet again but this time we will have more laughs and share our life stories. Rest
in peace Baby uncle.

Prashanth Paramanathan
(Nephew, Canada)
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Baby mama

Baby mama had a wonderful habit of keeping in touch. When I was a child, my sister
and I always knew that the sound of an auto pulling up outside the house heralded his
arrival. This was no ordinary visitor; we looked forward to his arrival. He was never
empty handed but always laden with Green Cabin cake, Kandos chocolates and those
jam biscuits you could never find in Colombo in the 1980s. It was this and his warm
heart that left us always looking forward to his next trip.

As we grew older, it wasn't simply Baby mama, but Sobi, Sangee, Saru and Shyamala
aunty who would call to celebrate and share in your happiness in all life events. The
cheeky laugh and encouragement for me to continue the conversation in Tamil meant
that I knew instantly it was Baby mama, on answering the phone. He was always the
fountain of knowledge regarding news concerning the family across all the continents.

The last time we exchanged words of advice was at his birthday as he inquired about
my progress in reaching matrimonial bliss and asked for my advice about treatment. 1
felt privileged that he felt able to discuss the latter with me. This ended as all our
conversations before with a laugh and a pat on my back.

Buaby mama was special to people in many ways but to my family it was this enduring
quality of always keeping in touch that meant that he was so dear to us. He managed to
keep alive the spirit of Station Lane, Chunnakam in all of us.

Arani Anadakumaraswamy
(Niece, London)
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In Memory of Baby Anna

Baby Anna, a proud marine engineer full of life and fun, is not with us anymore. Like
everyone else, I am still finding it hard to accept that he has left us.

When Baby Anna was diagnosed with oesophageal cancer a year ago, it was the biggest
shock Baby Anna ever had. However, he always said that whatever happened it would
be based on his fate and he tried his level best to keep others smiling. Until two days
before his death, he was neither short of a smile on his face nor had he given up hope
of successful treatment. He has always been positive with the medical care that he
received, which helped his family and friends to continue with their lives as normal. He
managed to follow the interesting cricket matches on television and never failed to call
his friends or relatives until three weeks before his death.

In the early nineties, I experienced a series of career setbacks and had an opportunity to
move in with Baby Anna and Shyamala Acca. They gave me a lot of support and
motivation in life. He always said things to make me feel better. His unique sense of
humour would lift the spirits of all those around him. As both Baby Anna and Shyamala
Acca were very accommodating and easy to talk to, all my friends became their friends
too. His influence has initiated the happy and successful marriages of two of my friends.
This gave Baby Anna enormous happiness and satisfaction.

Baby Anna passed away on Sunday 25th June 2006. The events followed as though he
had waited to say his final goodbyes when everyone was free from their commitments
and his family and friends were by his bedside. The only consolation is that God has
relieved his pain.

May Baby Anna’s soul rest in peace.

Sinniah Logeswaran
{Cousin, Essex)
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In Memoriam of Baby Annai

When we truly love, it is never lost. It is only after death, that the depth of bond is truly
felt,and our loved one becomes more a part of us than was possible in life.
Oriental tradition

It has been the greatest privilege and an honour to know Baby annai and his family.

Baby annai was the kindest soul whose generosity was second to none. He was always
there for everyone, young or old, in their hour of need. He was always in the background
silently *beavering’ away, ensuring that events went smoothly but when it came to being
acknowledged, one could never find him. He would have disappeared in a “puff of
smoke”.

Baby annai was also blessed with three beautiful, intelligent girls, whom he was very
proud of and loved dearly. He was also a lucky man to have had an extremely devoted,
supportive and loving wife in Shyamala acca.

We as a family have many memorable events that we shall treasure forever. We consider
ourselves very fortunate to have known such a great Gentleman, and feel humble that
we were included in his circle of close friends and relatives.

We will never forget you Baby annai and the following piece we feel, will help many of
us to come to terms with your new adventure.

Death is >thing at all.

I have only slipped away into the next room.

1 ain 1, and you are you,

What ever we were to each other that we still are.

Call me by my old familiar name,

Speak to me in the easy way, which you always used.

Put no difference in your tone,

Vear no worced air of solemnity or sorrow,

Laugh as we always laughed, at the little jokes we enjoyed together.

Pray smile, think of me, pray for me.

Let my nain » be ever the household word that it always was.

Let it be spoken without effort,

without the trace of a shadow in it.

Life means all that it ever meant

it is the same as it ever was,

There ' unbroken continuity

why should I be out of mind because I am out of sight?

I am waiting for you somewhere very near

just around the corner.

All is well
Henry Scott Holland 1847-1918 .
Canon of St Paul's Cathedral

Ilangovan Family
(Basingstoke)
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A Friend in Need is a Friend Indeed

I am fortunate to have known Satchi for the last thirty eight years. Whilst 1 was
preparing for my City & Guilds of London Exam in Colombo, Satchi was following a
Marine Engineering Apprenticeship at Walkers (Colombo) and was looking to rent a
room in Colombo. I was introduced to him by my friends Rajeswaran and Christy
Rasanayakam. All four of us shared a room at 27 Frankfurt Place, Bambalapitiya.
During this time Satchi had a lot of friends of all races. He was very popular amongst
his friends and treated them all in the same way irrespective of their wealth or status. He
was a friend who always wanted to help people in need and socialise with everyone.

Satchi stayed with us for a short period and then moved to 24 Visaka Road
Bambalapitiya to live with his cousin Sunthari and her husband Vythi. Our friendship
continued and became stronger. He was fond of taking me along with him when he
visited his relatives in Colombo for‘chitchat® or to help them in anyway he could.
During the festive holidays in Sri Lanka most of Satchi’s friends visited Jaffna and
would gather at his house to plan the holidays. Satchi’s mother was a very lovely and
pleasant lady who always wore a smile. She would entertain Satchi’s friends of all races
and treated all of us as her own children. [ can still remember the lovely and tasty dishes
she made. At this time most of us knew Gana (Babba) and Nava as Satchi’s brothers.
We moved with Gana but gave him due respect as Satchi’s elder brother.

In the early part of the seventies, most of our friends and Satchi’s two brothers migrated
to western countries leaving us both behind in Sri Lanka. Our friendship still grew
stronger.

When Satchi’s mother was diagnosed with cancer in 1974 and he was told that her life
span would only be 6 months, he was very upset. At that time he was the only son living
in Sri Lanka. The other two brothers Babba and Nava had migrated to the UK in January
1974, Satchi was supported by his cousin Sunthari and his friends in taking care of his
mother.

1 migrated to the UK in 1975 [or further studies. Even though we were miles apart we
maintained our friendship. In London I was living close to his brothers and relatives.
Whenever he visited Jaffna he never failed to visit my mother and sisters at
Vaddukoddai.

In 1982 I migrated to Singapore in search of a job. Since I was considered as a family
friend, Satchi’s cousin, the late Mr Sivananthan helped me to find a job in the firm he
was working for. Whenever the ship docked in Singapore harbour Satchi never failed to
visit my house. I got married in 1982 and was privileged to have his presence on my
wedding day.
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Due to the political unrest in Sri Lanka, Satchi decided to retire from his career in 1990
and migrate to UK with his family. This move was initiated by his elder brother Babba.

Satchi was very proud of his wife, Shyamala, and his children, Sobitha, Sangeetha and
Sarumathi. Whenever we talked about his family he had high regard for his wife and
believed that she was a very capable woman and that his children are pretty and
intelligent.

When [ heard about Satchi’s sickness through my brother-in-law, Mr.
Selvagunachandran, I was deeply rooted with sadness. I made a few telephone calls to
enquire about his health and his reply was always the same “I am alright and getting
better, nothing to worry about”.

When I heard about the demise of Satchi, I was shocked and felt that I had lost a friend
who was actively involved in every stage of my life. I hope God will give Shyamala and
the children the strength and courage to face the challenges ahead and that the children
will do well in their lives.

If, as I believe there is a rebirth after demise then I will be privileged to be his friend in
my next life.

Satchi, May your soul rest in peace.

Yoganathan
(Friend, Singapore)
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Farewell to a Dear Friend

Sathi, a distinguished friend extinguished now and gone forever. He entered our lives in
Croydon about 16 years ago, and in the brief years that he was privileged to act on this
mortal stage, he played his part exceedingly well. Sathi was a deeply loved, greatly
admired, remarkable individual. A man of enormous energy and warmth, whose flame
burnt brightly until just days before the end of his life.

Two themes predominated throughout Sathi's fifty eight years of work and fun, he
enjoyed life in all its aspects and he was happy working, especially when working to
help and encourage others. These themes were evident in Sathi as a newcomer to
Croydon in the 1990°s where friends remember that with his toothy smile and cigarette
between his fingers, he enjoyed his social drinking, badminton playing and was always
seen laughing away with complete abandon.

However, he was not averse to controversy. [ still remember him challenging me at a
Tamil School AGM urging me to speak in Tamil, perhaps not knowing that I was not all
that fluent in the lingo. That is when I asked someone: “who is this man?” When much
later, I reminded him about this incident, he replied in his own cheeky way that it was
wonderful to put me on my back foot.

His commitment to the Tamil school was the centre piece of his life, and his loyalty to
it was never in doubt. Sathi, after many years, as head of a concerned group of parents
drafted me again to be the Chairman of the school. It was then I saw his many qualities
in action. His cheerful and invigorating presence sought to mend the wounded spirit in
the School at that time, and greatly helped to restore its strength of optimism. By his
tireless efforts, pursued with almost a lightness of spirit he made our burden of office
very small. Sathi, when we succeeded you stood back and took no credit, and when we
failed you were there by our side. What more could we ask for?

Sathi was a Marine Engineer. He loved the world about him in the broadest sense, and
had travelled to many parts of the world. He was never scared of new sights and
experiences and his spirit of adventure had no limits. His attitude to life had a freshness
and optimism, which was infectious and won converts from every section of the
community. Yet his humour often had a purpose beyond humour. In the last months of
his life, his easy jokes gave considerable relief to his many anxious friends and allowed
us to maintain our usual banter with him.

Words pale in the shadow of grief, they seem insufficient even to measure the quality of
the man we loved. The best we can do is to remember him as he lived, bringing life,
and love and joy to those who knew him.
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Sathi carried himself, with a decency and attention to small kindness. He was a courtly,
gentle and considerate man, never known to slight or embarrass others. Many people
cherish the kindness he showered to people dealing with sickness and loss.

Sathi need not be idealized, or enlarged in death beyond what he was in life, to be
remembered simply as a good and decent man who saw wrong and tried to right it, saw
suffering and tried to heal it.

All of us grieve, that as Sathi entered a particularly golden age in his life he was
diagnosed with cancer. He vehemently refused to allow this to get him down. During
most of this time he was happy. still joked with his friends and pursued his passion lor
parties. We saw death approach Sathi in the years of departing light and were awed by
his courage and grace. In these trials, he showed how a man so enchanted by life can
be at peace with life’s end.

In a life of good fortune, he valued above all the gracious gift of his family. Our
community’s loss 18 first a profound personal loss to the family, friends and loved ones.
But I hope we can [ind a little solace from the universality of this experience. Death
comes to every individual. there is an amazing democracy about it. It is the irreducible
common denominator of all humans. 1 hope we can find some consolation from Hindu
affirmation that death is not the end. but a comma that punctuates it.

Lastly. Sathi lived, really lived, until he died. His memorial is the many people whose
lives he enriched by encouraging them. supporting them and acting as a superb role
model for our community.

So the time has come to bid good bye. Farewell to you our dearest friend.

V. Kughan

{Friend, London)
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If

If you can keep your head when all about you
Are losing theirs and blaming it on you:

If you can trust yoursell when all men doubt you,
But make allowance for their doubting too;

If you can wait and not be tired by waiting,

Or being lied about, don’t deal in lies,

Or being hated don’t give to hating,

And yet don't look too good, nor talk too wise:

If you can dream — and not make dreams your masler:

If you can think — and not make thought your aim,
If you can meet with Triumph and Disaster

And treat those two imposters just the same;

If vou can bear to hear the truth you’ve spoken
Twisted by knaves to make a trap for fools,

Or watch the things you gave vour life to, broken,
And stoop and build them up with worn out tools:

If you can make one heap of all your winnings
And risk it on one turn of pitch — and — toss,
And lose. and start again at your beginnings,
And never breathe a word about your loss:

If you can force your heart and nerve and sinew
To serve your turn long after they are gone,
And so hold on when there is nothing in you
Except the Will which says to then: “Hold on!”

If you can talk with crowds and keep your virtue,
Or walk with Kings — nor lose the common touch,
If neither foes nor loving friends can hurt you,

If all men count with you, but none too much;

If you can fill the unforgiving minute

With sixty seconds worth of distance run,

Yours is the Earth and everything that’s in it,

And — which is more — you'll be a Man, my son!

-Rudyard Kipling-
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Thank you

This has been a very difficult year for our family, but it would have been much harder
without the help and support of many caring people. So many of our friends and
relatives have been an immense help in so many ways, from lifts to the hospital, to food,
to visiting and offering their support. We would like to thank the doctors, nurses and
support staff at The Royal Marsden Hospital for all their expert care. Our appreciation
also extends to the staff at Mayday Hospital, Parchmore Medical Centre and St.
Christopher’s Hospice, for their continuing support. We are extremely grateful to all
those who have travelled from over seas to be with us over this time. We would also like
to thank our colleagues for being so understanding during this period.

Finally, thank you to everyone who has joined us in saying our last goodbyes. Your kind
words, sympathy cards and floral tributes have been much appreciated. The lengths that
people have gone to in order to be there for our family has been truly touching and we
extend our sincere gratitude to you all.

Thank you,
The Family of the Late Mr. A. Sathianandan
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Sobi’s 21st Birthday - 29.05.2006
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Marine Engineer - 1978

Tamil School Sports Day
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