Ok Qmmaa... Oh My Dear Mant.... It is a promise to you Man.

When the Natune violently theur me aut of my (Mhode,
Sending the chills thut my spine, J
Stivered and stuugged, Curled and coited.

Tried in vein valiantly guipping these pains i my. fists and
Bunst inta. cuies helplessty,
Uncuvane of Your compassion and findness and
Stuetehing wide youn fiands of love and asswrance
TGhat gave me an etewnal, fug and the finst suchle of Life.

Ok Mo, fows great and wondenful gou are!!
Feday and every day
J am proud ta say, gon awe my Mam.
No. Fensing Norbey and ne Edmond Feillary can mateh. gown success.

Ok Fatfien!
Give the ability to necollect and temember
Eveny tine J became lazy and reloxed,
Fen stuuggles and sacnifices as
Q mather, jealous and cautiows gued to protect me;
( teachen, deteunined to see fen disciple is a good taught;
Q puiend, veady to take initial few steps in that gueat dance in the moan it night;

O Umymac ...

Succumbing to the calls of nuthless Fime and fickle Life
Yeu sailed to these native lands of the yonder workds
Leaving me alane in these cancrete jungles and fuunan wildewess
Where ‘me’ and *3’ consciously play a deminant 1ele;

J am lest and T am Lost in this jungle.

Bound by the pramise J made and the path J anm set in by You,
Mamn ... Until T nedeem myoelf and
Fa call it a day
o set sail ta those yander worlds snce againg
Fa feel the warmth of your Cap;
Ta dance with you en the sands in ecstasy;
T Learen from you finst lessons of the (ife;
Fa proudly say J am gow: son and J am the oy sen;

Puayy you Dear Mom... to book for me as

J promise gou that TU NOT let you dawn and

Tt is a pramise that shall be fept as desewing son of You.

- Suinivasachargubu Maddali — Jan 23 2009 23:30 fus



