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m/txrx ilfl/mlf t/y/k>v iRnfT e[f@[kf kv[xtfTkf <k/]fJ/fkqf. a@t 

m/txrx Mtlxlf e[f@[ ‘ezxlf’ e[fB a@ztft/Lmf , px[fP  ‘mk>q’ e[fB 

t/>[ a@ztftX/fkqf. 

ipfpH mbkfk MHy/t nx@[Vk@q, ugfk@q a]f]/nfT p//ftft 

nxkzfVk@q aDkfkxk <k/]f>d >p/kl/mf. t[x<y/R t/y/k iRnfT 

pxqf@qk@q vq/ftfT nlfl nx@lkfKkf <k/]fD vnftX/fkqf. v/zfkf@k@y 

nmfpxkf@k>y/Dmf m[uBtx>y/Dmf etx/f <k/]fD  <vbfbx <k/]fJ/fkqf. a>t 

>p/l nXgfkqf etx/f p//ftft mbfbv/fk@q kSfdpf pDtft/t mr]tf@tYmf 

kdVqxdmxRnfT <pbfBkf <k/]fJ/fkqf. ugfk@q e[f v/zfkf@kyxlf 

cnftxkfkkf kx@dtftT e[f atx/fSfd>m. 

amfm/, nXgfkqf iRnft >p/T egfk@q a=cX/fvtxtfT vzx ndtftxyT >p/l>v, 

<t/d/fnfTmf vzx ndtfTgfkqf. t[f kSfdmf p/r/T t[f pxqf@qkQkfk/k 

t[f@[ MZt/k a/fpfp]xtft nXgfkqf oR abfPttf t/yf.ugfkqf |nfT 

mk[fkQkfK mdfDmlfl e[kfKmf e[f<b[fBmf nXgfkqf oR a[Ptf t/yf. 

 

cxgfkpfP=/f              ezxlfbj[x ctftx>ynftxr/ 

 

 

Appamma – My Inspirational Grandmother 

The fondest memories I have of Appamma was the time she 

came to stay with us in South Africa in 1996. Although 

relatively old at that time, you would never be able to say it. I 

remember going to school and we would come back 

everyday to lunch that Appamma had spent the entire 

mornings cooking for us. I think Tuesdays and Fridays were 

the most challenging for her because she found it very 

difficult to cook the vegetables without a little kooni or dry fish 
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or maldive fish added to it to enhance the flavour which is the 

typical Batticaloa way of cooking! 

During my Arangetram in 1999, Appamma ensured that 

everyone in the house (and god knows there were tons of 

people that came in and out) was entertained and fed. She 

was always in the kitchen cooking or making tea etc. 

Appamma had a very generous nature and always gave 

everyone as much as she could, without holding back. This 

especially applied when it came to her sons and her 

grandchildren. Every time someone went to Sri Lanka she 

would send us a whole lot of sweetmeats. Appa always got a 

packet of cashew nuts that he would try his best to hide from 

us. When we complained to Appamma about this she would 

say that she sent those especially for her son! 

She was greatly loved and respected by her sons who stood 

true to her till the very end of her life. Although they all 

wanted her to live with them she always wanted to stay in the 

house Appappa built and I‟m glad that she passed on from 

there. She never wanted to be a burden to any of her sons 

and always wanted to be independent and she managed to 

do this till the end of her life. Her life has inspired me in so 

many ways and I am thankful to God for giving me a 

wonderful woman as a grand mother.  

I wish we could have spent more time with her and gone to 

visit her more often but that was not always possible. 

Nonetheless, I‟m glad we got to spend a little time with her 

when she came to South Africa on two separate occasions. 

We got to experience her jovial and adventurous nature when 

we went traveling around South Africa with her. Although she 

found it difficult to walk long distances sometimes, she was 

always game to do everything. 
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As her eldest grand child and the only grand-daughter until 

little Suruthy was born, I had the privilege of being her 

favourite one for a long time. Since my maternal grand 

mother passed away long before I was born it was Appamma 

who played both the roles in my life and I dearly cherish her 

memories. 

May God bless her soul. 

South Africa   Katpaham Shantikumar 

 

 

Tribute to a Loving Grandmother 

Appamma, as we lovingly called her, was the most prominent 

grandparent in my life. My earliest memory of her was when 

she came to visit us in South Africa in 1996. I was 10 years 

old, and I vaguely remember that first moment we were in her 

presence.  We embraced for the first time (that I could 

remember) and I couldn‟t explain it at the time, but looking 

back I now understand exactly what was happening. It was a 

simply, an intense, loving bond shared between a 

Grandmother and her grandson 

During her trip in 1996, Appamma taught us Tamil, and the 

surprising part was we weren‟t resistant to learn. Amma had 

tried for so many years to get us to learn it, but we were 

always uncooperative. We really did enjoy her lessons.  I 

suppose it was because Appamma was a teacher by 

profession.  And to my knowledge, we were her last pupils 

which is something I‟ll always cherish.  
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I personally am very honoured to have been part of her life. 

She was truly a role model to me.  Especially now, knowing 

of her accomplishments. After Appappa died, she raised five 

boys into successful men. A feat not many can accomplish. 

Though there were hardships, all the sweat, blood and tears 

paid off.  Not only are my uncles and my father successful in 

terms of their careers, but all the values, morals and 

principles that were instilled in them by her, are still intact!  

And that has been passed onto our generation and will surely 

be passed onto the generation after. 

Being her eldest grandson, I feel more inclined to live up to 

everything she expected of me.  To live by the morals and 

values she expects me to live by. And one day I will look back 

on my life, look up and say “Its all thanks to you Appamma”. 

Because I know she is watching over me, guiding me to 

always take the right path!  

Rest in Peace Appamma, 

South africa                 Kumaran Shanthikumar 

 
 

A Tribute to my Appamma  

My earliest memory of Appamma was of her teaching me 

Tamil when she came to Mafikeng. We were sitting at the 

dining room table with my books. The memory is very fuzzy 

as I was only 8 years old then. All I remember was that I was 

not very happy to be there because I was very reluctant to 

learn. 

 I remember the last time I spoke to her. It was on her 

birthday last year. The conversation started with me saying 
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„Happy Birthday‟ in my best Tamil accent. She then replied, 

„Thank you, thank you, “Enna seykirai Mahane?”  I was pretty 

much up the river without a paddle at this point. The 

conversation being the river in this metaphor and the paddle 

being my Tamil or lack of it. I tried my best to string a few 

random words together, but to no avail. I ended up just 

passing the phone to Kumaran who had taken a keen interest 

during her classes. I guess I should have paid more attention 

those many years earlier when she was trying to teach. Even 

though I was unable to converse fluently with her I always felt 

an extraordinary attachment towards her which the words can 

not describe.  

When I look back at her life I find there is so much to learn 

from it. She has been a great mother to all her sons who 

dearly loved her to the end; A loving grand mother to all of us 

who I am sure will  become  successful as our fathers whom 

Appamma brought up single handedly after Appappa‟s death.  

I thank God Almighty for the life of Appamma and the 

painless death she had 

 

May her soul rest in peace 

South Africa          Kohulan Shantikumar 

 

 

e[f apfpmfm/ 

oRv[f t/{mf n[fK v/zfnfT mbfbv/fk@qYmf v/z @vkfKmf >p/T MZ 

m[xt[/kxb/[f. anft v@kyxlf apfpmfm/@v n/[f MZ m[xt[/kkf 

k/]fkx>b[f. 
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apfpmfm/ m@bnfT oR vRdm/kxbT. av/f nx@[Vkqf e[fBmf egfkqf 

m[txlf iRkfKmf. n/gfkqf akfk@rpfpbfbxlf vcxtfT vnft k/ltftxlf vxDM@b 

n/dfkqxlf apfpmfm/@vpf p//fkfk vR>v/mf. agfK vx@qy/d idmxlfl/mlf 

iRnft e[kfK igfK <prxy vXDmf vqVmf vx@qy/d <prxy cnf>t/Sm/k 

iRkfKmf. n/gfkqf vnfT nxbfKmf >v@qyxlf k/@lyxlf apfpmf CdfDtf 

tRv//f. >l/kx akfk/, kvx[f a]f]/, pxrvx[f a]f]/ elf>l/Rmf 

vRv//fkqf. cnf>t/Sm/k vx@qy/D>v/mf. <prxypfp/, apfp/, cxtftpfp/ 

elf>l/Rmf cxB vytxlf vx@qy/Hy vx@qy/dfDpf <p/Rdfk@qkf #d 

ptftxrm/k @vtftxRnfT n/[f vx@qy/d eDtfTtf tRv//f. e[kfK tp/lft@l 

>ckrxkfKmf pzkfkmf iRnft@tybxnfT a]f]/cfcxpf <prxypfp/vx[f 

Ptftkgfk@q eDtfTtf tnft//f. atfTd[f  avrxdmxRnft <vvf>vB 

n/Dkqx[f n/]ygfk@q elfl/mf e[kfKtf tnft//f. 

ovf<v/R vRdpf pxbpfPkfKmf n/[f apfpmfm/vx[f k/lxlf vxZnfT a=cX/fv/tmf 

v/gfkx @kvx>cSmf <pB>v[f. mbfbv/fk@q vxdkf #Dtl/kkf 

k/Ckx@dkfKmf e[fpkbfk/ktf t/[f n/[f k/lxlf vxZvt/k elf>l/Rmf >klx 

<cyfvT]fD. u]fHylxlf k/C nxrmfpxyTmf e[kfKtf tRv//f. Cross stitch 

algfk/rmf <cyft t@ly@]Y@bkqf e[kfKtf @ttfT tnftxRkfkxb//f. n/[f 

mdfD>m avRkfkpf pkfktftxlf iRnft >pr[f e[fpt[/lf avRkfK y//f e@tkf 

<k/Dtft/Lmf a@t e[kf>k tRv//f. 

 

apfpmfm/VkfK >n/yf atxkrxtfT mdfdkfkqpfP <prxy/sfptftxrxkfK 

m/bfBvtbfK cxl m]xtftxy/lgfkQkfK M[fP #d amfm/vxdMmf 

apfp/vxdMmf e[f@[ n[fb/kpf p//ftfTkf <k/qfQmf pHYmf, pHkfkcf <c/lflx 

atxkmf vbfPBtft >v]fd/<m[fBmf #bxyxRkfkxb//f. n/[f vKpfP MHnfT 

vnfT p//fkfKmf >p/T mykfk nx@lyxlxRnft//f. at[f px[f[/f avRkfK 

nx@[V txRmfpvxlf@l.   

apfpmfm/vx[f nx@[Vkqf mbkfkMHy/t@v. av/f egfk@q<ylfl/mf vxdfDpf 

pxrxnft/Lmf >mLlkxlxRnfT a=cX/fvtxtfTkf  <k/]fHRpfp//f. 

cxgfkpfp=/f           r/Kl[f  NahNf];tud ; 
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OUR APPAMMA 

My appammma is the only grandparent that I have met 

because all the rest died before I was even born. When we 

visited her she always cooked my favourite meal and she 

took care of me, my brother and sister. She also talked to me 

and always gave us some sweets when we finished eating 

our lunch in Sri-Lanka. She always looked forward to seeing 

us and so did we. I really miss her now. 

U.K.           Harry Surendran 

 

My Appamma 

My Appamma was very special to me. She was the only living 

grandparent on my father‟s side. She was caring and loving. 

She always let us stay in her house when we go to Sri Lanka.   

I visited her three times. I could not remember the first trip but 

my parents told me that I sat on the parapet wall and fell 

down and it caused me to have a big bump on my head. I 

could remember the second trip a bit, I played cricket with 

Vimal Mama, Ragulan and some other friends. Even though I 

was not good at cricket, I enjoyed myself very much. Also I 

remember that Kumaran almost threw me into the well, but of 

course it was for fun. 

During my third trip I had a chance to meet all my Periappas 

and cousins but my cousins Katpaham, Kumaran and 

Kohulan couldn‟t make it.  I had a great time with my 

Periappas, Periammas , cousins and Appamma. Appamma 

was very happy to see all her sons and her grand children. I 

also had a great time in the portable pool with Aathithan, 
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Pradha and Meenachi. Amma told me that Appamma cooked 

her special ‘Appam’ for everyone, she started at 7o‟clock 

morning and ended at 11.30 a.m. unfortunately, there was 

nothing left for her to eat. I think she loved all of us, and 

wanted us to be happy.  

Appa told us lot of stories about appamma, especially of her 

strict discipline, kindness and her hard work to raise her sons. 

Amma also told that when ever Appamma visits us in 

Singapore she always took care of me and even fed me (we 

still have photos of Appama feeding me). 

 

I am very thankful to Appamma for all her love and kindness 

she showed us over the years. Now we will never have the 

chance to re-live the happy moments with Appamma. I will 

never forget her. 

I love you Appamma and may your soul rest in peace 

Singapore          Sangkit Sathiyendra 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 


